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Part 1

Looking over her shoulder to make sure that the woman lying next to her was asleep, the blonde-
haired twenty-seven-year old quietly slipped out of the bed. She tiptoed towards the door and
slowly but surely eased it open before slipping out and closing it behind her. She breathed a sigh
of relief, as she was able to successfully leave the room.

Feeling along the wall for the light switch, Sonny found it and flipped it on so that she would not
stub her toe as she had clumsily done so many times before. Ambling over to the desk, she took a
seat, wincing as the computer chair creaked a few times with the weight. A mental note to myself.
Need to purchase some WD-40. Pressing a key on the keyboard, Sonny began to smile as she
was greeted with her desktop picture showing a litter of puppies sleeping in a big basket.

Positioning a hand over her mouse, she moved the tiny arrow on the screen to the AOL icon and
clicked it. When the sign on screen appeared, Sonny typed in her password to log onto her screen
name "PerkyGrrl" before clicking the enter button. Sitting back in the chair, she impatiently
waited as she listened to the modem dial. Another smile appeared on her face, as she was
welcomed online. Sonny's heart skipped a beat as she heard the male voice inform her that she
had mail.



Moving the arrow to the mail icon, she clicked it. There were four new pieces of mail since the
last time she checked it nearly six hours ago. One was from her best friend Sarah, two were
pieces of spam that Sonny annoyingly deleted and the last one was from her. The woman happily
sighed as she first clicked on Sarah's, beginning to read.

Hey girlfriend!

| just got in from my fiftieth (yes I know that I'm exaggerating) blind date that you set me up on. |
know that | say this every time, but remind me to never let you set me up again. That guy was
boring with a capital B! (laugh) He spent the whole night talking about stocks and bonds. Blah
blah blah. Anyway, thanks for trying to help, but I'll take charge of my "love life" from here on
out. (chuckle)

Anyway, the main reason | wrote you was to tell you this. Remember that building that they've
been constructing across the street? Well | found out what it is. Please don't faint. It's going to
be a coffeehouse just like us when it opens and that's supposed to happen within a week or two.
Seems like we have some real competition now. But the way | figure it, with you and | working
side by side no one can defeat us Babe. (smiling) Well I'll see you tomorrow. Go get some sleep.
You're on this computer way too much. (wink) Love ya.

Sarah

Sonny richly chuckled as she closed her friend's email. She should have known that Sarah and
Dwayne would not be compatible. Oh well. At least she gave it a try. Meanwhile, Sonny would
not worry about the impending arrival of the new coffeehouse. She felt fully capable of handling
a little competition. It was no big deal. Sonny compared this to a baseball game. Anything they
could throw, she could hit and make a home run for her team.

Smiling brightly, Sonny clicked and opened the remaining email from Blueyez. Not being able to
wipe the silly smile off of her face, the young woman began to read after glancing at the
bedroom door to make sure that it was still closed.

To My Special Friend,

Hello P.G. I hope this email finds you doing well. You know what my little sister said this
morning? She told me that you and I should meet for our one-year anniversary. That we should
celebrate by choosing a place to meet in real time. | laughed at the time but I have to admit that
I've been thinking about the prospect of us doing so all day long. I know we've never really
talked about doing this before but what do you think? We live in the same city...it wouldn't be
that hard to do so...Well you let me know your thoughts on the idea. Rather we meet in real time
or celebrate online doesn't really matter to me. As long as I'm with my favorite girl in the whole
wide world *smiling*. Well I should be going now. Need to get some sleep because | have a busy
day ahead of me. I'll talk with you later P.G. Sweet dreams.

Yours always,



Blue

Sonny sat back in her chair deep in thought. Should she and Blue meet? Sarah would probably
cheer her on, but Sonny had a feeling that her girlfriend would not care for the idea. Still thinking
about it, the young woman clicked a button on the screen so that a fresh email was before her.
Positioning her fingers on the keyboard, Sonny began to construct her reply to Blue. After nearly
half an hour of deleting and rewriting, Sonny had the email done just the way she wanted it.
Putting the tiny arrow on the send key, she clicked and watched as the email vanished from sight.

Logging off, the blonde arose to her feet and stretched before heading back to the bedroom,
turning off the light in the process. Opening the door quietly, she stepped inside before closing it
behind her. Tiptoeing to the bed, Sonny got into it just when her girlfriend rolled over, throwing
an arm across her stomach. Although it was dark, Sonny could tell that the woman was still
asleep. Placing a hand on Laura's cheek, Sonny started to softly caress it as she attempted to
focus her thoughts on this woman laying next to her, but her mind kept drifting to Blue.

Sonny once again felt the guilt creeping up. It was a constant companion of hers now. In the
beginning things between her and Blue had been wholesome and innocent enough, but during the
past few months they had become more intimate emotionally wise. Sure they called themselves
friends, but there was much more to it in the way that they spoke to one another. If that was not
bad enough, Sonny had admitted to herself months ago that she had feelings for Blue. The type
of feelings that she knew should only be for Laura. In a way, Sonny felt as though she was
cheating on her girlfriend, or at least cheating her, but she could not bring herself to end this
relationship with Blue. That was not an option. She was in too deep.

Sitting at the kitchen table drinking her second cup of coffee while reading the newspaper,
Jacqueline Foster looked up as a younger woman who looked a lot like her except for her short
height of five feet five, entered. They greeted one another as the younger woman walked over to
the coffeepot and poured herself a cup, adding both cream and sugar before taking a seat at the
small round table. She stared at the woman who was busy reading the newspaper again until she
was noticed.

"What do you want Chloe?" Jacqueline asked in a pleasant tone of voice as she neatly folded the
newspaper before placing it on the table.

The other woman cocked her head to the side. "Whatever makes you think that | want
something?"

Jacqueline smirked. "Don't try to play innocent. | know all of your looks and the one you're
currently wearing plainly says that you want something. So what is it?"

The younger woman grinned. "All right. You got me. Can I go to Hawaii with a few friends
Jack?"



"That depends. Who are these friends? Do | know them?"
Chloe sighed. "Jack, I'm twenty years old."

Jack nodded as she picked up her coffee and took a sip. "Yes, I'm well aware of your age. And if
that is your way of letting me know that you are an adult then why did you ask me in the first
place if you could go Chloe?" She sat back in her chair while crossing one ankle over the other
underneath the table. "Seems to me a grownup would just say I'm going to Hawalii with a few
friends Jack."

"Okay. I'm going to Hawaii with a few friends Jack."
"Over my dead body you are."
"Jack!"

Jacqueline successfully hid her amusement. Her little sister was so adorable. She had the urge to
reach out and pinch the girl's cheek. "What?"

"Come on. Just let me go," Chloe pleaded. "I'll be very responsible.” She smiled charmingly at
her sister, hoping that it and her words would do the trick. "You raised me to be that way."

Jack chuckled richly. "Flattery will get you absolutely nowhere," she paused. "Who is going on
this trip and how long is it supposed to last? You know the coffeehouse is opening for business
next week and | thought you wanted to be there for its grand opening." Jack took another sip of
coffee. "It's never good to miss your first day of work."

"Justine, Mary, and Antonia. You've known all three of them since we became friends in the
eighth grade. We'll be gone for five days, which means I'll be back a couple days before the
grand opening. Oh, please Jack let me go on this trip. | promise I'll be responsible and I'll call
you every day if you want me to." Chloe gave her sister the look she often used when she really
wanted to do something.

"Don't give me those big blue eyes." Jack shook her head, not buying the act for one minute. "I
have the same ones." She fell into thought for a few minutes as she felt Chloe's eyes upon her.
Looking at the twenty-year-old she said, "All right. You can go to Hawaii but you better make
good on your promises. Call me every evening. I'll give you a phone card and some spending
money."

Chloe screamed in glee as she scooted her chair closer to her sister's and wrapped her arms
around the woman's neck, hugging her tight. Jack smiled as she hugged Chloe back. "Thank you
Jack! You won't regret this. I'm gonna go pack now. We leave tomorrow." Standing up, Chloe
almost began to skip out of the kitchen before she remembered something. Turning back to her
sister, she walked over to the woman as she removed a folded sheet of paper from the pocket of
her shorts. She gave the piece of paper to Jack, who asked what it was. Chloe grinned. "It's an



email from Perky. | found it this morning and took the liberty of printing a copy out so you
wouldn't have to bother with logging on to get it."

"That's so very sweet of you." Jack frowned. "I thought I told you not to open my email anymore
brat."

Chloe shrugged. "Sorry. This is the last time. | just wanted to see what Perky had to say to your
last email."

Jack arched an eyebrow. "And how did you know what | wrote last night?"

"Simple. | was reading over your shoulder.” Chloe grinned. "Your senses must be dulling in your
old age Jack. You had no clue I was there."

Jack smirked. "Thirty-two is not old. Now go away before | change my mind about Hawaii." She
began to unfold the paper, anxious to read what her Internet friend had to say. Grinning, Chloe
leaned down and kissed her sister on the cheek before walking out of the kitchen, leaving a
smiling Jack. Smoothing out the paper, the woman began to silently read.

Dearest Blue,

Wow. | can't believe that a whole year is nearly upon us. Where does the time go? Actually, | feel
like I've known you all of my life instead of nearly three hundred and sixty five days. I'm so
overjoyed that we met. Blue, | really don't know how | managed before having you in my life. |
don't know how to fully explain it, but you make my heart soar. If no one else can, you have this
ability...this gift to lift my spirits when they are down. I guess what I'm trying to say is that you
are a blessing to me Blue. Thanks for you (smile).

Anyway, enough of my jabbering. You mentioned the idea of us meeting when our anniversary
comes in three weeks. I've given it some thought and I think that's a great idea. | would love us to
meet. I'm feeling nervous already, but | know this is what | truly want. More than anything else.
So, our anniversary is on the last Friday of this month. Where would you like to meet? Let me
know. I'll see you later Blue. Take care.

~PG~

Folding the sheet of paper, Jack tucked it into her pants pocket with a goofy smile on her lips.
She made PerkyGrrl's heart soar. It was probably the best compliment she had ever received.
What a wonderful way to start the day. Arising from the chair, Jack strolled over to the kitchen
window. Opening it, she stuck her head out, feeling the heat from the sun on her bronzed face.
Gazing at the clear blue September sky Jack thought that it was a most glorious day. This was
one of those days that should be spent at the beach. Jack would be amongst the many people that
were probably going to flock there, but she had work to do. Her coffeehouse was opening next
week and she wanted to make sure that everything was in order.



Heading back to the kitchen table, Jack picked up her cup and drank the remaining contents
before she walked into the living room, taking a seat at the computer. She was going to head out,
but there was something that she wanted to do before leaving. Quickly logging onto her screen
name, Jack began writing her reply to PerkyGrrl. As she did so, she occasionally looked up to
make sure that Chloe was not somewhere peeping.

~ e~~~

"Honey, you spend far too much time on that thing."

Sonny glanced up as Laura walked into the living room dressed and ready to go to work.
Logging off, after having just read an email she received twenty minutes ago from Blueyez,
Sonny arose from her computer chair, following Laura into the kitchen. She poured her girlfriend
a cup of espresso and handed her a blueberry bagel. Thanking her, Laura took a bite of the bagel
before washing it down with the hot liquid.

"It's not a thing. It's a computer,” Sonny replied. "Say it with me. Com-pu-ter."

Laura smirked. "Very cute." Reaching out, she ruffled the blonde's short hair. "Seriously,
computers are very addicting.” Ignoring Sonny's "you don't say" look, she went on, "I'm writing
my next column on it." Walking closer to Sonny, Laura tenderly kissed her lips. "I've been
thinking about interviewing you for it." She grinned as she took another bite of the bagel.

Sonny arched an eyebrow as she smacked her lips once. Yummy. Laura tasted like blueberry.
"Oh? And what shall I say in this interview?" Sonny hopped up onto the kitchen counter as she
put a mock serious look on her face. "Hello. My name is Madison Campbell and I'm addicted to
the Internet.” As Laura playfully slapped her on the arm, Sonny laughed.

"You make fun, but this article is going to rock." Laura took another bite of the bagel before
putting down on the plate. It did not stay there long because Sonny picked it up and began to
finish her girlfriend's breakfast.

"I'm sure it will my love." Sonny gave her a warm smile, which Laura returned as she slipped
between the blonde's thighs, standing there. Wrapping her arms around Laura's neck, Sonny's
lips descended upon the woman's. They kissed for nearly a minute before Laura broke away, not
really wanting to.

"I have to go," Laura said while glancing at her watch. "You should be on your way too. It's
almost eight. I love you." Leaning forward, she kissed Sonny once more.

"Me too," Sonny replied as she watched Laura pick up her briefcase. She smiled when the
woman winked at her before she headed towards the front door. Jumping down from the counter,
Sonny met Laura at the door and opened it for her. "Have a good day sweetheart. Try not to work
too hard."



"You too." Smiling, and feeling like the luckiest person on the planet, Laura walked out of the
apartment to start her day. Closing the door, Sonny went to look for her Nikes before she got a
start on hers as well.

Five minutes later, Sonny was leaving her apartment with her bike at her side. Rolling the bike
out onto the pavement, she reached for the blue-tinted shades hooked onto her sky blue blouse
and put them on. Straddling the bicycle, Sonny put her helmet on as she smiled at a neighbor
getting into their car. Sitting down, Sonny placed her feet on the pedals and began the ride to
work. She had a car, but Sonny enjoyed riding her bicycle to work since it was in such close
proximity to her apartment.

While riding down the street, Sonny looked around her with a slight smile on her face. This was
the beginning of another gorgeous day. She absolutely loved Florida and planned on living here
for the rest of her life. Blue eyes...err blue skies, hot sun...Sunny glanced across the street where
two blondes wearing short shorts were jogging together in the opposite direction...hot
girls...Yes, there was no place like Florida. The best thing about it was that Blueyez lived here
and they would meet soon. In less than a month, Sonny would see her. The woman smiled again
as she stopped at a stop sign before cautiously proceeding. How very lucky she was.

Picking up her pace on the bike, Sonny easily glided along the street feeling the gentle warm
breeze flowing past her. Glancing both ways, she continued across the street when a car suddenly
came barreling around the corner. Sonny tried to get out of the automobile's way but it was too
fast. As the car slammed into her bicycle, the blonde went flying into it. Knocking her head on
the windshield, Sonny's vision went black as she slipped into unconsciousness.

Sonny softly moaned as she heard someone call her name. Slowly opening her eyes, she blinked
a few times before she could focus on the concerned looking woman standing over her. It was
then that she noticed the woman's eyes. They were a crystal blue.

"Blue," Sonny said in a faint voice.

The woman leaned down so that she could hear Sonny better. "Hmm? | didn't hear you clearly
hon. What did you say?"

The blonde shook her head to clear her thoughts. Glancing around, she noticed that she was in
what appeared to be a hospital room. Feeling a throbbing pain in her left arm, she looked down at
it to see that she was wearing a white cast on her forearm. She must have broken it in the
accident. The accident. A car had hit her. Looking up at the woman...the gorgeously
breathtaking woman standing next to her bed, Sonny wondered if she was the one responsible for
the collision.

Deciding to ask the question that most people who wake up in a hospital after an accident
inquire, Sonny said, "What happened?"



Letting out a long sigh, the blue-eyed woman ran a hand through her shoulder length jet-black
hair. "You were in an accident,” she started. "I hit you with my car. I'm so sorry. To tell you the
truth, I was talking on my cell phone and wasn't paying attention to where | was going. By the
time I noticed you, | attempted to swerve but it was just too late.” Reaching down, she briefly
patted Sonny on the shoulder. "But you're going to be just fine. The doctor said that you have a
slight concussion and your left arm was fractured in the impact, but other than those things just a
few minor bruises. How do you feel?"

"I feel like 1 was hit by a car,” Sonny replied as she softly chuckled.
The woman looked at her in surprise. "You seem to be taking this well."”

Sonny smiled at her. "Guess you could call me a good sport. | was very lucky. Things like that
teach you not to ever take life for granted, you know?"

The woman nodded, speechless. If the situation had been reversed, she knew that she would have
been going off at the person responsible for nearly taking her life, no matter if it was an accident
or not.

"How are you?" Sonny suddenly inquired.

The blue-eyed woman arched a brow. "How am 1?"

"Yes. Were you hurt?"

The woman shook her head in bewilderment. Sonny must have been one in a million. "Let me
get this straight. | hit you with my car because | wasn't paying attention to where | was going.
You're the one in the hospital bed and you're asking me how I'm doing?"

The blonde nodded, suddenly realizing that she had a wicked headache. "Is that so strange?"
Feeling a slight pressure on her forehead, Sonny reached up and touched the area to notice that
there was a band wrapped around her head. She winced at a particularly tender spot.

"I guess it isn't. Just very noble of you. I'm just fine. Not a scratch on me." Noticing as Sonny
winced, she added, "The doctor had to give you a few stitches in your forehead, but he said that
there probably wouldn't be much of a scar if any."

"Oh, I don't mind having a scar. It'll be a cool visual when I tell my grandchildren the story of
how you and | met.” Sonny smiled again. The other woman decided that she liked the way the
blonde did that. Sonny had the kind of smile that could light up a room.

A hint of a smile appeared on the blue-eyed woman's lips. "The story of you and 1?"

Sonny nodded. "Yes. And if I'm going to tell them the story, then I should know your name."” She
extended her hand towards the other woman. "My name is Madison Campbell, though you



probably already know that. Everyone just calls me Sonny." She smiled fondly. "Well except for
my mother."

The woman gave Sonny's hand a shake, liking the warmth that she felt from the blonde's palm.
She found that she did not want to let go, but she did so anyway. "Nice to meet you Sonny. | just
wish it were under better circumstances. My name is Jack. Jack Foster."”

"Nice to meet you too Jack, Jack Foster." Sonny winked at her and Jack found herself blushing.
She never blushed. The blonde started to grin as she caught sight of the reddening in Jack's
cheeks. "So Jack, do you know when | can break out of this joint?"

"Well I'll go look for a doctor, but first there is a little matter that | would like to discuss with
you." Reaching into a briefcase, Jack removed a checkbook from it and a pen. Opening the
checkbook, she clicked the tip of the pen down and began to write as she said, "I think that we
can keep this out of court and just between us." As she stopped writing, Jack turned her eyes to
Sonny. "So how does twenty thousand sound?"

"You want to pay me off?"

"Is that not enough?" Jack nodded, thinking. "Okay. How about thirty thousand then? You think
that might cover it?"

A small sigh escaped Sonny. "I think it's time for you to go," she quietly said. "Thank you for
staying to make sure that | was all right. Rest assured that | won't attempt to sue you. | don't want
so much as a penny from you Ms. Foster."

What happened here? "Sonny, | didn't mean anything by it. Please don't be upset."

"I'm not upset. I'm just disappointed. | thought that you and I could be friends but I guess that |
was wrong," she paused, taking a deep breath. "Now please go."

Jack found that the last thing she wanted to do was leave. Though she did not know this woman
from Eve, the thought that Sonny was disappointed in her upset Jack greatly. "We can be friends
Sonny. I'm sorry. That was terribly crass of me."

Turning her head to the right, Sonny gazed out of the window not saying another word. Jack
stood by her bed for a couple of minutes, hoping that she would say something. Softly sighing,
Jack tore the check out of her checkbook and placed it on Sonny's lap. "Since | already signed it,
no use throwing away a perfectly good check,"” Jack started, as she turned to her briefcase,
closing it before picking it up. "If you ever change your mind, it's blank so you can write in any
amount that you see fit," she paused, waiting for Sonny to reply, but there was no answer. "Okay
then. I guess I'll go. Goodbye Sonny."



After having just got out of the bathtub, Sonny put on a terry cloth robe before strolling into the
living room. She had just arrived home about two hours ago after having spent a night at the
hospital for observation. While she took a bath, Laura went to get the two of them some lunch.
Since she was not back yet Sonny hurried to her computer and logged on so that she could write
Blue back. Before she did so, the young woman reread her cyber-companion’s last email.

Hey you,

Do you know that every time I receive an email from you that | start smiling like a big dope?
*laugh * Well it's true. And I'm usually not the type to wear dopey smiles, but you have this
knack for causing me to do so. Thanks to my little sister who was snooping in my email again, |
have a copy of your latest email on paper (the snoop printed it so that | could read it). Anyway, |
have folded that piece of paper and slipped it into my pocket. I will carry it around with me all
day and that way I'll know that a part of you is with me.

Oh, god. Can't believe I just wrote that. That was sappy. I'm usually not sappy. Look what you've
done to me PG *grin *

Well since I've gone this far, | might as well get even sappier. How would you like us to meet for
the first time at Disneyworld, the "happiest’ place on earth? Though our anniversary is on a
Friday (a work day for most) | can make it there. Can you? If you can, | was thinking that we
could meet there in the morning and then spend the whole day and evening together. What do
you think about that?

Yours truly,
Blue

Smiling, Sonny hit the reply button before positioning her fingers over the keyboard. She thought
for a few moments before she began to write her reply.

Dearest Blue,

I know that I'm sappy. So if I'm sappy and you're sappy then there is nothing wrong with that.
Let's just be sappy together (smiling). You've mentioned having a sister before. How old is she?
What's she like?

| think us meeting at Disneyworld is a wonderful idea! I'm so excited I'm nearly jumping up and
down in my seat!! Since I have my own business, | know that I can have the time off (wink). We
can meet at the front entrance when the park opens. I'll be wearing...a pink rose in my hair so
that you can recognize me (smile). Oh, I'm so excited. | can't wait for September 29th to arrive
so that | can see my Blue. I'll get going now. See you soon.

~PG~



A few minutes after she sent the email, Sonny logged off of the Internet. She was about to arise
from her chair when she heard a key turning in the front door. Swiveling around in the chair,
Sonny smiled as Laura entered her apartment, carrying a white plastic bag. Lightly sniffing the
air, the blonde smiled as she detected what was in the bag. Laura had brought Mexican food,
which happened to be Sonny's favorite. Oh, what a great gal | have Sonny thought just as
another pang of guilt hit her because of this online relationship with Blue.

She attempted to shake memories of Blue out of her mind, as she arose to meet Laura. Kissing
her girlfriend on the lips, Sonny took the bag from the woman. Both headed towards the kitchen,
where Sonny put the bag on a small table as Laura got them something to drink. Taking a seat at
the table, Sonny began to rifle through the bag as her girlfriend asked how she was feeling.

"Oh, I'm doing all right for a woman who was recently hit with a Mercedes." Glancing over her
shoulder at Laura, Sonny gave her a bright smile.

Walking over to the table, Laura placed two glasses of lemonade on it before she got down to the
floor on her knees and wrapped her arms around Sonny's waist. Looking up at the woman she
said, "Please don't joke about it like that." She hugged the blonde to her tightly while whispering,
"I could have lost you. And that would have killed me."

Closing her eyes, Sonny hugged Laura back just as tightly. "I'm sorry sweetie.” Pulling back, she
looked into Laura's eyes. Laura had tears in her light brown eyes. She hardly ever cried. "But I'm
okay, see?"

The other woman nodded as she blinked the tears away. "Yes, | see Honey. You're more than
okay." Reaching up, she tenderly kissed Sonny. "You're terrific. | love you."

Softly smiling, Sonny whispered, "I love you too."

The two women shared another hug before Laura arose to her feet and took a seat. Wiping at her
eyes, Laura suddenly thought of something. Looking at Sonny who was busy opening a white
box containing an enchilada meal, she asked, "Honey, how did you know it was a Mercedes?
Didn't the accident happen kind of fast?"

Nodding, Sonny found a plastic fork in the bag. Shoveling spanish rice onto the fork, she raised
it to her lips while replying, "Yes, it did, but I had just enough time to notice the Mercedes-Benz
emblem standing proudly on that shiny black hood."

Shaking her head, Laura took a sip of her drink. "She must be loaded. You're going to use that
check aren't you?"

"We already discussed this Laura. | don't want her money."

"But she owes it to you. The woman hit you with her car because she wasn't paying attention to
her driving. You could have been killed Sonny."



The blonde took a deep breath as she reached over and covered Laura's hand with her own. "I
know, but as you can see I'm intact."

"You're not intact. Look at your arm!"

Sonny glanced at the cast on her left arm before looking at her girlfriend as she shrugged a little.
"Okay, so | have one broken bone. It'll heal."”

"That's good. Let it heal with fifty thousand dollars or more in your bank account..."

"Laura...let's drop this conversation. I'm not going to use that check. In fact..." Getting up,
Sonny walked out of the kitchen with Laura following close behind her. Reaching the bedroom,
Sonny walked to her nightstand. Opening the top drawer, she took out the check. Turning to face
Laura, the blonde held up the blank check for her to see. "This is going in the trash.”" She balled
up the piece of paper as her girlfriend slightly winced, and then tossed it in the wastebasket.
Smiling now, Sonny said, "Let's go eat." Kissing her girlfriend on the cheek, the young woman
headed out of the bedroom.

Starting to follow her, Laura stopped and turned towards the wastebasket. Sonny was throwing
away the opportunity of a lifetime. How often does a person receive a blank check from someone
who obviously has a lot of money? That check could do wonders for the coffeeshop. Sonny and
her partner Sarah could really use the money.

Glancing behind her, Laura quickly leaned down and grabbed the check, which was now
wrinkled from having been balled up. Smoothing it out as best she could, Laura folded the check
in half and tucked it into her pocket. With a little persistence from her girlfriend, Sonny would
soon realize that this check was a valuable gift.

As he noticed Laura's car pulling up outside, the man hurried away from the window and turned
towards two women. "She's here!" he shouted as all three rushed to hide behind the counter. A
bell chimed as the door was opened a minute later and Sonny walked inside. She was barely able
to close the door behind her before the three people behind the counter popped up,
simultaneously yelling, "Welcome back Sonny!!!"

The blonde woman smiled as she noticed they were all wearing party hats and one of the women
had a small round cake in her hands with lit candles on top. "Aaw, you guys are so sweet,"
Sonny stated as she walked over towards them. Being instructed to blow out the candles, she did
so before everyone clapped.

Giving her friends and co-workers a warm smile, Sonny thought of how thrilled she was to be
back at work. Laura had insisted that she stay home and rest for a few days before returning, and
being locked up all that time had nearly driven Sonny up the wall. Being made to stay home and
rest was not the only thing that had nearly driven Sonny mad. After they ate the Mexican food



the day Sonny arrived home from the hospital, Laura disconnected the keyboard from the
computer and locked it in the trunk of her car. Sonny just about had a fit when she did it.

"What are you doing?"

Winding the cord around the keyboard, Laura replied as she looked at her perturbed girlfriend,
"While you're taking a few days off, I know you'll probably just spend most of that time on your
computer, so I'm confiscating your keyboard.” Noticing that Sonny was getting ready to argue,
Laura held up a hand. "You are not home to surf and chat, you are home to get some rest. You
don't need to be typing with your arm in a cast. | think you can survive a few days without AOL."

Well obviously, she had indeed survived, but if Sonny did not get to log on soon...very soon she
would explode! During the last few days, Sonny's thoughts had often been of Blue and how
worried the woman probably was to not have heard from her. Glancing towards the door leading
to her and Sarah's office, Sonny felt anxious to get to the computer that she had in there. She then
looked back at her co-workers, who were cutting pieces of cake and putting them on paper
plates. Sonny chuckled.

"Isn't it a bit early to be eating chocolate cake?"

"Nonsense," Nicole Sanders, whom everyone called Hawke said as she thrust a paper plate
holding a nice sized piece of cake into Sonny's hand, "it's never too early for chocolate.” The
twenty-three year old winked at her boss as she picked up her own plate and began to eat.

Sonny chuckled again as she reached out a hand and lightly ruffled Hawke's short spiky hair. "I
like that color. What do you call it?"

"Thanks," Hawke replied after swallowing. "I got tired of green, so I dyed it this color the night
before last. It's called Flamingo Pink."

"I've been trying to get her to do a rainbow thing but she won't," Peter interjected as he grinned at
Sonny.

"Excuse me if | rather not go around looking like a pack of Skittles,” Hawke swiftly replied as
she looked at Peter. Over the past couple of years, Sonny and Sarah had grown used to their
constant bickering. It was amusing because Peter and Hawke often resembled an old married
couple.

Peter continued grinning as he looked back at her. "Oh, but you don't have a problem looking
like cotton candy? Every time | see you, | have an urge to go to a carnival." He laughed as the
young woman gave him a light slap on the back of the head, which only proved to make him
laugh more.

Sarah chuckled as she walked towards the window and turned the "open" sign over. "Now, now
children. This is Sonny's first day back therefore please try to get along.”



"He started it," Hawke whined, though she was wearing a broad smile.

Sonny laughed as she polished off half her slice. She had missed these guys. Half the reason she
loved coming to work was because she got to spend time with her closest friends. This was more
like playtime rather than a job. She, Sarah, Hawke, and Peter always had fun with one another.

Nearly five years ago, Sonny and Sarah, her best friend since they were freshmen in high school,
opened their coffeehouse "Bean There, Done That". At first, business had been slow, but it was
not too long before they started to have a parade of customers and became one of the most
popular coffeehouses in Orlando.

A little over a year later, Peter joined the team and not long after him so did Hawke. Sonny and
Sarah hired Peter on the spot after he showed how skilled he was when it came to coffee. The
man knew how to make every drink from an amaretto coffee to a vanilla cloud. In fact, over the
years Peter had taught them a great deal of what they knew. Hawke on the other hand, when she
first applied for a job at the coffeehouse, had a lot to learn. On her very first day at "Bean There,
Done That", Peter took the then nineteen-year-old under his wing. Through patience and many
coffee beans, Peter taught Hawke the art of coffee making. Both Sonny and Sarah swore to this
very day that the first time Hawke made a cappuccino on her own, they saw a proud tear in
Peter's eye though he denied it.

Walking over to her friend, Sarah put an arm around Sonny's shoulders as she smiled at her. "So
how are you feeling Babe?"

Sonny wrapped her good arm around her friend's waist as she returned the smile. "I'm doing
pretty good." She glanced out of the window across the street. That building appeared as though
it was done. She briefly wondered how it looked inside. "Have you heard anymore news on our
rival?"

"Well apparently they're opening for business later this week. That's about all I know. It's been
kept pretty hush hush.” Sarah looked at her friend. "But hey, don't worry about it Babe. We can
take 'em."

Sonny nodded, smiling. "Yeah. They don't stand a chance."

Sitting at a table in her soon to open coffeehouse, Jack opened her laptop. Quickly logging onto
her AOL screen name, she sighed as she checked her email. There was one new email since the
last time she checked, which was twenty minutes ago, but it was not from PerkyGrrl. Jack
wondered for the billionth time why it was taking her friend so long to write back. An expression
of worry appeared on Jack's face as she tried not to think negatively. There had to be a perfectly
good reason why PerkyGrrl had not given her a reply in the past few days.

So what was it?



Opening a fresh email, Jack began to write to her Internet companion. It was times like these
when she wished that she at least had PerkyGrrl's phone number, but both of them had agreed in
the beginning not to get too personal. Jack's own cell phone started to ring as she typed, but the
woman ignored it. Whatever...whomever it was could wait.

PG,

If you have been busy the past few days | understand, | would just appreciate it if you would send
me an email to let me know that you are all right. I'm very worried about you hon. Just let me
know how you're doing.

Blue

Positioning the tiny arrow over the send button, Jack pressed the enter key and watched as her
email vanished. Maybe now she would hear something from PG by this evening. She most
certainly hoped so. Logging off, Jack closed her laptop as she noticed Leslie Antigone, her
consultant heading her way. She offered the woman a smile as Leslie took a seat in the chair
opposite her own.

"Hey, what's up?" Jack started.

Sitting back in the chair, Leslie studied Jack as she crossed one leg over the other, causing her
skirt to raise higher. Almost in reflex, Jack's blue eyes strayed to her consultant's long gorgeous
legs, remembering those times long ago when they used to be wrapped around her waist.
Blinking, Jack shook her head in an attempt to rid her mind of those thoughts. It's been far too
long since I've had any good lovin'. Hell, it's been too long since I've had any lovin' at all.

Leslie faintly grinned as she noticed where Jack's eyes had momentarily been. She had a good
idea what the other woman might have been thinking. Poor thing. All work and no play, | bet.
Well if Leslie had her way, it would not remain that way for much longer. Over the past six
months they had started working together to create this coffeehouse, the fire that Leslie deemed
had died out years ago when she and Jack were at item, was burning red hot again.

"Funny, | could ask you the same thing Jack," Leslie started. "You've sort of been in your own
little world all day. Is something bothering you?" she asked in a voice laced with concern. Leslie
fought the urge to reach over and sandwich one of Jack’s hands between both of her own.

Jack shook her head. "I don't know what you're talking about Leslie. Nothing is bothering me,”
she gave a momentary pause. "But thanks for asking." She offered her ex a smile.

"Are you worried about Chloe being in Hawaii? She's a big girl now Jack. You've raised her
right and I know she's just fine. She and her friends are probably having a ball right at this
moment.” Leslie gave the other woman a reassuring smile. "Besides, knowing you, you probably
have her calling you three times a day to let you know how things are going, so you should
realize she's okay."



Jack suddenly laughed, as did Leslie. "Hey, that's not true.” She grinned at the consultant.
"Chloe's only supposed to call me once every evening."

Leslie chuckled. "I figured you had her on some type of schedule.” She smiled fondly,
remembering how she used to observe Jack with Chloe. There was always a warmth and softness
in Jack when she was with her sister, talking to her, teaching her that she rarely showed to
anyone else. "You're a very good big sister Jack."

Jack felt a blush creeping up her cheeks. "Thanks Leslie,” she almost mumbled, feeling a bit
uncomfortable with the compliment. She was not the kind of person that received them often.

"Is there anything that I can do for you?"

Glancing across the street at the much smaller coffeehouse, Jack formed an idea before looking
across the table at Leslie. "Actually, I think that there is..."

~—— s s

Handing the latest customer his cup of coffee, Hawke smiled as she told him to have a good day.
After he left the counter, she turned to the small radio that she always kept by the cash register.
Reaching into a pocket of her jeans, she took out a tape. Opening the tape cassette deck, she
slipped the tape in. As she did so, Peter came up behind her asking Hawke what she was about to

play.

"Aretha Franklin," Hawke replied. "Sorry Petey, | don't have any Beach Boys for ya." She
shrugged while grinning.

Peter smirked at her. "One, how many times do | have to tell you not to call me Petey? Please
don't. And two, | like modern music unlike someone I know. You seem to be trapped back in the
sixties and seventies."

Not standing too far away from them, Sarah shook her head as she observed Hawke and Peter.
There they go again.

"Pe...ter...it was in the sixties and seventies that they knew how to make good quality music

about life and love. Today it's difficult to find that kind of music. All these boy groups around
cannot begin to compare with those such as Aretha Franklin, Marvin Gaye, Otis Redding, and
Donna Summers. Not to say that there aren't any good musicians today, but it's not like it was
thirty years ago." Hawke sadly shook her pink head.

Behind gold-rimmed glasses, Peter regarded the young woman quietly for a moment. "Hawke,
thirty years ago you weren't even thought of."

She nodded. "I know. That's why | wish | had been born around 1955. That way | could have
truly experienced the Disco Era. Going to nightclubs...dancing until dawn under that big shiny
silver ball..."



Peter suddenly chuckled. Looking up at him curiously, Hawke asked what he found amusing.
"Oh, I was just trying to imagine you in bell bottoms and platform shoes." He chuckled again as
he dodged Hawke's hand, which was heading directly for his head.

Sarah laughed as she watched Hawke and Peter in amusement. Sure they bickered a lot, but the
pair could be quite entertaining at times. Sarah was about to say something in the hopes of
changing the subject before Peter ended up with a concussion when the door to she and Sonny's
office suddenly slammed. Quickly looking over, she saw her best friend standing in front of it,
wearing an irritated expression. Sarah asked what was wrong. Last she knew, Sonny had went in
there fifteen minutes ago to check her email.

"I couldn't get online. | tried and tried, but it wouldn't let me. | kept receiving the same message.
Please try again later."”

Sarah walked over to stand next to Sonny. "Don't worry," she started in a quiet voice, "you'll be
able to get online soon so you can get your latest email from Blue." A few months back, Sonny
had confided in Sarah, Hawke, and Peter about Blue. She simply had to tell someone and she
knew that she could trust them not to breathe a word to anyone else.

Not seeing any other customers, Hawke and Peter hurried over to the pair. "What's wrong?"
Hawke asked. "Bad news from Blue? If she hurt you in anyway, I'll find out where she lives and
I'll kick her butt."

That caused Sonny to laugh as she reached out and briefly hugged Hawke. "Thanks sweetie, but
no, | didn't get any bad news from her. In fact, | didn't get any news at all. | can't get online. It's
like fate is trying to keep us apart.” She sighed. "Maybe fate is trying to tell me that my
correspondence with Blue is wrong."

"Honey, if that's what fate is trying to tell you, it's a moron,” Peter said as he squeezed Sonny's
shoulder. "What you and Blue have is special. Call me a big romantic but I think she's the one for
you. Carpe Blue, Sonny." Winking at her, Peter gave the blonde a brilliant smile, showing a deep
set of dimples. He was a very handsome and good-hearted man, and Sonny always thought that if
she and he were straight that he would be perfect for her.

Sonny smiled at her three friends. "Thanks. You guys are the best."
"You just now figuring this out Sonny?" Sarah smiled as the other two chuckled.

"Hey, | have an idea to cheer Sonny up," Hawke stated as she pointed to a vacant table close to
the counter. "Sonny, will you please go set there?" Nodding, the blonde walked over to the table,
wondering what Hawke had up her sleeve. She watched as the other three moved over to the
counter and spoke among themselves.

Hawke removed a tape from another of her pants and pockets and held it up so that Sarah and
Peter could see it. "Okay, she's sort of down right now so let's lift her up. How familiar are the
both of you with Barry White songs? Do ya'll even know who Barry White is?"



Sarah lightly cleared her throat to get the other woman's attention. "You're asking me if I know
of Barry White?"

"Now you see Sarah that would be wrong if | just assumed you knew Barry White because you
are an African-American.” She looked at Peter. "Just like it would be wrong if I assumed you
listened to the Village People.” She tried to keep a grin off of her face, but she couldn't. Peter
merely smirked.

Sarah chuckled. "You're right Hawke. You probably know more about black musicians than 1
do."

Peter nodded. "Considering you listen to country music."

"I don't listen to country,” Sarah retorted. "You saw me listening to Garth Brooks one day a
couple weeks ago and it was only one song. Just one song. | like R&B and soft rock."”

Hawke softly gasped. "Garth Brooks, Sarah?" If there was one type of music that you would
never catch Hawke listening to, it would be country. She did like a couple of LeAnn Rimes
songs, but that was it.

"Just one song!" Sarah nearly whined. "And so what if I did like country music? What's wrong
with that?" She crossed her arms over her chest as she regarded Hawke and Peter.

Hawke shook her head. "Absolutely nothing is wrong with it Sarah. If you like Garth Brooks it's
not a problem.” She grinned. "Whatever floats your boat, toots."” Hawke grinned again as Sarah
stuck her tongue out at her. Turning to her radio, Hawke ejected her Aretha Franklin tape before
replacing it with her Barry White tape. Looking back at her two friends she said, "Now what
have we learned kids?" Both Peter and Sarah shrugged.

"I haven't the faintest clue. What have we learned?" Peter asked.

"You can't judge a book by its cover."”

Both of them nodded as Peter said, "Right Ms. Sanders. Now what are we singing?"

"Ya'll familiar with "Can't Get Enough of Your Love? " They both nodded as Hawke sighed in
relief. "Good. You guys can sing backup while I'll do Barry's part.”

"Waitaminute," Sarah said. "Why do you get to be Barry?" She indicated Peter. "Shouldn't Peter
be him since he's a man?"

"That remains to be seen.” Hawke winked at Peter as he gave her another smirk.

"Ha ha. I'm so very amused by your antics,"” the man said. "Push play Pinky."



Hawke put a finger on the play button as she asked Peter and Sarah if they were ready. When
they both nodded, she pressed down before all three turned to face Sonny, who was patiently
waiting for them to start. As music started to play, the various customers in the coffeehouse gave
their attention to the three behind the counter.

"I've heard people say that too much of anything is not good for you, baby,"” Hawke spoke the
words in as deep a voice as she could manage, while some in the coffeehouse smiled and
chuckled. "Oh, no. But I don't know about that. There's many times that we've loved...we've
shared love and made love. It doesn't seem to me like it's enough.” She shrugged a little. "It's just
not enough, baby. It's just not enough..."

As if they had planned this performance, Sarah, Hawke, and Peter started to lightly swing their
hips from left to right as they sang in unison. While she sat and watched, Sonny began to slowly
grin, a slight blush stinging her cheeks.

My darling, | can't get enough of your love baby

Girl, I don't know, I don't know why

Can't get enough of your love baby

Lord, some things | can't get used to

No matter how I try

It's like the more you give, the more | want

And baby, that's no lie

Oh no, babe

Grabbing a pink rose from a vase sitting on the counter, Hawke jumped onto the counter before
sliding across it on the other side. Easily jumping down from it to land lightly on her feet, the
young woman strolled over to Sonny as she and her "back up™ continued to sing.

Tell me, what can | say?

What am | gonna do?

How should | feel when everything is you?

What kind of love is this that you're givin' me?

Is it in your Kiss or just because you're sweet?



The slight blush that Sonny had been wearing just a minute ago grew to the point where she
figured that her over-heated cheeks were going to burst into flame as Hawke straddled her lap,
facing the older woman. Rowdy hoorays and hollers were heard from customers sitting in the
coffeehouse, making Sonny feel like she was in a topless bar as Hawke proceeded to dance in her
lap. Hawke, did you have one too many coffees this morning or what?

Girl, all I know is every time you're here

| feel the change

Somethin' moves

| scream your name

Look what ya got me doin'

Darling, | can't get enough of your love baby

Girl, I don't know, I don't know, | don't know why

| can't get enough of your love baby

Oh no, baby

Girl, if I could only make you see

And make you understand

Girl, your love for me is all I need

And more than | can stand

Oh well, baby

With a catlike grin on her face, Hawke raised the rose and gently caressed her boss' reddened
cheek with it. Sonny was caught somewhere between mortification, intrigue, and amusement as
the dancing singer continued trailing the soft rose down her throat. Glancing over towards Sarah
and Peter still behind the counter, Sonny smirked at them, catching the grins they were so
desperately trying to hide. Sarah looked as if she could burst into laughter at any given moment.
Oh, you two think this is so funny, eh?

How can | explain all the things I feel?

You've given me so much

Girl, you're so unreal



Still 1 keep loving you

More and more each time

Girl, what am | gonna do

‘Cause you're blowin' my mind

| get the same old feelin® every time you're here

| feel the change

Somethin' moves

| scream your name

Look what ya got me doin'

Darling, | can't get enough of your love baby

Oh no, baby

Winking at Sonny, Hawke stood up and turned around before she slowly gyrated her hips before
taking residence in the other woman's lap again as the cheers rose in the coffeehouse. Sonny
could not be sure, but she could have sworn that she heard someone instruct Hawke to take it all
off. Leaning back, so that her back was pressed against Sonny's chest, Hawke began to speak in
her Barry White imitation again. "Baby, it took all of my life to find you. But you can believe it's
gonna take the rest of my life to keep you."

At that moment, Hawke placed the stem of the rose in her mouth as she looked over her shoulder
at Sonny while wiggling her eyebrows. As she started to grind her bottom into Sonny's lap, the
blonde loosened the tight grasp her hands had on the arms of the chair she was sitting in. Oh,
well, Sonny thought to herself in resignation. If you can't beat ‘em, might as well join ‘em. She
then placed her hands on Hawke's slim waist as she matched the woman's grinding. Seeing this,
the customer's cheers became even louder. The customers were so boisterous that people walking
passed the coffeehouse started to wander inside to check out what was going on.

Leaning forward, Sonny deftly plucked the rose from Hawke's mouth with her own, holding the
stem of it between her teeth as she grinned at the slightly surprised younger woman. Starting to
grin back, Hawke resumed her singing along with Sarah and Peter who were now sitting on top
of the counter.

Oh no, babe

My darling, | can't get enough of your love baby



Yeah, | don't know, I don't know, I don't know why
Can't get enough of your love baby

Oh my darling, I can't get enough of your love baby
Oh baby I don't know, I don't know, I don't know why
| can't get enough of your love baby

Oh baby ...

As the song ended, Hawke placed a tender kiss on Sonny's cheek before she bounced up from the
woman's lap. The customer's clapped and whistled, some even giving standing ovations. Walking
over to stand next to Sarah and Peter who had jumped down from the counter, Hawke and her
backup singers gave bows. Hawke chuckled as Sonny removed the rose from her mouth and
tossed it at her before she started clapping along with everyone else.

Rising from the chair, Sonny turned towards the audience. "Thank you all for coming," she said
in a loud voice. "Please do visit us again this afternoon for another performance from "Hawke
and the Hawkettes." At this, the customers chuckled.

"Wouldn't miss it for the world Sonny!" A regular customer of the coffeehouse shouted, causing
a few people to laugh.

Walking over to her co-workers as she shook her head, Sonny said, "Ya'll are crazy!" She
grinned. "But | love you anyway."

A group hug ensued, before a small gasp was heard from Hawke as she looked towards the
entrance to the coffeehouse over Sonny's head. The other three followed where her gaze was, to
see a stunning dark-haired woman moving towards the counter, almost seeming to glide so
graceful were her steps. She wore a skirt suit that clung to every curve of her body perfectly. She
appeared to be the type of woman that always got what she wanted at the exact moment she
wanted it. Smiling at the quartet, the woman patiently waited for one of them to take her order.

"I've got her," both Hawke and Peter exclaimed at the same moment. They then both looked at
Sarah and Sonny, as if waiting for them to make the final decision.

"Ladies first," Sarah spoke up.

Hawke stomped her foot on the floor as she glanced at Peter with a mock irritated expression. "I
wanted her to be my customer, but if you say ladies first Sarah then..." She shrugged as she
attempted to hold in a grin while Peter smirked. "Go get her Petey." Raising her balled fist,
Hawke lightly socked the man in his arm. Feigning pain, Peter strolled behind the counter as he
pasted on a brilliant smile for the gorgeous customer. Meanwhile, Sarah, Sonny, and Hawke
watched the exchange in interest.



"Hello," Peter said cheerily as he reached up, adjusting his glasses. "Welcome to "Bean There,
Done That". What can | get for you today?"

Looking up at the menu, the woman scanned it before returning her gaze to Peter, a little
flirtatious smile on her lips. "I think I'll have a double caffe’ mocha and do you have danish?"

Peter nodded. "Indeed, we do."
"Cheese?"

Peter cocked his head to the side. "You want me to take your picture?" He laughed as the woman
before him chuckled in a way that made it obvious she was not very amused. "No seriously, we
do have cheese danish. Freshly made this morning,"” Peter stated proudly while highly
embarrassed over his little "joke". Now he knew why he hardly ever told them.

Unzipping her purse, the woman took out her wallet as she replied, "Then please give me a
cheese danish as well. That'll be all."

Peter pressed in a few buttons on the electronic cash register before giving the woman her total.
Handing him a ten-dollar-bill, she told him to keep the change before stepping out of the way of
another customer waiting behind her. Walking over, Hawke took the next customer's order while
Peter busied himself making the caffe’ mocha.

Not three minutes later, the breath-taking customer strolled out of the coffeehouse with her drink
and pastry in hand. As he leaned on the counter, Peter turned to look at Hawke who was standing
next to him. "My oh my. | wonder if that beautiful specimen has a brother?"

Hawke chuckled. "For a moment there I thought you had uh...converted." She grinned up at the
tall man.

Peter laughed as he shook his head. "Now don't get me wrong...she was gorgeous...but she still
lacks one thing that | need.”

His co-worker glanced down at the crotch of his chinos. "Yeah," Hawke nodded, wearing a
suddenly serious expression, "you do seem to be underdeveloped in that department.” If looks
could kill, Hawke would have dropped dead in the very spot she stood. Laughing, the young
woman swiftly moved out of the way as Peter attempted to slap her on the rear with the small
towel he held.

"Hey, did that woman look familiar to any of you?" Sarah suddenly asked with a pensive look on
her face. "I think I've seen her before..." Sonny, Hawke, and Peter shook their heads negatively.
Sarah shook her head as she thought more. "I know I've seen...ah!" She snapped her fingers, as
the other three looked her way inquiringly. "I've seen her walking in and out of that coffeehouse
across the street.”



Hawke slightly frowned as she glanced out of the window towards the other coffeehouse. "Why
did she come over here?"

"Easy,” Sonny replied as she began to march towards the exit looking quite perturbed. "She was
spying on us."

"Where are you going?" Sarah asked as she watched her friend in some surprise. It was not very
often that she witnessed Sonny being angry.

Reaching the door, Sonny pushed it open before glancing over her shoulder. "I need to go have a
chat with our new neighbors. Be right back.” With that said, she left.

Minutes later, Sonny marched into the brand new coffeehouse. Her steps faltered as she took in
the sight around her. She had to be honest. This place was absolutely incredible and not to
mention huge! It was a two-story establishment with tables and booths located on both floors. It
seemed that half of the tables and booths had a black laptop computer on them. How could they
afford laptops for fifty percent of the tables, Sonny wondered in astonishment.

To her left was a rather large stage located against a wall. On it were two microphones and some
equipment that Sonny could not make out due to the distance. In front of her was a long bar with
at least a dozen black barstools surrounding it. Sonny shook her head as she had a sinking feeling
that competing with this coffeehouse was going to be quite difficult. Taking a deep calming
breath, Sonny tried to tell herself that everything would work out all right. All she had to do was
keep thinking positive. Sonny looked towards the winding stairs leading to the second level and
sighed. That was easier said than done.

Taking a few more steps into the coffeehouse, the blonde looked up as she heard the voice of a
female. Coming down the stairs was the woman who had been in "Bean There, Done That" not
too long ago. She was talking on a cell phone as she made her way down. Hooking her thumbs
into the side pockets of her pants, Sonny waited to be noticed.

As the woman reached the end of the staircase, she and Sonny made eye contact. Quickly ending
the call, the dark-haired woman slipped her phone into her purse before walking towards Sonny,
asking if she could help her in some way.

Nodding, Sonny said, "You can tell me why you were just spying.”

The other woman cocked her head to the side. "Spying?" she asked as if she had no clue what
Sonny was referring to.

"Yes, spying. In my coffeehouse. Trying to see how we measure up to yours?"

The woman quickly looked around the establishment. "First of all | wasn't spying. | wanted a
drink and something to eat, so | spotted your charming little place." Sonny narrowed her eyes at



this, but the other woman merely kept talking, "Second, this doesn't belong to me, though I did
play an important role in making "Brew n' Paradise” what it is today."

"That you did," Jack said as she walked around the corner, coming towards the women. She took
in the shorter woman standing in front of Leslie, thinking that she sounded familiar. "I'm the
owner. Do you have a problem with Ms. Antigone here?"

Turning around, Sonny's mouth opened wide as she saw the person standing ten feet away from
her. "Ja-Ms. Foster,"” she said in a soft tone of voice. Jack Foster, the woman that she literally ran
into a few days before owned the new coffeehouse across the street from her own? Talk about a
small world.

Quickly recovering from her surprise, Jack replied, "You can call me Jack, Sonny." Sonny
owned "Bean There, Done That"? Jack inwardly sighed. This was going to make what she was
planning to do a tad more difficult.

"l rather not. | believe it's too informal."

Jack shrugged as if it made no difference to her. "Have it your way then." Turning blue eyes on
Leslie, she asked, "Les, will you give us a moment?"

Nodding, Leslie glanced at her watch. "No problem. I need to get going anyway." Walking over
to Jack, she placed a brief kiss on the woman's cheek. "If I don't see you before the grand
opening the day after tomorrow, good luck okay?" Leslie smiled.

Jack returned the smile. "Thanks Leslie. | really appreciate all of your help.”

The other woman winked at her. "Anytime." Looking back at Sonny, she said, "Nice meeting
you Sonny." Leslie waited a moment for the blonde to give a reply but she offered nothing.
Smiling at her anyway, Leslie headed towards the entrance, the clicking of her heels on the shiny
checkered floor the only sound in the coffeehouse before she exited.

The tension between Jack and Sonny was so thick that it could have been cut with a knife.
Reaching up, Jack ran a hand through her straight jet-black hair. She glanced at the cast on the
other woman's arm, feeling the guilt rise again. Opening her mouth, she asked Sonny how she
was doing.

Sonny nodded. "I'm doing just fine," there was a slight pause before she continued, "I just don't
like being spied upon. If she wanted to check out the competition, then that's fine, but she should
have been up front about it." She shrugged as she let out a ragged breath. "Maybe I'm
overreacting...I dunno. But there is a way to go about doing things, you know?" Sonny looked
into Jack's eyes, finding them mesmerizing. Blinking, she looked away. Good Lord, she's
beautiful. Slightly shaking her head, Sonny took a deep breath while mentally chastising herself.
She had to stay focused.



"I know," Jack softly replied as she stared into those green eyes. She could not shake the feeling
that she knew Sonny. She had experienced the same feeling the other day at the hospital. Huh,
maybe | knew her in another life," Jack thought sardonically. "Um...why don't we have a seat?"
Indicating a comfortable looking booth located by the window, Jack watched Sonny walking
towards it before following her.

"Listen, I'm sorry if sending Leslie over there, upset you in anyway," Jack stated as she sat across
from the blonde. "That wasn't my intention."

Nodding, Sonny folded her hands on her lap as she looked across at Jack. She found that her
mind was a complete blank and scuffled for something to say. Glancing around the coffeehouse,
Sonny finally said, "This is quite a fabulous place you have here."

"Thank you. Leslie, the woman who just left, did most of the designing.”

Sonny nodded while wondering just who this Leslie was and then wondering why she was so
curious to know. They seemed rather close, considering that Leslie gave Jack a peck on the
cheek. Sonny inwardly sighed. She was getting off track again. What and who Jack did was none
of her business whatsoever. Sonny should have been inquiring why of all places in Orlando did
Jack Foster have to open up her coffeehouse here? Looking back at the other woman who was
staring at her intently, Sonny voiced the question.

Choosing her words carefully, Jack replied, "I wanted to compete with " Bean There, Done
That."

“Why?"

"Because | did some research and your coffeehouse does pretty good business,” she paused, "and
| want that business."

Sonny's brow furrowed. What did Jack mean by stating that she wanted her business? "Excuse
me?"

Jack sighed as she sat back in the booth. She had a feeling that this meeting was not going to
finish on a good note. "Sonny, I'm going to be totally honest with you, all right? No beating
around the bush because that isn't my style. I'm just going to tell it like it is.”

The blonde nodded. "I would appreciate that."

"You've never heard of me before us meeting at the hospital, correct?" At the other woman's nod,
she went on, "Well I'm known for doing this type of thing. Starting a business that is the same
type of business as another in close proximity. Over the course of time | manage to put the other
place out of business because mine is always better. Proof of that is that | have a nine figure
amount in my back account. | then sell my business to the highest bidder and move on to
something else. This is why some have seen it fit to nickname me "The Conqueror." Looking
across at Sonny she finished softly, "It's what | do. Conquer and destroy."



Sonny sat there, speechless. Indeed, she had heard of the Conqueror before but never paid it
much attention. Now she was very much alert since said Conqueror had just moved on to her.
Looking across at the other woman, Sonny wondered how the woman could be so callous about
what she did. Did Jack simply not care that she was most likely destroying others lives as well as
their businesses?

Locating her voice, Sonny inquired, "How do you sleep at night?"

"Truthfully? Quite well. Guilt is an emotion that would hinder my success. | have no time for it,
therefore over time | have learned to quell it."

Sonny suddenly had an urge to slap this woman. Jack was much like a block of ice. Hard and
cold. "Speaking of your success, your parents must be awfully proud of how you achieved it,"
Sonny replied, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

Jack's blue eyes darkened as her teeth clenched together. "I think that you should leave now," she
stated tightly.

"You're plainly telling me that you plan on destroying my business and you have an attitude? I'm
the one who should be upset. My partner and | worked our butts off to get that coffeehouse up
and running. We didn't do it just so that a few years later the Conqueror, " she sneered the name,
"could trounce all over it like some wild beast that hasn't had a bite to eat in weeks."

Jack arched an eyebrow. "C'est le vie, baby," she said coolly.

Standing up, Sonny narrowed her eyes at Jack. "I am not your baby."

The other woman gave her a relieved smile. "Thank goodness for that."”

Sonny bit down on her lower lip quite hard as she mentally counted to ten. Jack was really
starting to rub her the wrong way. Glancing back at the entrance, Sonny said, "You know I think
I'll take your advice and bid you farewell Ms. Foster." Quickly turning around, she headed
towards the glass door.

"Have a good day Sonny," Jack called, still sitting at the booth. "Hey, maybe later you can send
your pink-haired friend over to give me a lap dance like she did you." She grinned. "It can be
kind of like a welcome to the neighborhood gift.”

Sonny's face flushed. Leslie saw that? Momentarily closing her eyes, the blonde took a deep
breath before pushing the door open and walking out without comment as she heard a low

chuckle behind her.

This was turning out to be a very lousy day.



Reclining back on the couch, Laura looked at her lover. Sonny's eyes were glued to the television
set, but Laura had a feeling that she was not paying attention to what was on the screen. Putting
her hands on one of Sonny's feet, both of which were resting in her lap, she began to massage up
and down, not getting any response from her girlfriend. Softly, Laura called Sonny's name.
When the blonde kept looking at the television, Laura tried again, a little louder now. Still no
response.

"Sonny!"

Her body jumping up slightly as though she was just startled, green eyes turned in Laura's
direction. "Yes? What is it?" she said in a slightly alarmed voice.

Cocking her head to the side, Laura asked if she was all right. Nodding, Sonny turned back to the
television. Something was definitely wrong if Sonny did not want to talk. "What happened
Love? You've been quiet ever since | picked you up this evening."

For a moment Laura thought that Sonny was going to ignore her, until the woman looked at her
again. "Have you ever heard of the Conqueror?"

Laura's expression grew thoughtful. "You remember that mini mall you used to love to shop at?"
Sonny nodded. "Yeah. It was torn down last year."

Her lover nodded. "That's due to the Conqueror, whomever he is. Put them out of business
because he created a bigger better mini mall about two blocks down." Laura shook her head.
"Just annihilated the place. And quickly too."

Sonny sighed. "The Conqueror is a she. | saw her today. Jack Foster."

Her eyes opening wide, Laura repeated, "Jack Foster?" To Sonny's nod, she went on, "You mean
the same woman who hit you with her car?" Sonny nodded again. "Did she come in for a cup of
coffee?" The blonde shook her head negatively. "She didn't almost hit you again, did she?"

Noticing the look on Laura's face and hearing her question, Sonny almost could have laughed.
"No. No she didn't. You know the soon to be opening coffeehouse I told you about across the
street? It's hers. And she informed me in no uncertain terms that she plans on destroying "Bean
There, Done That. " Sarah and my business is just another conquest for her."”

Laura shook her head in bewilderment. "I cannot believe the nerve of that woman. First she
almost takes your life and now she wants to ruin your business?" Laura felt the anger rising as
she gently pushed Sonny's feet off of her lap before standing up. Picking up her keys and purse
from the coffee-table, Laura headed for the front door.

Twisting around on the couch so that she could see her, Sonny asked, "Where are you going?"



"I need some fresh air. Be back soon." Opening the door, Laura walked out, shutting it behind
her.

Minutes later, Laura was driving down the street. Her knuckles were almost white as she kept a
tight grasp on the steering wheel. Glancing at the built in clock on her dashboard, she noticed the
time and nodded to herself. She had time to make a stop by the bank before heading towards her
final destination. As she came to a stop at a red light, Laura grabbed her purse from the
passenger seat. Opening it, she extracted a folded check from her wallet. Opening it, she
memorized the address. Jacqueline Foster, you, and | are going to have a little chit chat.

Opening the door to her beach house, Jack switched on a light before closing and locking the
door behind her. Stifling a yawn, she kicked off her shoes before making her way into the den
where the mini bar was set up. Turning on the light in the den, she walked over to the stereo.
Selecting a CD, she slipped it into the CD player before pressing play. A jazz song began to play
as Jack made her way behind the bar. Grabbing a lowball glass, she picked up a bottle of one of
the finest cognac's she owned.

Twisting off the cap, Jack poured some of the amber colored liquid into the short glass before
replacing the top and resting the bottle on the polished bar top. Bringing the glass to her lips,
Jack took a small sip of the cognac while closing her blue eyes in the process to savor it. A small
pleasurable smile briefly appeared on her lips as the fruity liquid made its way down her throat.
This was her idea of the perfect way to spend an evening. A glass of refined cognac and the
captivating voice of Ella Fitzgerald.

Tonight, Jack planned to just take it easy. She was in desperate need of some rest and relaxation.
Looking at her desk and the black computer sitting on it, she wondered if there was an email
from PerkyGrrl waiting for her. Well there was only one way to find out. With glass in hand,
Jack strolled over to her desk and took a seat in her comfortable black leather chair. Placing the
glass of cognac on the desk, she booted her computer and then went through the process of
logging online. While she waited for the dialing to complete, Jack picked up her glass and took
another small sip, this time rolling the liquid over her tongue a bit before swallowing.

When she heard the words "you've got mail™, Jack's blue eyes lit up in anticipation. She crossed
the two fingers closest to her thumb on her left hand while moving the mouse to the mailbox icon
with her right. Clicking on it, she sighed, noticing that out of the five new pieces of email, none
of them were from PerkyGrrl. Not feeling up to opening any of them at the moment, Jack logged
off before retrieving her glass and standing.

Deciding to stretch out on the couch while she listened to Ella, Jack headed in that direction
when the doorbell suddenly rang. Sighing and frowning because she was not in the mood for
company, Jack glanced towards the front door, speculating if she should ignore the caller. No, |
better get it. Might be important. With her glass in hand, Jack hurried towards the front door,
passing through the living room on her way. The doorbell rang again just as she arrived. Looking



through the peephole, she saw a woman standing there that she did not recognize. Opening the
door, Jack regarded the visitor with a questioning look.

"May | help you?" she asked.
"I'm looking for Jacqueline Foster."

Jack raised an eyebrow, wondering what this was all about. Pointing at herself, she said, "You
found her. And whom may | ask are you?"

"My name is Laura Scott. I'm here on behalf of Sonny Campbell. You and I need to talk Ms.
Foster."

A few questions ran through Jack's mind at this point. Namely, how did Laura Scott find out
where she lived. Another was, did Sonny intend to accomplish anything by sending her over?
"Well then please come in." Stepping aside, Jack waited for the other woman to walk inside
before closing the door. Leading Laura into the den, Jack indicated for her to have a seat on the
couch. Glancing at the bar, she asked Laura if she would care for a beverage.

Laura shook her head as she took a seat. "No thank you Ms. Foster."

Jack inwardly winced. She hated it when people referred to her by her last name. It made her feel
years beyond her age and quite uncomfortable. Whether someone was a good companion or her
worst enemy, Jack preferred to be called Jack. She told Laura as much.

"I much rather call you Ms. Foster,” Laura replied evenly. "I'm not your friend."

Jack nodded as she took a seat on the couch as well. "I know you're not my friend...Ms. Scott,
because | don't have any," she stated matter-of-factly. Taking a sip of her cognac, she placed the
glass on the plush carpet before turning towards Laura. "So...what did Sonny send you over here
for?"

"That's a big surprise,” Laura said dryly.

Jack faintly smirked, having an image of herself tossing Laura Scott out of the front door.
"Answer my question please."

"She doesn't know that I'm here."

"Ah. So why did you feel the need to pay me a visit?"

Laura looked straight into Jack’s eyes. "1 wanted to tell you just what I think of you."

Both of Jack's eyebrows went up at that statement. Was it just her imagination, or was this

turning out to be the worst week of her life? No. Thinking back to eleven years ago, she knew
that the answer was no. Perhaps this was the second or third worst week of her life. "And what



makes you think that | give a damn what you think about me?" Jack asked rather calmly.
Reaching for the remote that was on her glass coffeetable, she pointed it towards the stereo. Soon
the CD player ceased to play. There would be no kicking back and listening to jazz tonight. Ella
would have to wait until another night.

Laura shrugged. "I don't think you do. Just thought that | would share. | wanted to look into the
eyes of one of the most cold-hearted, self-involved people that was put on this earth."

Jack cocked her head to the side as she regarded Laura. "Did Sonny tell you about my little plan
to put her business out to pasture?"

"You really don't care do you?"

"Why should 1? | don't know her from Eve. Starting one's own business is very risky because you
go into it not really knowing what will happen. It's much like gambling. If you make a wager and
then find that your hand isn't as good as your opponent's then you lose your money. Sonny and |
are gamblers and it is not my problem if she has a full house, whereas | have a royal flush. We
both took chances and she is going to lose. That's just the way it is."”

Laura's hands clenched and unclenched as she attempted to keep her temper in check. Lashing
out at this woman would get her absolutely nowhere. She had to be calm and rational. "What
makes you so sure that Sonny is going to lose?"

Jack quickly replied, "Because | always win."

Laura's eyes narrowed. What a pompous witch you are! "Even the best winner has to lose at
some point. Otherwise they would be perfect and no one on this earth is perfect. Or do you
disagree Ms. Foster? Do you think that you are perfect?"

Shaking her head, Jack said, "No. I'm far from perfect Ms. Scott. Except for when it comes to
business. In that | excel incredibly well and | have the utmost faith that I will be able to make
"Bean There, Done That" a distant memory. I'm not trying to be cruel. This is just the way | play
the game. Now if Sonny can't handle that...then she's out of her league."

Laura looked at Jack as if the woman were something she had never seen before. "Do you realize
that when you destroy other businesses in order to put more money in your bank account, that
people are involved? That these people get hurt and are going through turmoil due to what you
did?"

Jack shrugged. "It's not like I did anything illegal. They chose to gamble and lost to me. Not my
problem. | realize that | appear cold and heartless and you know what? | am. I'm probably
everything that people call me...think of me. But while they are griping about how mean | am,
how much of a bully I am, I'm making million dollar deposits. | know that money isn't
everything but it sure feels damn good to have an ample amount of it."



Nodding, Laura stood up and faced Jack, who was reclining back on the couch as though she was
the queen of the world. "Okay Ms. Foster," Laura started, her right hand balling into a tight fist at
her side. "Tell me how good it feels to have this!" Before Jack had any time to react, a fist struck
her square in the right eye. Her head snapped back on the couch as she swore that starts began to

twinkle in front of her eyes. As she blinked several times in the attempt to make them disappear,

she heard the front door slam shut.

"Oh, crap,"” Jack mumbled as she leaned forward on the couch with a hand covering her eye. Pain
radiated through head and eye as she closed it. Jack sat very still for a few minutes until the sharp
pain receded to a dull ache. "That woman packs a hell of a punch, " she said out loud, as she
carefully stood up. Gently pressing fingertips to the area around her eye, Jack winced, sure that
she was going to have a pretty good shiner in the morning. And this week just keeps getting
better and better.

Hearing a knock at the door, Jack sighed loudly. That must be Sonny with an uzi. Either that, or
Laura has come back to finish me off. Shuffling towards the front door, the tall woman looked
through the peek-hole, using her left eye. She was totally wrong. The visitor was Leslie and she
did not have a weapon as far as Jack could tell. Opening the door, Jack grabbed the woman by
the hand and pulled her inside before shutting and locking the door. As she turned to Leslie, she
heard the woman softly gasp as she reached up and lightly touched Jack's eye, causing the blue-
eyed woman to wince again.

"Oh, Jack I'm sorry. What happened? Who did this to you?" Leslie asked in an almost panicky
voice.

"Would you believe that | had a run in with a door?" Jack countered as she grinned, trying to
make light of her injury. When Leslie's expression remained serious she said, "Let's just say that
someone who is a friend of Sonny Campbell's was a little pissed off with me due to my brutal
honesty about wanting to ruin her business. So I guess she felt that her fist and my face should
become better acquainted. Left not too long before you arrived. Ya'll probably passed each other
on the street.” Turning around, Jack headed for the den. "Let's go sit down." Without further
comment, Leslie followed her.

Arriving in the den and at the couch, Jack took a seat before leaning down and picking up her
drink. Taking a long sip from the glass, Jack found that she had nearly drained it. Glancing over
to Leslie who had taken a seat next to her on the couch, she asked if the woman would care for a
drink.

"Yes, please,"” Leslie said as she put her purse down on the coffee table. "I'll have what you're
having."

Nodding, Jack stood up and headed over to the bar. Obtaining a glass for Leslie, she picked up
the bottle of cognac sitting on the counter. Filling both hers and Leslie's glass, she brought the
drinks over to the couch, handing one to the consultant.



"Thanks Jack." Bringing the short glass to her lips, Leslie took a sip before softly moaning.
"Mmm...cognac. Good cognac,"” she said, smiling over at Jack. "You've always enjoyed it."

The blue-eyed woman nodded as she winked at Leslie with her good eye. "Nothing but the best."”

Both women sat in silence for a few minutes, as they sipped their drinks, lost in their own
thoughts. Turning her head to look at Jack’s profile, Leslie thought of how beautiful she was.
Perfect cheekbones, the most illuminating eyes...soft full lips. Fondly, she remembered how
those lips used to kiss her. At times light and soft and at others hard and passionate. Leslie nearly
shivered as she recalled just how very passionate a woman Jack could be.

Allowing her eyes to wander down, Leslie took in the other woman's breasts that were easy to
define due to the tightness of her tank top. If she remembered correctly, they were about the size
of an average grapefruit, soft yet firm and so very pleasing to squeeze. Her eyes traveling down
further, Leslie recalled those creamy thighs that she loved to place kisses on, though she could
not see them because Jack was wearing a pair of jeans. Leslie bit on the inside of her lower lip.
Oh, how she wanted Jack back in her arms and in her bed again.

"Take a picture. It'll last longer." Looking over to Leslie, a small grin appeared on Jack's face
when she noticed the blush creeping up the thirty-five year olds cheeks. "Leslie Antigone
blushing. Now that's not something you see everyday."

Extremely embarrassed that she had been caught ogling, Leslie wished at that moment she were
a turtle, so that she could hide in her shell. Opening her mouth, the woman attempted to come up
with some sort of explanation but failed to do so. Zeroing in on Jack'’s bruised eye, she decided to
change the subject. "Ice."

Jack's brow knitted in confusion. "Pardon?"

Standing up, Leslie lightly cleared her throat as she looked down at the other woman. "Ice. You
need to put some ice on your eye. It might help in reducing the swelling. Follow me to the
kitchen." Leslie heard footsteps behind her as she briskly walked towards the kitchen. Entering
the vast room, she walked over to the refrigerator, taking out a tray of ice. Hearing Jack inform
her that there were dishtowels in the drawer closet to the microwave, Leslie found them and
removed one, putting a few ice cubes in it. Walking over to Jack who was leaning against the
counter, Leslie folded the dishtowel before giving it to her. Taking the homemade ice pack, Jack
put it against her eye, wincing a bit.

"You said a friend of Sonny's did that to you?" Jack nodded, mutely. "You want me to have a
word with her?"

Jack shook her head. "No. Apparently, Sonny didn't even know that her friend was coming over
here."

"Who is this friend?" Leslie asked as she leaned her hip against the counter.



Closing her eyes momentarily, Jack thought back to earlier that evening. "Her name was...Laura.
Laura Scott,” she gave a slight pause, "Though if you ask me, I get the feeling that they are more
than just friends."

A look of interest crossed Leslie's face mixed with surprise. "The Laura Scott?"
Jack shrugged. "I dunno. Didn't realize there was a the Laura Scott. Who is she?"

"Only one of the best journalists in Florida!" Leslie replied in excitement. "I read her columns
every week."

"Oh? What newspaper does she write for?"

Leslie shook her head. "No, she doesn't write for a newspaper. It's a magazine. Ever heard of
Climax?"

Jack grinned. "Yeah, but | haven't had one in a very long time." She chuckled, as did Leslie.
"Yes, | have. Once leafed through a copy while in the waiting room at the dentist. Found a few
interesting articles to read.”

Leslie nodded. "It's an awesome magazine. I'm a subscriber.” She then shook her head in
amazement, finding it hard to believe that Laura Scott had been in this very house not too long
before she arrived. Leslie would have been able to meet the journalist, had she only been a few
minutes earlier. "What was she like?"

Cocking her head to the side, Jack stared at Leslie quietly for a moment before pointing to her
blackening eye. "Uh...what do you think she was like Leslie?"

With a slightly sheepish look, Leslie replied, "Oh, yes. Though, in her defense I could imagine
why she would behave in a rather hostile manner. | mean look what you are trying to do to
her...friend."

Jack slowly raised both eyebrows. "Leslie, let's not go there,” she said in a warning voice. "I
don't want to talk about that anymore tonight. I'm tired and 1 just feel like going to bed."

A small grin broke out on Leslie's face as she took two steps towards Jack, now standing next to
the taller woman. "Alone?" she inquired in a soft whisper.

Looking down at her, Jack repeated, "Alone?"

"Yes." Reaching up, Leslie placed the palm of her hand against Jack’s bronzed cheek, beginning
to lightly stroke as she stared into the woman's eyes. Leslie felt her heart start to hammer beneath
her chest, as she finally got up the courage to make a move. "Do you feel like going to bed
alone? Because you don't have to."”

"Leslie..."



Leslie placed her index finger against Jack's lips to stop her from uttering anything. "Sssh. Just
kiss me Jack. Please. | need you to kiss me." As she removed her finger, Jack turned so that she
was facing Leslie. She leaned towards the other woman until their lips met for the first time in a
long time. Leslie could not contain a moan as she wound her arms around Jack's waist, bringing
her closer. Tossing the ice pack in the sink and then wrapping her arms around Leslie, Jack
picked the woman up and placed her on the counter, their lips still joined. As Leslie parted her
lips, she moaned in pleasure as her mouth was swiftly invaded by Jack's tongue. Their tongues
did a slow erotic dance while the two women began to rub up and down each other's bodies over
their clothing.

Breaking the kiss, Leslie looked into Jack's eyes, her own filled with passion and want. "Oh,
Jack. How | have missed you," she admitted in a slightly ragged breath. "Please make love to
me." Leaning forward, Leslie kissed Jack again before whispering close to her ear. "I need to feel
you."

Eliciting another moan from Leslie as she slid her warm palms up the woman's thighs while
pushing up her skirt a bit in the process, Jack quietly replied, "Your wish is my command.”
Getting down to her knees, Jack gently pushed Leslie's legs apart as she pushed the skirt up
higher. Leslie started to squirm in anticipation as the other woman placed soft butterfly kisses on
the insides of her thighs. Leaning back on her hands, Leslie spread her legs wider, as kisses were
trailed up her thigh.

Leslie felt the wetness and heat emanating from her center as Jack's tongue drew tiny circles on
her thighs. Throwing her head back and barely missing hitting it on the cabinet next to her,
Leslie let out a long moan as Jack worked her magic. She cried out as a soft Kiss was placed on
the crotch of her black laced panties. Fingertips trailed up and down the outside of her thighs as a
skilled mouth gently began to suck at her over the underwear.

"Oh, Jack you feel so very good," Leslie breathed, her eyes closed as she felt the sensations
flowing through her overheated body.

Momentarily stopping, Jack looked up at Leslie, her blue eyes darkened in lust. "Do you taste as
good as | remember, Leslie?"

Opening her eyes, Leslie gave Jack a faint grin. "Only one way for you to find out.” Raising her
skirt so that it was pooled around her waist, Leslie hooked her thumbs into the sides of her
panties before beginning to pull them down. When they reached her ankles, she kicked the
panties off, causing them to fly across the kitchen. Looking into Jack's eyes she said in a husky
voice, "Devour me Jack."

A low growl starting in her throat, Jack moved in again, kissing Leslie's thighs. Opening her
mouth, she allowed her teeth to gently nip which caused Leslie to squirm on the counter and
moan loudly. The closer she got to Leslie's sweet spot, the...guiltier she felt. Jack quickly
stopped, as she laid her cheek against the other woman's thigh. Guilty? What in the world did she
have to feel guilty for? So, she was about to make love to her ex-girlfriend. There was absolutely



nothing wrong with that. It wasn't as if she had someone one else and as far as she knew, neither
did Leslie, so what was the problem? Where was this sudden guilt stemming from?

Trying to push it out of her mind, Jack placed another kiss on Leslie's thigh before she stopped
again. It dawned on Jack why there was this feeling of guilt. She was in love. Not with Leslie,
though she still cared deeply for her. If Jack was honest with herself, she had never been in love
with anyone up until now. After thirty-two years on this planet, someone had finally stolen her
heart, and that someone was PerkyGrrl. I'm in love with PG, Jack thought in amazement. The
exact moment it happened, she had no idea, but she knew without a shadow of a doubt that it was
true. She was head over heels for a woman whom she had never laid eyes upon. She was in love
with her best friend...her only friend, unless she counted Chloe.

Standing up, Jack avoided Leslie's curious eyes as she walked over to where the woman's panties
lay. Reaching down, she picked them up before coming back to Leslie and handing them to her.
Wearing an apologetic expression, Jack finally met Leslie's eyes. "I'm sorry. | can't do this," Jack
paused while gathering her thoughts. "I'm in love with someone,"” she finished so softly that
Leslie barely understood the words.

"In love?" Leslie felt her heart shatter into a million pieces. When had this happened? Feeling the
tears stinging her eyes, she knew that she had to get out of here before she broke down.

Jack nodded, feeling all the more guilty because it was obvious that she had now caused Leslie
pain. She shook her head slightly. This is just not my day where women are concerned. "I'm
sorry," Jack repeated, the words sounding inadequate to her own ears. "'l never wanted to hurt
you. | just though that you should know." Raising a hand, Jack swiped at the tear that escaped
Leslie's eye with her thumb. "Hey, you're a wonderful beautiful woman Leslie. It won't be much
longer until you find the woman that is the perfect one for you and she is going to make you so
very happy." Leaning towards her, Jack tenderly kissed Leslie's cheek. "You deserve that Leslie
Antigone." Jack softly smiled at her. "And you'll get it.”

Leslie did not know exactly why, but Jack’s unusual sweetness made her want to cry even more.
She gave the woman a faint smile in return before hopping off the counter and putting her
panties back on. As she straightened her skirt, she looked at Jack. "Thank you for being honest
with me and for the kind words." Leslie looked at Jack silently for a second or two. "You can be
really sweet when you want to be," she teasingly remarked, trying to lighten the mood.

Jack crookedly grin. "Gee, thanks. That's probably the best compliment I've ever gotten.”

Leslie faintly chuckled. "Well, I should go get my purse and be on my way. | have a busy day
tomorrow."

Announcing that she would go retrieve it, Jack hurried out of the kitchen. After getting the purse
from the den, she headed towards the kitchen when she caught sight of Leslie already standing
by the front door, waiting for her. Strolling over, she handed the woman her purse, nodding when
Leslie thanked her for it. Unlocking and opening the door, Leslie turned to Jack with her hand
resting on the knob.



"If I don't see you for another year or so, you take care okay Jack? And good luck with...with
your beloved." She smiled, though there was pain in her eyes. She wanted Jack to be happy and
if the person that caused her to be happy was someone else then so be it. "She's very lucky."

Jack smiled, almost shyly. Shaking her head, she replied, "No. I'm the lucky one."

"Well then you both are lucky." Leslie winked as she placed the strap of her purse over her
shoulder. Reaching out, she took Jack's hand in her own and gently squeezed it before letting go.
"Goodnight Jack."”

"Goodnight Leslie." Watching as the woman walked to her car. Jack waited until she was safely
inside and started the car before she closed the door, locking it. Letting out a long breath, Jack
meandered back into the den and over to the couch. Picking up both she and Leslie's glasses, she
poured the remainder of the other woman's cognac into her glass before taking a couple of sips
from it. Jack shook her head in bewilderment as she walked over to her computer and took a seat.
What a peculiar night this had turned out to be. First, she received a soon to be black eye thanks
to one of "Florida's greatest journalist™, then seduced by her ex-girlfriend, then realized that she
was in love with a woman whose real name she did not even know.

Jack smiled as she thought of PerkyGrrl. She wondered what her name was. Alison, Barbara,
Caitlin, Dana...Jack richly chuckled. Hell, if it was Petunia, it did not matter one iota. She rested
her head against the back of the chair. She, Jacqueline Foster was in love for the very first time
and she had to admit that it felt pretty good. Glancing at her computer screen, a thought occurred
to her. There was only one problem...okay perhaps there was more than one, but this was the
main problem. How did PerkyGrrl feel about her? Jack could tell by the woman's words that she
cared, but was there love? She would have to find out. She knew when the perfect time would
be. When they met at Disneyworld at the end of September she would profess her love and see
what happened.

Looking at the computer, Jack scooted her chair up to it. She then started the process of logging
onto the Internet. She decided that if she did not see PerkyGrrl on her buddy list then she would
wait until the woman hopefully came online and then chat with her if she was up to it. The two
of them had chatted before on AOL Instant Messenger, but only a handful of times in the last
year. Their main means of communication was sending emails back and forth.

Logging on, Jack softly sighed when she noticed that her online friend had yet to send a reply to
her emails. Thinking of something, and wondering why she had not thought to do it before, Jack
checked to see if her emails had been opened. A slight frown appeared on her face as she noticed
that neither of the last emails she had sent to PerkyGrrl had been read. Jack's heart skipped
several beats. She hoped that nothing was wrong. PG never stayed away from her computer this
long unless she informed Jack beforehand that she would not be online because she was going
out of town or something, but she had said nothing in her last email about doing that.

Reaching up, Jack ran a hand through her hair as she stared at her buddy list, willing PerkyGrrl
to come online. She told herself not to worry but she was being ignored. Please be all right PG. |
need you to be all right.



~ e~~~

As she flipped through the channels, Sonny kept glancing towards the front door, wondering
what was keeping Laura. How much fresh air did that woman need? Stopping on HBO, Sonny
tossed the remote control on the couch before starting to watch a movie that she had seen at least
seven times before. As she mentally started to recite the lines, she heard a key turn in the
doorknob. Looking over her shoulder, she watched as Laura entered with a black duffel bag in
hand. Curiously eyeing the duffel bag, Sonny asked her girlfriend where she had been.

Standing in front of the now closed door, Laura nervously shifted her weight from one foot to the
other as she studied the blonde reclining on the couch. "Promise me that you won't get mad."

Raising an inquisitive eyebrow, Sonny slowly shook her head. "No. | can't do that because every
time you try to get someone to promise that they won't get mad due to what you are about to tell
them, the majority of the time they do anyway, so instead of making a promise that odds are |
probably will not be able to keep, my answer is no. | will make no such promise to you. Plus, my
mood is already unstable due to my new neighbor Jack Foster who is from down under, and I'm
not referring to Australia. So that is one more reason why | should not make any promises to
keep my temper in check. Just tell me what is going on. Where were you?"

Taking a deep breath, Laura looked at Sonny as she opened her mouth to speak. However, no
words would come out. Quickly wetting her lips, Laura tried again. "I umm...I..."

Turning around on the couch so that she was facing Laura, Sonny tucked one leg underneath her
as she cocked her head to the side. "It can't be that bad honey,"” Sonny said, softening her tone of
voice. "Did you cheat on me?" She asked, already knowing the answer. Laura would never do
anything like that. Sonny studied the woman's expression. Well at least she hoped not.

Laura quickly shook her head. "No," she replied with conviction. "I love you and I would never
ever even think of doing such a thing. You're the only woman for me, Sonny."

For that, she received a warm and yes relieved smile from the blonde. "All right. I didn't think
s0." Sonny thought for a moment before continuing, "Did you somehow join forces with Jack
Foster?" Her expression was one of mild amusement as she asked the question.

If it was not for her nervousness, Laura could have laughed at that. "God no!" She faintly
grinned. "I rather find myself some buxom young thing to take to bed."

Sonny chuckled a bit. "Okay, well tell me what's on your mind."

Laura inwardly sighed. Might as well tell her and be done with it. "'l went to confront Jack Foster
about the way she is treating you. | just came from her house."

"How did you find out where she lived?"



Biting down on her lower lip, Laura replied, "From that check she gave you. It had her address
on it and | remembered what it was."

Sonny nodded. "I see. So you went to confront her...how did that go?"

"Not well actually.” Laura glanced down at her right hand. Her knuckles were a little bruised
from when she struck Jack. "She pissed me off so much that I lost my temper and ended up
hitting her."

Sonny's eyes zeroed in on the duffel bag again before she looked back up to Laura, her green
eyes slightly amused. "Did you chop her up and put her in there? If you did, | wish that you
wouldn't have taken it that far, but I'll help you to get rid of the evidence."

"You're such an awesome girlfriend.” Laura briefly chuckled as she looked at the duffel bag.
"No, I didn't do that. Besides, | don't think she would fit in here. At least not all of her."”

The blonde nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. "That's true. She's quite big...height wise |
mean," she paused, "So is that all? You confronted Foster, hit her, and then..."

"I left."

Sonny nodded again. "Okay. Well I'm not mad. | would suggest that you not go over there
anymore, but I'm not upset with you."

There was a pause before Laura admitted, "That's not what | tried to get you to promise not to get
mad over."

"So there is more. What is it?" Sonny pointed at the duffel bag, which Laura was clutching rather
tightly. "Does it have anything to do with what's in the bag?" Her girlfriend nodded. "Okay.
What do you have in there?"

Instead of answering, Laura slowly walked over to the couch and quietly handed the bag to
Sonny. Noting its heaviness, the blonde looked up to Laura questioningly. When she was
informed to open the duffel bag, she looked at it almost as if there might be a ticking time bomb
inside. Finding the zipper, Sonny slowly began to unzip the bag until it was fully open. A loud
gasp escaped her as she stared at the contents. The duffel bag was filled with stacks of crisp fifty
and hundred dollar bills. Finally managing to peel her eyes away, Sonny looked at Laura, her
mouth hanging open.

"Where did all this come from? What did you do?"
"l um...I cashed the check."
Sonny thought for a moment before her eyes widened. "You mean the blank check I received

from Jack Foster?" Laura nodded. "You went behind my back and cashed that check? How could
you do such a thing, Laura? | told you that I did not want her money."



"I know Sonny, but she owed you that. She could have killed you because of her carelessness!
And now she's trying to take your business away from you. The way | see it, this is pay back."”

Feeling very much angry, Sonny zipped the duffel bag before tossing it across the room and
standing up to face Laura. "Well the way | see it you betrayed me!" She yelled, her face flushed
with fury.

Laura swallowed hard as she nodded. "Is that what you think?" she quietly asked. "I did this for
you."

"How much did you write the check for?"
"Five-hundred thousand dollars."

Green eyes opened even wider than the last time. "Half a million?! You took that much money?
Have you totally lost your mind Laura?"

The other woman shrugged. "She did hit you with her car. Some people get more than when they
go to court. Plus, it isn't like she can't afford it. You should have seen that beach house. It was
huge! I don't know how much money Jack Foster has, but | know that she's a millionaire at
least.”

Sonny stared at her girlfriend for so long that Laura began to fidget. Finally turning her eyes
away, the blonde walked over to her computer desk. Picking up a tablet and finding a pen she
came back to Laura and handed the woman both. She then informed the woman to write down
Jack's address. Hesitating for just a moment, Laura jotted down the address before handing the
paper and pen back to Sonny.

Turning around, Sonny tossed both on the couch before she mutely walked over to the front door
and opened it. Looking at Laura she said, "Get out."

The nervousness returned as a look of shock passed across Laura's face. She had expected that
Sonny might be upset but she had never even considered this happening. "You...you're dumping
me, Sonny?"

The blonde shook her head. "No, I'm not dumping you. | just want you to go home because it is
very difficult for me to look at you right now. So just get out of my apartment...please. Don't
call me, don't write me, and don't come over. | don't want you to contact me until I decide to
make the first move.” When Laura opened her mouth to say something, Sonny read her thoughts
and kept going, "I don't know how long it'll be until I get in touch with you. It might just be a
couple days. I really don't know. However, what | do know is that you need to leave at this
moment."

Without saying anything else, Laura walked out of Sonny's apartment and headed down the
stairs. When she heard the woman call her name, a wave of relief went through Laura as she
looked back up, thinking that Sonny had changed her mind.



"Before you leave please get my computer keyboard out of the trunk of your car. You can put it
on my doormat." Having said that, Sonny shut the door leaving a dejected Laura on the stairs.

Turning back around, Laura continued down the stairs wearing a frown now. She had half a mind
to toss the thing in the garbage.

Jack was nearly asleep when she heard the sound of knocking. Quickly raising her head from her
folded arms, which rested on her computer desk, she looked at the screen at her buddy list. She
sighed, seeing that PerkyGrrl was not online yet. It was then that she heard the knocking again
and let out a long loud breath. Now who could that be? Jack had had enough visitors for one
evening.

Getting up, she took her time walking to the front door. Not bothering to look through the
peephole, she unlocked and opened the door. She looked at the woman standing on her doorstep,
as though she came over all the time.

"Well, well, well," Jack started in a tone bordering on being blasé. "If it isn't Miss Sonny
Campbell. What can | do for you, Sonny?"

Sonny took in Jack's swollen eye and her overall tired appearance. "I'll make this quick. | came
to apologize for Laura. She shouldn't have hit you no matter how much of a jerk you behave."

Jack smirked. "Thanks. Is that it?"

"No. | have something that belongs to you." Reaching down, Sonny picked up the duffel bag that
she brought with her. She handed it to Jack.

Jack looked at the bag suspiciously. "What's this?"

"Five-hundred thousand dollars," Sonny explained. "Laura took the initiative to fill in and cash
that check you gave me, so I'm giving you your money back because I don't want it."

The dark-haired woman whistled. "That's a lot of dough. | must have really ticked her off."

"You should be used to it Ms. Foster. I'm sure you succeed in ticking a lot of people off on a
daily basis. Goodnight." Sonny walked away before Jack could say anything else.

Looking after her, Jack softly said to herself, "Goodnight to you too Sonny."

Hearing the phone began to ring as she closed the door, Jack hurried towards the den as she
rolled her eyes. She had figured it out. She must be on that hidden camera show. Reaching the
phone, she picked it up, saying hello. A relieved smile appeared on her face as she noted who
was on the other line. It was one of her two most favorite people in the world. Since PerkyGrrl
did not have her phone number then that left her sister.



"Hey Chloe! So good to hear from you." Jack moved over to the couch and stretched out, her feet
dangling over one of the arms.

On the other end, Chloe laughed. "You act like you haven't heard from me in months, Jack. I just
talked to you last night. Remember I've gotta call you ever evening."

Jack grinned into the phone. "Yeah, and I'm pleased that you have followed my instructions so
very well," she paused, chuckling, "I have had one heck of a day kid."

"What happened? Did you hit someone else with your car?"

Smirking into the phone, Jack replied, "No, nothing that extreme. Just all kinds of sh-- um stuff.
I'm glad you're having a great time, I'll just be even gladder when you get home ‘cause | need
some stability in my life." She smiled.

"Aaw, I've never been called stable before." Chloe laughed. "Cute, sweet, smart...but not stable."

Jack chuckled. She missed her little sister. This house seemed empty without her presence.
Stretching some, she listened in delight as Chloe began to fill her in about her latest adventures
in Hawaii. Closing her eyes as she started to relax, Jack hoped that no one else would knock on
her door again. Well unless by some miracle it happened to be PerkyGrrl.

~—— s s

Arriving home, Sonny started to go straight to bed when she looked towards her computer,
which she now had the keyboard to. Deciding that she would write to Blue first, the blonde
walked over to the desk and proceeded to hook up her keyboard before booting up the computer.
Having a seat, she waited until it was done. Clicking on the AOL icon she waited as the log on
screen appeared and typed in her password before pressing the enter key.

Moments later she was welcomed to AOL. Sonny's heartbeat began to increase as she looked at
her mailbox and clicked on it. Soon she would be reading the latest words from her cyber-friend.
She figured that Blue must have been worried sick these past few days. Scrolling down her mail,
ignoring all others for the time being, Sonny found two emails from Blueyez. Deciding to open
the latest one first, she did so, beginning to read.

PG,

If you have been busy the past few days | understand, | would just appreciate it if you would send
me an email to let me know that you are all right. I'm very worried about you hon. Just let me
know how you're doing.

Blue

Oh, poor Blue. She really had been worried. What explanation was Sonny going to give her?
That a car had hit her and then she had been forbidden to use her computer while she stayed



home and rested? Sonny shrugged. Well it was the truth. Looking at the other email, she clicked
on it and started to read that one.

To Sappy Number Two,

I'm just excited as you are about us meeting. Well maybe more so *grin * I'll be counting the
days until the last Friday in September. So you'll be wearing a pink rose, hmm? Well I'll wear my
Mickey Mouse T-shirt just in case you see me first. Don't think I'll be hard to find because I'm
nearly six feet tall *laugh * So be on the look out for me ;-)

So you want to know about my little sister? Sure, I'll tell ya a bit. She's twenty-years-old and I've
been raising her for the past eleven years on my own. Our parents died and though we had
relatives that were more experienced in raising children then I that | could have sent her to, |
didn't want to, plus she didn't want to go. So | got custody of her and she's been with me ever
since.

What's she like? She's a great kid and | love her to death. She's intelligent, witty, funny and is
truly the light in my life. Frankly, I don't know what I'd do without her. And while I'm on the
subject of not being able to do without, don't know what I'd do without you either PG *smile *.
Though you and | have yet to meet, | feel closer to you than a lot of people I know in real time.
So thank you for being my friend. I'll cherish you always. Aarrrgh! There | go with the sappiness
again. *chuckle * I better end this before | get truly carried away ;-) Well I'll be anxiously
waiting for your response. Have a good one.

Yours truly,
Blue

Sonny was brightly smiling as she finished the email. Her eyes were glassy because Blue had
touched her so deeply with her words. She wondered what had happened to their parents. It must
have been some type of accident since they died at the same time. What a strong woman Blue
was to decide to raise her sister when she herself was such a young age.

Placing her hand over the mouse, Sonny moved the small arrow on the screen to the reply button
and clicked. Placing her fingertips on the keyboard, she started to write when an instant message
appeared on her screen. She felt her heart leap when she noticed that the instant message was
from Blue. Looking over at her buddy list, Sonny saw her screen-name. So intent she had been
on checking her email, that she had paid no attention to her buddy list. Closing her email, Sonny
started to write a reply in the instant message box.

Blueyez: Hey PGI!!

PerkyGrrl: Wow! Funny meeting you here! (chuckle) I was just about to write you an email.



Blueyez: I've been online for that past couple of hours waiting...hoping that you would log on
because I've been worried about you. I fell asleep and just woke up to see that you had popped
on. What happened to you? Are you okay?

PerkyGrrl: Yeah, I'm doing okay. I'm sorry that | haven't been on to answer your e-mails. |
injured myself a few days ago and have been taking it easy.

Blueyez: {{{{cyber hugging you}}}} But you really are doing better now, right? You've got to be
more careful.

PerkyGrrl: {{{{smiling as | hug you back}}}} Yes, I'm doing much better Blue. | promise to be
more careful from now on. (smile) Especially now that I'm in contact with you again. | have
missed you terribly.

Blueyez: And I've missed you as well PG./// So we're still on for Disneyworld?

PerkyGrrl: You bet we are! 3)))

Blueyez: Great!/// Well | hate to cut this short but | better get to bed now. I can hardly keep my
eyes open *laughing * | just wanted to make sure that you were all right.

PerkyGrrl: (smile) Thank you for checking in on me. It means a lot. You g'wan and head to bed
now Blue. Have sweet dreams.

Blueyez: You too PG. {{{{kissing your cheek before exiting}}}}

Sonny blushed as she looked at Blue's last post. She swore that she could almost feel that kiss.
Knowing that the smile she was wearing looked goofy, Sonny happily logged off of the Internet,
deciding to open the rest of her email tomorrow. Standing, she stretched before strolling into her
room while unconsciously humming a little tune. Going into the connecting bathroom, she took a
quick shower before changing into her pajamas, still humming all the while.

Saying her prayers, Sonny slipped into bed and then reached over, turning out the light before
snuggling in. Closing her eyes, a small smile still on her face, she began to drift off. She hoped
that she had sweet dreams. Sweet dreams filled with Blue.

Continued in Part 2.

"Can't Get Enough of Your Love" performed by Barry White.
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Part 2

Saturday morning found Sonny sitting behind her desk at the coffeehouse, as she looked at the
thirteen-inch television sitting on it. As she munched on a granola bar, she stared at the television
with a frown. That was all she had seemed to be able to do in the last week was frown at one
thing or another. There was one person to blame for all of this and that person was none other
than Jack Foster. During the past few weeks, that woman had become a major thorn in her side.

Finishing her granola bar, Sonny tossed the empty wrapper in the wastebasket before propping
her feet up on the desk, crossing one ankle over the other as she looked at the news. They of
course were speaking of how wonderful and snazzy Jack Foster's "Brew n' Paradise” was. It was
the new up and coming coffeehouse in Orlando and was taking everyone by storm. Sonny rolled
her eyes. It wasn't that she was jealous...well much. It irritated her that such a contemptible and
cold-hearted person like Jack should get this great of publicity and praise. Where was the justice
in this world?

Sonny ran a hand through her short hair as she let out a soft sigh. Jack was making good on her
promise, which was to kick " Bean There, Done That's" rear end. Their sales were going down
because they were loosing customers, some of which had been coming there for as long as the
coffeehouse has been open. Just about everyone wanted a taste of "Brew n' Paradise" with its
cheaper prices, computers, and entertainment. Sonny narrowed her eyes. The only reason they



had cheaper prices was because Jack made everything on her menu five cents cheaper then what
it was on Sonny's...and that was if Sonny had it since "Brew n' Paradise” had so many more
tasty beverages and pastries to choose from.

Reaching for the remote, Sonny switched off the television, not wanting to see anymore. After
all, she was only torturing herself by watching it. Glancing at the calendar on the wall, Sonny
smiled for the first time that morning. It was now the twenty-third of September, which meant
that less than a week she would meet Blue in person. Sonny looked forward to the break from
her current predicament. During the whole day, she would not give one thought to Jack Foster,
business, and possible strategies. She would just relax and have fun with Blue.

Looking at the desk, green eyes caught sight of a gold-plated picture frame with a photograph in
it. It was a photograph of she and Laura at the beach taken back in early June. Sadness washed
over Sonny as she observed the picture. She and Laura were dressed in their swimsuits as they
stood near the surf, posing for the camera with broad bright smiles on their faces. A faint smile
briefly appeared on her lips, as she thought back to what happened right after their picture was
taken. Sonny had been quickly swooped up into Laura's arms and tossed into the ocean as she
heard her girlfriend chuckle in glee, soon to join in after the initial surprise. She softly sighed.
The two of them had been so happy that day.

What had gone wrong during these last few months? It seemed as though she and Laura were
drifting apart with every day that passed. During the past few weeks, Laura had taken to
spending more time at her home then at Sonny's, which was unusual. Usually, she would sleep
over so much at Sonny's that the blonde would often forget that she had a place of her own. Their
relationship had really started to change about the time when Sonny put Laura out because of the
money she withdrew from Jack's bank account. They had made up a few days later, but that
occurring had forever altered their relationship.

Looking at the phone, Sonny wondered if she should call her girlfriend. Perhaps she could ask
her out on a date tonight. After all, it was Saturday. They should spend the night out together on
the town. Maybe take in a movie, go to dinner, and then take a long romantic stroll on the beach.
A smile started to brighten up Sonny's face as she mentally made their plans. Yes, this was just
what she and Laura needed. They needed to have some quality time with one another.

Reaching over for the phone, Sonny picked it up and started to dial Laura's cell phone number.
Bringing the receiver to her ear, she listened as the phone rang three times before being
answered. Detecting faint noises in the background, Sonny deduced that her girlfriend was most
likely in her car.

"Hey Laura," Sonny began. "How are you doing? You must be having quite a busy week."
Considering that you haven't bothered to answer any of the messages that I left on your
recorder.

"I'm doing pretty good. Yes, it's been a hectic week. One thing after another happening. I'm sorry
that | haven't returned your calls honey. I've just been so preoccupied with work."



Picking up a pen laying on the desk, Sonny began to twirl it between her fingers. "It's not a
problem. | understand. I've been sort of preoccupied myself. Anyway, | won't keep you long. Just
wanted to ask you a question."

"What's that?"

"What would you say to us going on out tonight? I know that it's short notice but I really want to
see you. | miss you," she finished in a quiet voice.

"Oh honey, | miss you too but I'm afraid that | can't make it tonight. | have a very important
interview slash dinner tonight and there is no possible way that I can reschedule. I've been
attempting to get this interview for weeks and if I don't do it this evening then I can just kiss my
story goodbye."

Sonny felt her hopes dissipate as she stopped twirling the pen, tossing it on the desk. Oh, well.
She could now kiss their romantic evening goodbye. "No problem," she lied. "Then perhaps
some other night we could get together.” Sonny hoped that Laura did not detect the
disappointment in her voice.

"I'll make it up to you. Without looking at my appointment book, | already know that this coming
week is going to be another hectic one, but we can go out on that date Friday night. How about
that?"

Sonny found that she was beginning to frown again. Why did she get the feeling that their
possible date was like an appointment to Laura? Not only that, she could not even fit Sonny in
until six days later. What was going here? Sonny could literally feel the gap expanding between
them.

"I already told you last week that | have plans next Friday," Sonny replied in as pleasant a voice
as she could muster now.

"Can't you delay them?"

Closing her eyes, Sonny mentally counted to ten...twice. She would not allow herself to show
that she was upset. She reasoned that that would not solve anything. "Laura," Sonny calmly
started, "my plans are just as important to me as yours are to you."

"I'm sorry. | didn't mean to make yours sound any less significant than my own."

At that moment, the door to the office opened and in walked Sarah. Noticing that Sonny was on
the phone, she started to back out and leave, but the blonde waved for her to stay. Closing the
door behind her, Sarah walked over to her desk and took a seat. Finding a stack of papers there,
she began to shuffle through them as though she was looking of something.

"I know you didn't,” Sonny said into the phone. "Listen, Sarah just came in and I have something
important to discuss with her so | better go."”



"Okay. I'll talk with you later this week and we'll make plans all right?"
"Sure thing. You have a good one."
"You too. | love you honey."

Sonny was beginning to find that last statement difficult to believe. "Me too." Moments later, she
ended the conversation. Swiveling around in her chair, Sonny looked across to Sarah who
appeared to be extremely engrossed in what she was reading. However, Sonny estimated that she
was merely pretending. When Sarah felt Sonny's eyes upon her, she looked up, wearing a
sympathetic expression.

"Didn't go well?" she asked.
"How did you know?"

Sarah replied, "You've been my best friend for many years and | know most of your expressions
and the one that you are wearing now is not one of happiness. | can also tell when you're lying
and when you told Laura that you had something important to discuss with me, | knew that
wasn't true, which tells me that you only wanted to get off the phone with her. And if you wanted
to stop talking with the supposed love of your life, then something is wrong."

Looking at her friend with amazement, Sonny nodded. "You're absolutely right, Sarah.
Something has changed for the worse between Laura and I, and | just don't know how to fix it."
She sighed. "Well, I just made an attempt at it, but she doesn't seem to willing to help. I asked
her out on a date for tonight, but she won't be able to make it. Says that she'll make it up to me."”

Standing up, Sarah pulled her chair over to Sonny's desk and took a seat next to her. Reaching
over, she captured her friend's hand in her own gently. She began to rub her thumb back and
forth across Sonny's hand. "Sweetie, all couples go through a rough spot at some point or
another. It'll get better. You just have to give it some time and try your best to be patient."

"I know," Sonny replied in a soft voice as she looked down at their joined hands, while unshed
tears threatened to fall. "I just feel like everything is falling apart at the same time. Our
business...my relationship...nothing seems to be going correctly and I half want to climb onto
the roof of this coffeehouse and just scream my head off because of all the frustration.” Two
tears then fell down her cheeks. Lifting the hand, which was still partially covered with a cast,
Sonny wiped them away. "I feel as though I could crumble at any moment and | am trying
awfully hard not to lose it," she finished in a whisper.

Wordlessly wrapping her arms around Sonny, Sarah pulled the woman into a tender embrace as
she stroked up and down her back. Sonny's shoulders started to shake as the tears fell freely.
Starting to rock her gently back and forth, Sarah offered her silent support as her friend cried on
her shoulder while holding onto her tightly. After several minutes, the tears ceased and Sonny let
go of Sarah, sitting back in her chair. She quietly thanked the woman as she was handed a tissue.



Dabbing at her eyes and then delicately blowing her nose, Sonny looked at her friend and softly
smiled, noting the concern plainly written on Sarah's face.

"You needed to do that," Sarah stated. "Feeling any better now?"

The blonde nodded as she tossed the used tissue into the wastebasket. "Yes, I'm feeling much
better." She smiled again at her friend. "Thank you for being here for me."”

Sarah returned the smile as she gave Sonny's hand a brief gentle squeeze. "Hey, I'll always be
here for you. | know that things seem dim now, but I believe that it all will improve with time,"
she paused thoughtfully. "I have an idea."”

"I'm all ears."

"Why don't you talk to Laura about the two of you getting away for a weekend? That might do
wonders for your relationship. Just go to a resort or somewhere and kick back...spend time with
each other."”

"You mean like you and Darryl did?"

Sarah nodded. "Exactly. You remember we went to Mexico for a few days. We were so much
closer by the end of that trip."”

"Uh huh. And I also remember you breaking up with him two months later. If it brought you
closer, then why did that happen, hmm?" Sonny asked with a look of interest as she cocked her
head to the side.

The other woman smirked. "Never you mind that. We're talking about you and Laura. Now,
since you spend so much time on the Internet,” at this Sonny smirked as Sarah merely grinned in
return, "do something useful. Look for a resort that you two can go to for a couple days. Don't
worry about the coffeehouse. As you know, I'm fully capable of handling things all by my
lonesome."

Sonny smiled. "Yes, | do. Thanks for the idea. | just hope that | can get Laura to agree to it. She
might say that she's too busy to go away...even for just the weekend."

"Too busy to save your relationship?"

The blonde sighed. She had to admit that she did not truly know the answer to that question. Was
Laura interested in saving their relationship? Did she not care anymore whether she and Sonny
stayed together? Looking down at her lap, Sonny felt fingertips touch her chin and gently push
up until green eyes met with brown ones.

"Hey, everything is gonna work out for the best,” Sarah softly said. "You'll see.”

Sonny smiled at her. "I love you Sarah."



"And | love you too Sonny." The two women shared a heartfelt look before Sarah spoke, "I have
another idea."

"What's this one?"

"When Hawke and Peter get here let's take off for a bit. | think you and | should go to the gym.
You need to work off some of that stress.”

Shaking the hands of the newscasters, Jack nearly sighed in relief that this latest interview was
finished. Though she did like the publicity, sometimes the cameras and all the questions got to be
a bit much. Seeing the newscasters out the door, Jack turned around to see her sister examining
her with a look that she could not discern. Looking back curiously, Jack walked over to the
young woman standing behind the counter.

Before she could say anything, Chloe spoke first, "I need to speak with you Jack. In private."
The other woman nodded. "Okay. Let's go to my office.” Looking around, Jack apprehended the
attention of a young man wiping down tables. Indicating for him to take over the cash register in
Chloe's absence, she led the young woman to her office, which was located on the second floor.
After closing the door, Jack joined her sister on the couch, looking at her questioningly. "Is
something bothering you kid?"

Chloe nodded, as she reached up to tuck a few strands of dark hair behind her ear, which she
often did when she was nervous about something. "I don't like this and I can't take it anymore."

"What don't you like and what can't you take?"
Chloe looked into blue eyes that matched her own. "I don't like what you're doing to Sarah
Watkins and Sonny Campbell." She shrugged. "It feels wrong and | can't deal with it any longer.

The guilt is starting to eat me up because | feel as though I'm helping to ruin their business."

Jack sighed, figuring that Chloe's apparent distress had something to do with them. "Chloe, this
is just business. You shouldn't feel guilty.”

"Shouldn't I? And for that matter shouldn't you? You're taking all of their customers Jack."”
"That's the point.”

Chloe blew out an exasperated breath. "I'm not trying to be funny."

"Do | look amused?" Jack returned with a slight frown. She sensed that this was about to turn

into an argument and the last thing she wanted to do was argue with her sister. They hardly ever
fought.



"Don't you feel in the least bit responsible for what's happening?"

Jack slowly shook her head in a negative fashion. "No, | don't. Like I said it's just business. I'm
not trying to be vindictive. Just doing my job." Why didn't anyone seem to comprehend that?

Her sister nodded. "Oh, I see. So, the point of your job is to screw with people's lives and
futures? You must be really proud of yourself for exceeding so very well Jack.” Chloe felt her
temper rising. It was quite rare that she became upset with her guardian, but currently she was
almost livid.

Jack's frown became more noticeable. She had to end this ‘conversation' now before it got
extremely out of hand. "Okay, kid | can see that you're getting upset and | don't particularly want
to get into this with you right now, so we'll speak later when you've had a chance to cool off."”
Rising from the couch, Jack started to head for the door when a hand grasped her arm, stopping
her. Turning around, she looked at her sister who appeared even more ticked off than she did a
moment ago.

"This conversation as you call it is not over,” Chloe tightly said. "Don't you dare walk out on me
Jack. | refuse to be treated like a child. I may be your kid sister but | am also an adult, and you
will treat me with some respect and listen to what | have to say."

The taller woman's eyebrow arched. She was surprised yet proud of Chloe for standing up for
herself. Nodding, Jack crossed her arms over her chest after Chloe let go of her arm. "All right.
I'll listen. What do you want to say Chloe?"

The younger woman reached up to tuck her hair behind her ear again, but stopped when she
noticed it was already there. "I think you should close down."

Jack looked at her sister as though she had suddenly grown another head...maybe two. "I'm
sorry. | must not have heard you correctly. It sounded like you suggested that | close down my
coffeehouse. | misheard you, right?"

Chloe slowly shook her head. "Um...no. That's exactly what I said."
Cocking her head to the side, Jack asked, "Have you been smoking something kid?"

A frustrated expression appeared on Chloe's face. Jack was not taking her seriously and she
found that highly irritating. "No, | have not been smoking anything and will you please listen to
me Jack?"

"I am listening to you, I just don't believe what I'm hearing. Why in the world would I close
down my business? | haven't even made a profit yet. Now soon I'm confident that I will, but that
might not be for another month or two down the road. I've put a lot of hard work into making
Brew n' Paradise and I'm not about to give it up now. That's not gonna happen. And if you think
that there is even a slim chance of that happening, then you're dreaming.”



"You hit Sonny Campbell with your car and you could have killed her! Now you're intentionally
going after her. It's like you're behind the wheel of that car all over again, except there is one
difference. This time you're trying to run her over!"

"Must you be so dramatic?"

"Must you be so cold-blooded?" Chloe asked in a soft voice. What would it take to get through
to her sister? Jack was like a brick wall sometimes.

Jack nearly visibly winced. From anyone else she could take it, but those words coming from her
sister hurt deeply. Trying to ignore the pain she felt, Jack replied, "I didn't get where | am today
by being a sweetheart."

Leaning against the desk, Chloe mimicked her sister by folding her arms over her chest. "And
where exactly are you Jack? You're thirty-two years old living in a grand house by the beach
with your little sister. You are very good at making lots and lots of money but you lack the
ability to hold down a decent relationship with any woman. You don't even have any friends,
except for PerkyGrrl and you've never met her. Though you would probably lose her as a friend
if she knew the real you because as we both know, Blue is pretty much just a facade. Too bad
you don't know how to act like that more often. Maybe people would like you better...or actually
just plain like you. If you keep this up, you'll end up a lonely spinster. Oh, wait," Chloe gave a
slight pause while ignoring the hurt look that her sister was so desperately trying to conceal, "I
guess you won't be totally alone Jack. You'll always have your millions.” She shrugged. "Who
knows? Maybe by another thirty years or so you'll upgrade to a billionaire because after all, you
are so very talented at getting what you want no matter how many people get trampled in the
process. Just as long as Jack is happy that is all that matters."

Noticing the door out of the corner of her eye, Jack debated with herself on whether to just leave
the room before she ended up possibly saying something that she would not be able to take back.
If this had been anyone else, she would have explained to him or her just what they could do
with themselves. Desperately attempting to be patient, because this was her sister, the woman
took several deep calming breaths before she finally spoke. "Is that what you really think? That |
only care about myself? That my happiness is my number one priority?"

Chloe nodded. "Basically, yes. That's what I think now. Can't believe I didn't notice it years ago."

Silence descended between the two women before Jack finally responded, "I've been busting my
butt for years not only for myself but mainly for you. You are my number one priority Chloe.
From the moment | decided to take care of you, to raise you in the best way | knew how, | vowed
that you would want for nothing. So, if you choose to be upset with me because of the way | do
my business then fine. So be it. | can rest assured that | did my damnedest to make sure you had
a pleasant childhood, even after what happened to our parents. It was my cold-bloodedness as
you put it, that put food on the table, that put a roof over your head, and clothes on your back. It
was my cold-bloodedness that made sure you went to the finest schools so that you could be
guaranteed a good education. My cold-bloodedness secured your tuition for any college you
wanted to attend had you not chosen to stop after obtaining your high school diploma. And



because you graduated...with honors if I may add, it was my cold-bloodedness that bought that
cherry red Viper you have parked outside. I also can be rest assured that after I die, | know that
you will be okay because everything that | have you will inherit. | don't want you to ever have to
suffer if it can be helped,” momentarily stopping, Jack looked down at the floor as she blinked
away the tears that were starting to form in her eyes. She swallowed with some difficulty as she
looked back up at her sister. "Don't you see Chloe, just as long as you're happy, that is all that
matters to me. | love you more than anything on this earth."”

Chloe merely stared at her sister for a few moments before she raised her hands and began to
clap as she saw the curious look appear on Jack'’s face. "Bravo Jack," the younger woman started
as she stopped clapping, "you deserve to win an Academy Award after that performance.
Perhaps your true calling is to be an actress instead of a businesswoman. Or maybe you could do
both." Chloe shook her head as though she were bewildered. "Gosh Jack, you are so multi-
talented."”

"That wasn't an act,” Jack quietly replied. "I meant every word."

"You know what? | think that you're telling me the truth. I believe that you believe you mean
what you say. | really don't know which is worse. You lying to me or you lying to the both of
us."

"What are you talking about?"

"I'm talking about the fact that you seem to want to believe that everything that you have done
has been solely for my benefit, when in all actuality you like your job. I obviously know you
better than you think | do Jack. You like the thrill of competing with other businesses and you
like to conqueror them, hence your nickname. This isn't all for me. It's like a hobby...a sport to
you. Just admit it. You kind of like being known as the Conqueror. And the icing on the cake is
that you get paid millions for being just that."

"I hope you enjoy what you're doing."
"What am | doing?" Chloe asked.
"Hurting me."

"What's wrong Jack? You can dish it out but you can't take it? Do you have any idea how many
people you've hurt over the years? You know what they say about paybacks."

The other woman nodded. "Yeah, | know. Is that all?"

Chloe shook her head. "No, that's not all. Prove to me that you can be a better person than the
one you are now. Do the right thing for a change. Close Brew n' Paradise down before you
totally destroy the other coffeehouse. You don't have to do this. It's not like you need the money.
You could retire right now and live an extremely comfortable life."



"NO_"

"No?" Chloe stared at her. By the expression on Jack's face, she was resolute. Brew n' Paradise
wasn't going out of business any time soon. "So you still intend on getting rid of Bean There,
Done That." It was a statement, not a question.

Jack nodded. "That's right.”
"Okay. You do realize that if you continue to go through with this that I'm leaving.”
Jack looked at her sister closely. "You mean you're leaving this coffeehouse?"

Chloe nodded as she removed the apron she was wearing and tossed it over on the couch. "Yes,
but that's not all. I'll move out, because | really don't think that | want to live under the same roof
with someone like you."

The taller woman chuckled humorlessly. "Funny, you claim to know me so well yet you're just
now figuring out who I am? Or who you deem me to be.” Jack's heart was beating a million
miles an hour as she felt the nervousness start. Chloe was drifting away from her, which was
causing her to feel utterly horrible.

"| take it that your answer is still a no?"

"You betcha,” Jack tried to say in as casual a voice as possible. "If you think I'm gonna let you
give me an ultimatum, you've got another thing coming Chloe."

The other woman nodded. "Fine. I'll be on my way then. Enjoy your solitude Jack." Brushing
past her sister, Chloe opened the door and left without another word. Turning around, Jack
started to go after her, but changed her mind. It would most likely do more harm than good.
Walking over to the door, Jack closed it before going to the couch and taking a seat, hardly being
able to believe what had just happened. Had she lost her sister forever? No, that could not
happen. Chloe would come around. She had to.

Putting a hand in her pocket, Jack pulled out her keys. Looking at the key to her Mercedes, she
glanced at her watch. It should be open now. Coming to a decision to get out of here for a while,
the woman stood up and headed for the door. She needed to work off the tension she felt.

After they did some light stretches, Sarah led Sonny over to where the punching bags were
located. Grabbing a pair of gloves that would fit her friend, she started to put one on the blonde's
right hand. As she tied up the strings on Sonny's glove, the other woman reminded her of the cast
she was wearing, which partially covered her left hand.



"No problem," Sarah said as she finished. "You can just hit the bag with your right hand."
Moving to the punching bag, Sarah placed a hand on either side of it as she instructed her friend
to take a jab at it. Sarah grinned as a thought came to mind. "Pretend that this bag is Jack Foster."”

Sonny laughed as she took a stance much like a boxer. "Hey, that might not be such a bad idea."”
Focusing on the punching bag, the blonde visualized her competitor's face. Since she had a broad
imagination, it wasn't difficult to do. Drawing her arm back, Sonny slammed her gloved hand
into the punching bag, causing it to move a bit. A bit surprised at the force in Sonny's punch,
Sarah held on tighter to the bag as the other woman took another jab at it, this one a tad harder
than the last. Putting her left arm into it, Sonny took mock jabs at the bag with it before making
contact with the right.

Sonny thought of Jack, beads of sweat beginning to form on her body as she struck the punching

bag faster and harder. She even began to put some fancy leg work into it, bouncing around a little
as the song "Eye of the Tiger" started to play over the loudspeaker. Sonny grinned as fat beads of
sweat rolled down her slightly flushed face. The song was fitting.

Jack Foster. She was the proverbial pain in Sonny's backside. Could the woman's head swell any
bigger? If being cocky were a crime, Jack would surely be serving two life sentences back to
back. Just about every time that Sonny laid eyes on the woman, she felt the urge to slap her silly.
Especially when Jack put on that "I'm superior to you" smile of hers. Good Lord, that woman
was aggravating! Given the opportunity, within minutes she could probably make a priest want
to commit homicide towards her.

As sweat began to soak through the sports bra she was wearing, Sonny started to deliver a round
of uppercuts to the punching bag, pretending that she was making contact with Jack's chin.
Tiring of the uppercuts, Sonny started a succession of quick jabs to Jack's middle. This was very
therapeutic. She would have to come here more often. Better yet, maybe she should just purchase
a punching bag and put it up in her bedroom. Yes, that would work. Sonny had a feeling that she
would be using it just about everyday.

Done with her program on the treadmill, Jack hopped off before grabbing her towel from one of
the handlebars. Bringing it to her face, she began to dab at the sweat before rolling the towel and
placing it around her neck. Having given it much thought, she still had no idea what she was
going to do about Chloe. Somehow, she was going to make it up to her. Everything would be all
right between them. They had had arguments before. None this large, but they would heal from it
sooner or later.

Deciding to spend some time working on a punching bag, Jack headed in the direction of them.
Moments later she stopped dead in her tracks as she noticed Sonny and Sarah. Sarah was
seemingly holding on to the punching bag for dear life while Sonny beat the crap out of it. Jack
arched an eyebrow. Seemed she wasn't the only one who was experiencing tension. She had a
feeling that Sonny's had something to do with her. Jack was having quite an effect on women
these days.



Blue eyes moving up and down the blonde's body, Jack could not help but to notice how
adorable Sonny looked in her little loose-fitting gray shorts with matching sports bra. Great abs,
Jack thought as she studied them from afar. In fact, everything about Sonny's body was pretty
great. The cute tight little butt, the nice round full breasts that slightly jiggled whenever Sonny
bounced around like she was actually in the boxing ring...Blinking, Jack shook her head. What
was she doing checking out Sonny Campbell? She was in love with the most incredible woman
on this earth. Jack smiled as she thought of PerkyGrrl. There was simply no one like her. How
long was it until Disneyworld? Oh, yes, less than a week now. The smile grew wider.

Focusing on Sonny and Sarah again, Jack made up her mind to say hello. Beginning to walk
again, she headed towards the two women. Soon she was standing on Sonny's right. Opening her
mouth to say something, the glove that suddenly struck her cheek, quickly stole the words away
from her. Her head snapping to the right, pain shot through Jack's face as she began to see stars
twinkling in front of her eyes. Well now, Sonny and her possible girlfriend Laura had hit her.
Jack decided that this hurt worse than the black eye she received a few weeks back. Though not
too much worse.

Green eyes opening wide, Sonny stared at her gloved fist as though it had a mind of its very own.
What had happened here? She knew exactly what happened. Sonny had been so into delivering
punches to the bag and pretending that her target was Jack that when the woman actually
approached her, for a split second she thought it was just her imagination. Before Sonny fully
knew what she was doing, she had aimed her fist at Jack and hit the woman in the face.

Watching as Jack cradled her cheek with her hand, Sonny gave the woman an apologetic look
before glancing at Sarah who merely looked amused by what had just occurred. In fact, she
appeared as though she could just burst into laughter at any given moment. Looking back at Jack,
who was staring at her questioningly, Sonny shrugged.

"Oops. That was an accident. I'm sorry," she said.

Both of Jack's eyebrows raised. "Oops? That was an accident? How could it be an accident? You
looked right at me and then hit me." The tall woman rubbed her sore cheek while briefly
wondering if there would be a bruise. "That sounds premeditated to me."

"It wasn't. | swear. It was more like a reflex.”

Jack shrugged. "Whatever. If | were you I'd want to hit me too considering that I'm about to put
you and your friend/partner here out of business."

Green eyes narrowed slightly. Ah, there was the cockiness that she had come to know and
despise. "Did you want something Jack?"

"I just wanted to say hello and see how you ladies were doing."

"Do you really care how we're doing?" Sarah spoke up.



Jack nodded as she flashed Sarah a charming smile that the woman was not buying. "Why of
course | do. So?" Blue eyes darted from one woman to the other as Jack placed her hands on her
hips.

"We're fine," Sonny replied, wishing that she would just go away. Jack was sometimes peskier
than a plethora of flies at a picnic on a sizzling summer day. Sonny inwardly grinned as an image
popped into her mind. Too bad there was no such thing as a Jack swatter. Or Jack repellent...

Jack's eyes moved up and down Sonny and Sarah's bodies. "Yep. You two look very fine to me,”
she said, grinning as the other two rolled their eyes.

Sonny attempted to smile, but she doubted it looked right. "Jack, now don't take this the wrong
way, but I think it's about time you go somewhere else. Sarah and | are busy." Shoo shoo!

The dark-haired woman nodded. "Ah, | see. What are you busy doing, hmm? Trying to come up
with a strategy on how to save your coffeehouse? You do know that that would be pointless.
Please don't waste your time trying to prevent the inevitable. Life is much too short.”

"Did anyone ever tell you that you put the 'b" in front of itch?" Sarah asked hotly as she gave Jack
a look that could melt an ice cube. Was there anyone on this planet that was more infuriating
than this woman standing before her?

Jack gave a short chuckle. "Um, no Sarah. | do believe that you have the honors of being the
very first one."”

Sonny took a deep calming breath. She could not fathom why, but it appeared as though Jack
enjoyed getting people angry. Well in that case she was going to try to remain as composed as
was possible. She would not play right into this woman's hands. Sonny looked into Jack's bright
blue eyes. Sadistic jerk. "Why are you doing this?"

"Doing what? | was merely trying to help by giving you a tip and your friend here got upset with
me because of it." Jack shrugged. "I just want you to be prepared for what is going to happen.
Well what is already happening actually, which is I'm climbing up the ladder of success while
you are desperately clinging to it, trying not to fall off. I almost feel sorry for you," she finished
in an earnest tone of voice.

Sonny shook her head slowly. This woman was unbelievable. Truly unbelievable. "Tell me, does
being arrogant come naturally to you, or do you have to work at it?" Sonny made a mental note
to herself to stop by a sporting goods store when she left here. Right now, she felt like she could
punch the stuffing out of a bag.

Jack cocked her head to the side as though she was really giving thought to that question. "Hmm,
guess | would have to say that I just have natural arrogance.”

"Why don't you and your natural arrogance take a flying leap?" Sarah suggested.



"You mean like Bean There, Done That is going to do?" Jack winked at her.

That was it. She could not take it one more minute. Sonny felt all of the anger and resentment
that had built up during the past few weeks rush through her body. Forget playing into Jack’s
hands. She didn't give a flying leap anymore. Besides, the woman was asking for it. Looking at
the cocky expression on the taller woman's face, Sonny's right arm came up. Drawing back to
gain more force, she then executed a blow to Jack’s stomach with her gloved hand, causing the
woman to double over in pain as she felt the wind get knocked out of her. Those nearby that had
seen what just happened looked at the trio curiously. A couple winced in sympathy for Jack.

As she watched Jack attempt not to fall to her knees, Sarah found that she had been rendered
speechless. During all of the years that she had been friends with Sonny, never had she known
the woman to strike someone. Well now she knew that when push came to shove, the blonde was
skilled in how to do it. Glancing at her best friend, Sarah noticed the somewhat shocked
expression on her face. She must be just as surprised as | am, she thought.

Still doubled over, Jack closed her eyes tight as she felt the pain shooting through her stomach.
She had not seen that one coming. Out of the black eye and the strike to the cheek, this was now
the worse one of all. It hurt. It hurt very much. Taking in a deep breath and wiping the expression
of pain from her face, Jack slowly stood up to her full height. Looking at Sonny as nonchalantly
as she could manage, she said, "Wow. That was a good hit. You should become a boxer after
your coffeehouse closes down." When Sonny put her hand up as though to strike again, Jack
took a quick step back, and raised her own hands. "Okay, okay. | apologize. That was uncalled-
for." Lightly clearing her throat, she went on, "I should go now before this gets totally out of
hand. Have a nice day." Walking away, ignoring the looks thrown her way, Jack shook her head.
Have a nice day? Well that was lame.

Not five minutes later, Sonny and Sarah entered the women's locker room and headed over to
where their lockers were located. Sitting on the bench, Sonny was quiet as she began to remove
her tennis shoes. What had she just done? In twenty-seven-years she had never resulted to
violence and now she had hit someone. Sure Jack Foster probably deserved it, but the blonde felt
extremely guilty for her actions.

Grabbing her toiletries, Sarah informed her friend that she was heading to the showers.
Announcing that she would be following right behind her, Sonny watched for a moment as Sarah
left before turning to remove her socks. As she did so, two women wearing only towels
approached the bench adjacent to her own. Sonny overheard their conversation, not really
meaning to eavesdrop.

"Did you see that body?" one of the women asked her friend in a voice filled with awe. "She was
absolutely gorgeous!"

The other woman chuckled as she began to open her locker. "Are you kidding? | couldn't help
but to see it! I'm telling you Mary, if it wasn't for Andrew I might convert!"



Both women laughed at that. "I think what really drew me in were those blue eyes," Mary
replied. "They were...hypnotic."

Her friend nodded in agreement. "Definitely. Wish I could have stayed in the sauna longer, but it
was getting hot in there."

"For more than one reason!"

They both laughed again as a thought came to Sonny's mind. She had a strong feeling that they
were discussing Jack. Reaching a decision, the blonde stood up and closed her locker, before she
headed in the direction of the sauna. Coming to the door, she peeped into a small square window
on it. Her thoughts were confirmed when she saw Jack reclining on a bench with her head resting
against the wall. Having shucked her workout clothing, Jack was solely wearing a towel that
covered her breasts down to her thighs. Sonny could not be sure, but it appeared as though the
woman had her eyes closed.

Taking a deep breath, Sonny opened the door to be greeted by a wave of steam. Walking into the
sauna room, she quietly closed the door behind her before looking around. She was pleased to
find that they were currently the only inhabitants. Turning to Jack, Sonny watched as her eyes
slowly opened. The woman stared at her inquisitively for a moment before saying anything.

"Well, well, well. If it isn't Sonny Balboa. If you have come to hit me again, | must tell you that
I'm getting tired of people's fists flying at my various body parts...it kinda hurts you know. So, I
must warn you that | will defend myself this time."

"I didn't come here to hurt you. | just wanted to apologize for what | did. No matter how you
behave that is no excuse for me resulting to violence. | promise you from this day forward to
keep my hands to myself. I really am sorry Jack." Sonny found that she was holding her breath
as she waited for the other woman's reply. There was no telling what Jack might say.

There was silence in the room for a few moments before Jack finally replied, "Don't worry about
it. You don't need to apologize to me Sonny." She shrugged. "It's no big deal."”

The blonde raised a curious brow. Was that it? No sarcasm, no jibes? Did this woman have
multiple personalities? Sonny started to grow just a tad bit suspicious. "Okay," she slowly said.
"I guess I'll leave now." Turning around, she started to open the door when she heard Jack
calling her name. Sonny nearly groaned as she turned back to face the woman. "Yes?"

"Get naked."
"What?!" The old Jack must have been back.
Extending her hand towards a small pile of towels, Jack grabbed one and tossed it over to Sonny,

who caught it. "You heard me. | said get naked," the blue eyed woman said in a serious tone of
voice. "You can put the towel on, but wrap it around you loosely so you'll sweat better. |



recommend that you stay in here for about ten minutes or so. It might do you a world of good to
sit in this sauna for a bit. It can relax you and cleanse the toxins from your body."

A confused look flashed across Sonny's face. She just could not for the life of her figure out
Jack. The woman was very complex. "You want me to take my clothes off with you sitting
there?"

"Oh, are you shy Sonny? | was intending to turn away. | don't feel the least bit compelled to look
at your naked body," Jack explained matter-of-factly.

Sonny quickly glanced down at herself. Was there something wrong with her body? She did not
know whether to be insulted, infuriated, or grateful. Looking at Jack, who was wearing an
unreadable expression she said, "I didn't know you were such a gentlewoman Jack."

A smile appeared on the other woman's lips. "I'm full of surprises.” Standing up, Jack began to
walk towards Sonny. As she did so, she reached up to remove the towel that she was wearing.
Taking it off, she bit the inside of her lower lip to keep from grinning when she noticed the look
on Sonny's face. The smaller woman's mouth was open as her green eyes took in nearly six feet
of naked beauty. Reaching Sonny, Jack whispered close to her ear, "See? | told you. Full of 'em.
The blonde looked at her speechlessly, her mouth still hanging open. Winking at her, Jack exited
the sauna, a huge grin appearing on her face as she closed the door.

~—— s s

Climbing the stairs and heading towards her bedroom, Jack looked towards Chloe door as she
heard music emanating from inside. Walking down to the room, she knocked on the door. When
no one answered, she knocked again, louder this time. A moment later, the door was opened.
Sparing her sister a look, Chloe returned to what she was doing, which was packing a suitcase.

"You're really leaving?" Jack asked, shock evident in her voice. She had never truly thought that
her sister was serious about leaving their home. Obviously, her thoughts were erroneous.

While she removed clothes from hangers, Chloe glanced at Jack as she nodded. "You doubted
me?" She chuckled humorlessly as she tossed two pairs of pants into the suitcase. "I shouldn't be
surprised.”

Finding the music a distraction, Jack walked over to her sister's stereo and turned it off before
settling her attention back on Chloe. "What do you mean by that? I just figured that you would
have calmed down by now so that we could talk about this rationally."”

"What | mean is that you see me as some child who is fully dependent on you. You think that I
could not possibly make it out in the world on my own, because | need my big strong sister to

take care of me," her voice rising, Chloe paused while trying to calm down. "I don't need your
protection. | am old enough to take care of myself."



"I know you are an adult Chloe and I know that you are capable of taking care of yourself. That
doesn't mean you have to leave in order to prove it."

Done packing, Chloe closed the suitcase before looking at her sister. "I'm not trying to prove
anything to you. I'm merely moving out because | no longer wish to live with you anymore."
There were tears in her eyes as she said, "You've changed into someone that | don't want to
know."

Jack felt like someone had just pierced her heart with a knife and twisted it for good measure. "I
don't want you to go," she admitted softly.

The expression on her sister's face appeared slightly compassionate. "And | don't want you to
continue ruining people's lives on purpose.”

"I'm not doing it on purpose. This is just-"

"I know," Chloe quickly interrupted. "I know. It's just business.” Turning to her suitcase, she
zipped it up before grabbing the handle. "Well you do what you feel is necessary and I'll do what
| feel is necessary." Lifting the suitcase, Chloe headed in the direction of the door.

Taking a few steps back, Jack leaned against the door, successfully blocking it. When Chloe
politely asked her to move, the woman shook her head negatively. "No, | can't just let you walk
out of this house. You are not a child, but you're still my sister and I'm concerned about you.
Where are you gonna go? Do you have any sort of plan?"

"I have money saved up in my bank account, but this afternoon I sold my car so that I'd have
even more. Now | don't have to worry about finding employment right away, though I plan on
starting to look tomorrow."

"You sold the Viper?"

Chloe nodded. "Yes, it was very easy. Of course, the buyer was suspicious at first because the
price was so low. He couldn't believe it. I soon convinced him that there was nothing wrong with
the car. Even let him take a test spin."”

Jack's eyebrow raised just a smidgen. "How low was it?"

"The price?" At the other woman's nod, she went on, "Thirty-five thousand dollars."

If she had just taken a drink of water, she would have choked on it. Or she would have spit it out,
causing water droplets to land all over her sister's face... "What?! You sold an eighty thousand

dollar car for less than have its original price?"

Chloe's blue eyes narrowed slightly. "Is that all you care about is money?"



"No, but what | do care about is my sister selling a Dodge Viper that | just bought for her two
years ago. It was the best present that | ever gave you and | was so thrilled to see your face light
up when you noticed it in the driveway."

"Funny, | always thought that the best present you ever gave me was your love," Chloe uttered in
a faint voice. "It's all I ever really wanted from you."

Jack felt a lump growing in her throat, as her eyes became glassy. "I do love you Chloe."

For a split second, Chloe appeared as though she was about to burst into tears before her
expression became passive. "Please move out of the way."

"Chloe..."
The younger woman whispered, "Just let me go."”

Slowly moving away from the door, Jack silently watched as her sister left their home and her.
She stood rooted to one spot as Chloe walked down the staircase with her luggage in hand. It was
probably the hardest thing Jack ever had to do. She waited a few minutes before walking out of
her sister's bedroom, closing the door behind her. Moving down the steps and making her way to
the bottom, she checked everywhere before coming to the difficult conclusion that Chloe truly
was gone.

The house already seemed empty as Jack felt the loneliness creeping in. Holding back the tears
that threatened to come, she walked back upstairs and into her bedroom. Turning on the lamp
next to her bed, she kicked her shoes off before laying down on her back with her hands folded
behind her head. She stared up at the ceiling as she attempted not to think about what had just
taken place. She did not want to think and she didn't want to feel.

Closing her eyes a short while later, Jack willed sleep to take her but before it could the phone
placed on the night-stand next to her bed started to ring. Quickly opening her eyes, she sat up and
grabbed the phone, hoping against hope that the caller was Chloe. Answering it, Jack was
disappointed to find that it wasn't. To her surprise, it was Leslie.

"Hey Jack. How are you?" Leslie asked in a way that gave the other woman the impression that
she already knew how she was.

"I've had better days," Jack replied in a weary tone. When there wasn't an immediate response,
she called Leslie's name, wondering if she was still on the line.

"I'm here. Was just thinking," Leslie paused while trying to gather her thoughts. "I called to tell
you not to worry about Chloe. She's going to be staying with me for a while and I'll watch out for
her."

"She's going to be staying with you?"



"Yes. What happened was she called me earlier today and was visibly upset. She told me all
about what happened between the two of you. She just needed someone to talk to. When she said
that she was moving out | asked her where to and she told me that she was going to a hotel. Well
then, that was when | had the idea that she just come stay with me. At first, she objected to it, but
| kept persisting and she gave in."

Reaching up, Jack rubbed at her eyes, which were stinging. Suddenly she felt extremely tired. "Is
she there now?"

"Yes, she just walked through the door a couple minutes ago. | wanted to wait until she arrived
before I called you," Leslie gave a slight pause before continuing, "1 hope that you're not upset
with me Jack. | just wanted to make sure that Chloe was all right and by her staying here I'd be
able to keep you posted. You know I love her like she was my own." Leslie smiled into the
phone. "When you and | started dating, | think I fell in love with your sister before I did you."

Jack softly chuckled, remembering how quickly Leslie and Chloe had bonded. They were like
two peas in a pod. "I'm not upset Leslie. Thank you for being there for her." She sighed. "I wish
she would let me."

"Just give her a bit of time to cool off. Chloe's a sweetie and she'll probably be knocking on your
door before you know it to make up."

Jack stifled a yawn. "Maybe you're right.”

"I know I'm right. Now you sound tired so I'm gonna let you go," Leslie said. "Try to get some
sleep all right?"

A ghost of a smile appeared on Jack's lips. "Yes ma'am."
"Goodnight Jack. Sweet dreams."

"Goodnight Les. Same to you." Hanging up the phone, feeling a little better, Jack stood up.
Turning towards it, she pulled back the covers on the bed before stripping down to her boxers
and walking over to the dresser to obtain a T-shirt. Slipping it on, she moved back to the bed and
climbed in. Stretching a long arm towards it, she switched off the lamp, casting the room into
darkness. Jack was nearly asleep by the time she settled her head on the pillow.

Putting down the latest copy of Climax magazine, Sonny reached over for the phone, which was
lying on the coffee table. Glancing at the clock on the wall, she saw that it was almost ten
o'clock. Figuring that Laura should be home by now, she punched in her girlfriend's phone
number. The phone rang four times before Laura's answering machine picked up. Sonny let out a
soft sigh as she waited for Laura to get through her message before there was a beep.



"Hello Laura, this is Sonny. It's 9:48. | was hoping that | would catch you at home by now, but
obviously, you aren't there. | was talking with Sarah today and she gave me an idea. If you aren't
busy...I hope you're not busy what do you say to us going away for the weekend of October
sixth? | found this resort in Panama City and it looks heavenly. So, just give me a buzz ASAP
okay? Take care. | love you."

Hitting the 'end’ button, Sonny tossed the phone on the couch before getting up and stretching.
Walking over to her computer, she took a seat. Moving the mouse, she watched as her
screensaver vanished before clicking on the AOL icon. A couple minutes later she was greeted to

the Internet and soon had a fresh email box up, which was addressed to none other than Blueyez.
Flexing her fingers, Sonny placed them on the home row of her keyboard and started to type.

To A True Blue,

How are you doing? Hope that this email finds you in good spirits. I'm doing okay. My day was
kind of hectic, but I'll most certainly survive (smile). | find myself counting down the days until
we meet. Less than a week away now. I'm so delighted. | feel like Christmas is coming up! ;-)
Anyway, I'm on my way to bed but | wanted to write you before | turned in. Yesterday morning,
while | was eating breakfast | wrote you a poem. Now I'm no poet but | felt compelled to dedicate

a poem to you so I'm going to give it to you now. Please don't laugh. It's taken all of my courage
to get up the nerve to actually let you read it ;-) So here goes:

Your Eves

Your eyes remind me of the ocean
Tranquil...peaceful....serene
Enveloping me like a wave crashing against the shore.
Your eyes remind me of the stars
Their radiance astounds me.
When your eyes blaze into mine
My knees become weak

And | can barely breathe.

Your eyes...

They see into my soul

Like no others have ever been able to do.



Okay...so I have an idea of what you might be thinking. How could I possibly write that when I
have never really seen your eyes (smile)? Well...I do believe that I have seen them in my dreams.
Ah, I think | have caught another case of "sappitus” (wink). | do hope that you like the poem
Blue. Guess | better be getting to bed now. If you happen to read this tonight...sweet dreams.

~PG~

Quickly clicking on the send button before she had the chance to change her mind, Sonny sat
back in her chair as she watched the email disappear swiftly as the blink of an eye. Well unless
she decided to click on the 'unsend’ button, it was too late now. Taking a deep breath, Sonny
logged off of the Internet before sitting back in her chair again as she wondered what exactly it
was she was doing. Ten minutes ago she had left a message on her girlfriend's answering
machine, pitching the idea of them going away for the weekend and then she logged on to AOL
and sent another woman an intimate poem.

The blonde shook her head. She thought back to when she asked Laura if she had cheated on her,
the night the woman came there with that duffel bag full of money. However, wasn't it she that
was cheating? If Sonny were truthful with herself, she would have to say that the answer to that
question was yes. The only person on this earth that should have received that poem was Laura,
yet it belonged to Blue. The words were one hundred percent true because Sonny truly did feel
that Blue had the ability to see into her soul at times.

Shutting down the computer, Sonny stood and began to walk towards her bedroom as she
continued to mentally debate with herself. Upon entering her room, the blonde changed into her
pajamas before slipping into bed and turning off the light. She was in love with Laura and Blue
was just a friend...a very good dear friend who could see into her soul. Laura was the person that
she wanted to spend the rest of her life with. If the laws were to change, Laura would be the
woman that she would want to marry. During this trip, Sonny and Laura would be able to mend
their relationship and make it burn brighter than it ever had before. Meanwhile, after
Disneyworld, Sonny and Blue would just remain good friends. Yes, things would be perfect if
they turned out just like that. At least that's what Sonny informed herself.

It was so dark and so cold as she kept running and running. It appeared as though she was in a
tunnel. A tunnel that would never end because no matter how fast she ran...how long she ran,
she never seemed to get any closer to her destination. She saw the door...it was the only object
detectable because of a bright light hanging above it. The door was like a welcome beacon that
guided one through a horrendous storm in the ocean.

She had to reach it. She had to get there in time before it was too late. Faster and faster, she ran
as beads of sweat appeared on her forehead and puffs of cold air rushed out of her lungs only to
vanish into the darkness. She could not be late this time. This could not happen again...oh God
not again. Adrenaline pumping through her veins, her heart racing at an incredible speed, she
finally began to feel as though she was making some leeway, the distance between her and the
door seeming to decrease. She was almost there...remarkably close to her goal. Don't let it be



too late...not this time. Not again, never again. The course of all of their lives depended on
whether or not she would succeed.

Reaching the door, she placed her hand on the ice-cold knob. She took a deep relaxing breath. It
could not be too late. This time she would make it there before it happened. Turning the knob,
she opened the door. It was then that she saw it, like this was déja vu. Oh, not again. Not again!
A scream rose from deep within her and echoed against the close walls of the tunnel. Running
into the bathroom, she hurriedly lifted and removed the small lifeless body hanging from the
shower stall.

Hot tears ran down her cheeks as she lovingly placed the body on the floor. Having learned it in
school, she began to perform CPR although she knew within her heart that it was too late...much
too late. Finally giving up, she cradled the body in her arms as she cried more and more.
Throwing her head back, she let out a blood-curdling scream as she wondered...why?

"Mama!!" Sitting up in the bed, Jack swallowed gulps of air as she attempted to bring the beating
of her heart back down to a normal speed. Rivulets of sweat clung to her body as she began to
shake violently. Throwing the covers back, the tall woman jumped out of the bed and raced into
her bathroom, where she quickly lost the contents of her stomach in the toilet. After enduring a
few dry heaves, her nausea thankfully subsided. Standing, Jack moved over to the sink. Turning
on the cold water, she began to splash some on her face before picking up her toothbrush and
beginning to brush her teeth.

Her knees feeling quite weak, Jack purposely collapsed onto the cold hard bathroom tile. Lying
down in the fetal position, she wrapped her arms around her body while waiting for the shaking
to recede. The tears that she had managed to hold in all day finally came. Not bothering to stop
them, Jack continued to hold herself as the sobs shook her body.

Minutes later, Jack stopped crying. Sitting up, no longer shaking, she wiped at her eyes with the
back of her hand. Getting to her knees, she rose from the floor and left the bathroom, making
sure to turn out the light before closing the door. Carefully traveling down the stairs, Jack headed
towards the mini bar in her den. Finding a bottle of red wine, she poured some of the liquid into a
glass before taking a huge swallow before refilling it. Jack hoped that if she drank enough of it,
that the alcohol would put her into a deep sleep sans the nightmares.

After polishing off a glass of wine and then refilling it again, Jack moved to her computer and
took a seat. Taking another sip from the glass, she placed it on her desk before starting the
process of logging onto the Internet. Perhaps she would find something to do in order to distract
her from the memories now coursing through her mind. The last thing Jack wanted to think about
was that horrid day.

Successfully logging on, Jack checked her e-mail after being informed that she had some. A faint
smile made its way to her lips as the dark-haired woman zoned in on the email from PerkyGrrl.
Clicking on it, she began to read after noticing that this latest email had been sent not two hours
ago. Her heart rate started to increase when she was told that PG had written her a poem. No one
had ever done anything like that for Jack. The faint smile she had been wearing had grown into a



full-fledged one by the end of the poem. Sitting back in her chair, Jack reread the poem a few
times while completely speechless. This was the most beautiful thing anyone had ever told her. If
she would have had PG's phone number, she would have called the woman right then and
professed how much she loved her.

Your eyes...
They see into my soul
Like no others have ever been able to do.

Jack decided that that was her favorite part, as she reread the last three lines repeatedly,
committing them to memory. Did PerkyGrrl really mean that? Did she mean every word that she
wrote? Jack smiled to herself. Yes, she honestly believed that the woman did. Maybe...just
maybe PG felt the same way that Jack did. Or at the very least, perhaps she was starting to. Now,
more than ever Jack could not wait until next Friday to arrive.

Placing her hand on the mouse, she clicked the 'reply' button before starting to type a response to
PerkyGrrl's email.

To the Lovely PG,

Wow. You have rendered me speechless. Absolutely speechless. | don't think that anyone has
ever written anything so beautiful as that was for me. Thank you so much for thinking of me and
for being my friend. I will cherish this poem and you always *smile* You have a true talent for
writing. You should do it more often. | have pretty much had the day from you know where, but
you have instantly made it so much better. Again, | thank you. Well, | best get to bed now. I will
see you next week sweetie... and hopefully in my dreams tonight.

Yours always & forever,

Blue

Today was turning out to be a good day so far. She had managed to find a parking space
relatively close to the amusement park. Shutting off the ignition, Sonny placed both of her hands
on the wheel as she took in a deep breath and then slowly let it out. Today was the day. Today
she would for the first time meet Blueyez and she was both thrilled and nervous about that
happening. What if they did not click in person like they had online? She had heard of that
occurring before.

Sonny shook her head. No, she would not think like that. She had to be positive. Everything
would be fine between them. She just had to have some faith. Nodding, feeling a little bit calmer,
Sonny looked in her rearview mirror to check her hair. Though it appeared to be neat, she
reached anyway and lightly patted it on the top and sides. Glancing down at her outfit, Sonny



wondered for the fiftieth time if she looked all right in it. This morning she had changed clothes
at least a dozen times before deciding on this one.

The blonde had finally chosen to wear a pair of khaki shorts that ended just above her knees
along with a navy blue sleeveless cotton shirt. On her feet were blue tennis shoes that she
decided at the last minute would be more comfortable then the sandals she had started to slip
into. Looking down at her neatly tucked in shirt, Sonny shook her head as she pulled it out. The
other way looked much too formal. Now pleased, Sonny reached over in the passenger seat for
the full pink rose lying there. As she examined herself in the rearview mirror, she carefully
tucked the flower behind her right ear before nodding in satisfaction.

Glancing at her watch, Sonny noted the time. She had roughly twenty minutes before the park
opened. Deciding that Blue was most likely already here, Sonny opened the car door and stepped
out, making sure to close and lock it behind her. Running her hands over her shirt and shorts,
though both were completely free of wrinkles, the blonde began to walk towards the park as she
took in deep breaths in the hopes of relaxing. She suddenly felt like a rubber-band that could
snap at any moment. Everything would be okay. Sonny just had to keep reminding herself of
that. She and Blue were going to have a lovely day together.

~—— s s

Waiting until the last song on her CD player finished playing, Jack turned off the ignition and
placed her keys in one of the pockets located on her blue jean shorts. Reapplying cherry flavored
lip balm, she glanced in the rearview mirror to make sure that her french braid was still neat.
After noticing that it was, she looked at her watch to note that she almost fifteen minutes left
until the park opened.

Opening the car door, she stepped out, putting on a pair of dark shades in the process. Stretching
out her long limbs, Jack took a deep breath of air. It was hard to believe that she was about to
meet the love of her life. PerkyGrrl was probably waiting for her right now, wearing a pink rose
in her hair. Jack looked down at her perfectly pressed Mickey Mouse T-shirt as she briefly
wondered which of them would notice the other first. Deciding to find out, she headed towards
the park, taking long quick steps.

Minutes later, Jack reached the front entrance and started to look around at various women for
the one wearing a flower. Excusing herself as she moved between throngs of people, Jack
removed her shades so that she could see better and hooked them onto the collar of her shirt.
Blue eyes perusing around, Jack thought, PG, come out, come out wherever you are. She smiled
in delight. Your Blue has arrived to sweep you off of your feet. At least, Jack hoped that she
would able to accomplish that.

Jack sighed as the crowd grew and grew, making it that more difficult for her locate PerkyGrrl.
This was turning out to be harder than she had originally thought it would be. While wishing that
they had decided to meet somewhere else such as the parking lot, Jack continued to study each
woman that she laid eyes upon, searching for that telltale flower. Moments later, blue eyes
caught sight of a big pink flower behind a woman's ear. Oh, it's only Sonny, Jack thought as she



started to turn away to elsewhere before quickly looking back and blinking. Sonny?! What was
she doing at Disneyworld today of all days with a pink rose in her hair?

No, it could not possibly be her. PerkyGrrl was not Sonny. Just because she had chosen to come
to Disneyworld on the exact same day of Jack and PG's meeting there, did not make her
PerkyGrrl. And just because she was wearing a pink rose in her hair that did not mean she was
PerkyGrrl either. And although she seemed to be searching the crowd of people, that did not
mean she was looking for Jack a.k.a. Blue. No, none of that meant a single thing.

Jack's thoughts settled on the handle PerkyGrrl as she quickly moved so that Sonny could not see
her. Perky. What does one associate the word perky with? The blue-eyed woman sighed as the
answer came to her. Coffee can make one perky and since Sonny owned a coffeehouse, she
might have chosen PerkyGrrl to be her handle on AOL. Jack let out a long sigh as she concluded
that it all made perfect sense. There really was no reason why Sonny could not be PerkyGirrl.
After all, PG was sweet and though Sonny usually did not act that towards Jack, the woman
knew that she was too. Jack just had the knack to bring out the worst in her.

Peering from behind a rather large man, Jack studied Sonny as the woman continued to look
around with a slightly anxious expression on her face. So, what did this latest information mean?
Jack was supposedly in love with PerkyGrrl, but since Sonny turned out to be her, had those
feelings faded away or did Jack still feel the same? The woman mentally asked herself that
question, deciding that the feelings had changed a great deal, yet they were still there. She could
not say in all honesty that she was in love, since she had not taken the time to get to know Sonny,
but Jack admitted that she felt something for her. Maybe that was why she took delight in
making Sonny lose her temper because she liked her. Wasn't that the way young children
behaved when they had liked someone? Having a ten-year-old boy push you down in the mud
when you had on your favorite dress meant he had a big crush on you.

Deciding that she did not feel like exploring those feelings right now, Jack turned and headed
towards the parking lot at a quick pace. A part of her felt as though the love of her life had died.
Sure, PerkyGrrl did indeed exist, but she was a woman that disliked Jack. The woman sighed
again as it occurred to her that she probably did not deserve PerkyGrrl or Sonny anyway. Even if
she attempted to behave in a more pleasant manner, there was no way that Sonny would be
interested anyway. Look at what Jack had done thus far. First, she had almost killed the woman
and now she was in the process of stealing her customers and ruining her business. Jack could
only imagine how Sonny would react if she were to find out that Blueyez, the woman she had
come to know and trust over the passed year was none other than her business rival. No, it was
best to just make Blueyez disappear now.

Nearing the parking lot, Jack stopped dead in her tracks as she shook her head. Looking back
over her shoulder, she felt the guilt rising. This was wrong. She could not just leave Sonny all
alone. The younger woman had looked so fragile and innocent standing there as her green eyes
desperately searched for her online friend. Coming to a decision, Jack removed her shades from
the collar of her shirt and put them back over her eyes before she crossed her arms against her
body and lifted the shirt, pulling it over her head. Glancing at her peach-colored tank top, Jack



started to fold her Mickey Mouse shirt, glad that she had chosen to wear a tank top under it,
thinking that it might heat up later in the day.

Jogging towards the parking lot, Jack made her way to her Mercedes. Opening the trunk, she
tossed her T-shirt inside before allowing the trunk to fall shut. She then began the walk back to
the park entrance as she gathered her thoughts. Finding Sonny, Jack plastered a smile on her face
as she strolled up to the woman as though they were old friends...which in a way they were she
supposed. Calling out the other woman's name in greeting, Jack watched as Sonny's eyes moved
towards her, her expression now one of part curiosity mixed with a healthy dose of annoyance.

"Jack. What are you doing here? Are you following me now?"

The dark-haired woman grinned at her. "Yeah, | thought | would try out stalking as a possible
hobby to take up." Jack's grin broadened as she saw a smirk appear on Sonny's lips. "What brings
you here? Come to have some good old-fashion fun?"

Sonny nodded. "That's usually what people do when they venture to Disneyworld,"” she paused as
she looked at Jack introspectively. "Though I can't for the life of me figure out why you're here.
This doesn't seem like your type of place."

"And what does?"

The blonde woman shrugged. "Maybe the forest. | can picture you with a rifle in your hand
crouching behind a bush as you anxiously wait for some unsuspecting innocent creatures to come
into your line of vision so that you can shoot them down just for the sport of it."”

Jack let out a short chuckle as she clutched at her chest. "Ouch. That hurt." She chuckled again,
as she examined Sonny from head to toe. Someone sure did look cute today. "Did you wake up
on the wrong side of the bed this morning, Sonny?"

"No | did not, but you're getting on my wrong side now."

The taller woman cocked her head to the side. "Oh?"

The other woman nodded. "Oh. Now there really is no pleasant way for me to say this Jack. Go
away. Please.”

Jack glanced around before refocusing her attention on Sonny. "Why? You're alone aren't you?
Or are you waiting for someone? Your girlfriend perhaps? What was her name...Lola...Lulu?"

Sonny smirked at her. "Laura. You know what her name is.”
"Ah, yes. Laura. How could | forget?" Jack's expression was one of mock innocence. "Laura

Scott, one of the best darn journalists in Orlando! Also one of the best right-hookers my face has
ever encountered."



A smug look briefly appeared on Sonny's face. "That would be her. Now please go elsewhere
and bug someone else."

"Whatsamatter Sonny? Am | cramping your style? | promise to tell Laura that absolutely nothing
IS going on between us when she shows up. That you and | were just having a civil conversation
while you waited in excitement for her to arrive."

Sonny's eyebrows raised. "Civil? You wouldn't know civil if it walked up and bit you on the butt,
Jack."”

The other woman laughed heartily at that. “"Oh, Sonny not even attempting to be nice to me
today? Tired of my BS already are ya?"

Sonny softly sighed, as she reached up and rubbed her head as though she was starting to get a
headache. "Yeah, that's about the gist of it. Can you go now please?"

Not moving from the spot she was vacating, Jack glanced at her watch before looking at a clearly
agitated Sonny. "It's getting late. The park is about to open in a few minutes and I'd bet my
money on the fact that Laura is not going to come.” Sonny was about to say something, but Jack
went on, "And ya know what Sonny? | don't even think that you're meeting Laura here. No, | get
the sneaking suspicion that you are meeting," taking a couple steps towards the blonde, she
whispered in her ear, "your mistress.”" Leaning back, Jack winked at her conspiratorially. "Am |
right or am | right?"

Green eyes narrowed. "Number one, no I'm not meeting Laura here but a friend. And two, | do
not have a mistress. | am completely faithful."

A dark eyebrow rose into Jack's bangs. "Oh, is that right? You're completely faithful?"

Sonny started to look the least bit uncomfortable at this line of questioning. "Yes, | am. What
business is it of yours anyway? None," she ended, answering her own question.

Jack nodded. "You've got me there. It really is none of my business," she paused as she looked
around again at the growing crowd. "So what's your friends name?"

"None of your business."

"Well that is an odd name." Sonny gave her a dirty look to which Jack smiled sweetly at. "Sorry,
couldn't resist.”

"Are you here alone?"

Jack nodded. "Yes, I am now. I was supposed to meet...well..." she grinned. "I had a hot date,
but she just called me," reaching behind her, Jack removed a small cell phone that was clipped to
the waistband of her shorts and showed it to Sonny, "and said that she couldn't make it.
Something came up. So, | was about to go home when I suddenly saw you standing here all by



your lonesome. | figured that if you are alone like I am, then we could have fun together."
Putting the phone back in its place, Jack hooked her thumbs on her side pockets.

"Guess you figured wrong because I'm waiting for someone. And she will show up."”

"Ah, so the mystery person is definitely a woman." Jack watched as Sonny's eyes moved over the
crowd. "You wouldn't be this nervous about just meeting a friend,"” Jack said, as her expression
grew thoughtful. "You know what I think?"

Sonny looked at her. "You know what Jack? This may come as a real shock to you, but I couldn't
care less about what you think." She started to walk away but was stopped by a hand on her
shoulder.

"Listen to my theory before you trot off," Jack said as she removed her hand, pleased to find that
Sonny was choosing to stay. "I think that you are meeting someone that you have never met
before.” She almost grinned when the blonde attempted to hide her surprise. "Yeah, because why
would you be nervous about meeting up with one of your friends such as...Sarah. Let me
guess...it's an online friend right? And the two of you are meeting for the very first time. That is
why you have that rose sitting behind your ear so that your friend can recognize you. Correct,
aren't 1?"

Sonny looked at her suspiciously, wondering how Jack knew all of this. "Have you really been
stalking me?"

Jack laughed. "I'll take that as a yes. So, since you never told me her name I'm guessing that you
don't even know." Jack shook her head as she clucked her tongue loudly. "Here you are meeting
someone for the first time and you don't even know her name. Well at least you chose a public
place. | have to give you credit for not being totally reckless.”

Sonny let out a frustrated breath. "Goodbye Jack!"
The other woman glanced around. "Do you see her?"
"No, and | don't want to see you."

"All right, all right. I know when I'm not wanted so I'll just take my leave. Have a fantastic day."
Winking at Sonny, Jack walked away as she noticed the crowd forming lines to purchase tickets.
Choosing a line, she stood there as she looked towards where Sonny still was. She wondered
how long the young woman was intending to wait for Blueyez to show up. Would she be willing
to stay rooted to that same spot all day? Well, Jack was not going to let her do that. Somehow,
some way she would get Sonny to spend the day with her at Disneyworld. Jack found that she
wanted to do just that. Perhaps Sonny turning out to be PerkyGrrl was not such a bad thing after
all.

Ten minutes later, Jack had two tickets in her hand as she strolled back over to Sonny, who was
starting to look just a tad bit disillusioned. Jack figured that she must have been coming to the



realization that Blueyez was not going to make an appearance. Tapping the woman on the
shoulder, Jack watched, as Sonny looked up at her with sadness in her usually bright green eyes
that tore at the older woman's heart. Holding up the tickets, Jack smiled at her tenderly.

"C'mon Sonny. | don't think your friend is going to make it. Maybe something important
happened that required her immediate attention. I'm sure she'll email you later with an
explanation. Meanwhile, | have two ultimate park hopper tickets here in my hand, which means
that we can go to any of the theme parks located in Disneyworld, and I'd really consider it an
honor if you would join me in a day of fun and exploration. Maybe it's too late for me to try to be
your friend but I'm gonna make the effort anyway." Jack cocked her head to the side in the hopes
of looking endearing. "So will you please come play with me in the happiest place on earth?"

Sonny observed her for a moment, realizing that Jack was being earnest. Thinking that she must
have lost her mind, Sonny softly chuckled as she replied, "Now with a sweet little speech like
that how could I resist?"

Jack winked at her. "Shall we go then?" She offered an arm to the other woman.

Sonny nodded as she slipped the arm that still bore the cast on it, through Jack's. "Let's go hang
with Mickey and the rest of the gang."

This was turning out to be quite a fantastic day. Sonny did not think that she could be more
surprised. During the entire day, Jack had been nothing short of charming and sweet as they
explored the Magic Kingdom. They had done and ridden so much that she could not remember
everything. In fact, there was so much to do and see in the Magic Kingdom that they had yet to
venture into any of the other parks.

The first ride they went on after entering the park was "Pirates of the Caribbean™ located in
Adventureland. Sonny had enjoyed some good old-fashioned teasing at Jack's expense after the
ride was over. Jack spent most of the time screaming like a banshee as the cart they shared with a
few other people went up and down. Her screaming reached a new pitch as the cart made a
sudden long drop that caused her stomach to perform several flip-flops. The first one to get out
when the ride was over, Jack gave Sonny a dirty look as the blonde doubled over in hearty
laughter. Starting to smirk, Jack informed her not to hold anything back, which only caused
Sonny to start laughing that much harder.

Sonny was half shocked that Jack did not have laryngitis after riding "Space Mountain™ and
"Splash Mountain™ and that she herself was not deaf. Surely, Jack must have been the loudest
person on both of those rides as she screamed her head off. During "Space Mountain” Sonny
slipped her hand into Jack's, which was something that she soon regretted doing as the woman
held onto her hand so tight, that the blonde had a feeling that her arm was not the only part of her
body that was about to be broken. Afterwards, Jack apologized for her death grip before she
raised Sonny's hand to lips and tenderly kissed the back of it. Grinning at the blush that quickly
appeared on the shorter woman's cheeks, Jack wrapped an arm around her shoulders as they



headed towards the much tamer "Jungle Cruise" ride, where Jack snapped a few pictures with the
instant camera she bought back on Main Street. She took even more pictures as she endured "It's
a Small World," the ride that Sonny insisted that they just had to go on because it was a
"classic”. It took Jack nearly an hour after the ride was over to get that song out of her head.
Sonny grinned every time that she heard the woman humming it.

Now, the two women were in the midst of a cruise on the "Liberty Bell Riverboat". There were
three levels to the riverboat and they had managed to obtain a place on the uppermost tier.
Standing next to the railing, the women looked out over the water, both feeling happy at how
well things were going between them. Blue eyes traveling to Sonny, Jack took in the woman as
she smiled. Yes, it had turned out to be a very good thing that PerkyGrrl was this cute petite
blonde. She was everything that Jack could want in a woman and so much more than that. She
now admitted that she had a crush...a rather large crush on Sonny. Though, she was not about to
tell her that, because Jack figured that Sonny would not react to them in the way that she would
prefer her to. One, because despite how well this day had gone, that did not automatically erase
everything that Jack had caused and done. Two, Sonny was currently already involved with
someone, though Jack had a feeling that it was not going well, since the blonde sent an intimate
poem to Blueyez just last week. Three, even if there was not a Laura Scott in the picture, there
was still Blue.

Jack could have laughed at that. She was standing in her own way. The woman shook her head
slightly as she glanced towards the setting sun, deep in thought. What was she going to do about
Blue? Somehow, she had to either get rid of her or cause Sonny to end whatever it was that the
two of them shared. Jack looked back to Sonny as she softly smiled, though the other woman did
not notice it because she was looking elsewhere. Truthfully, Jack knew without a shadow of a
doubt that she did not deserve this sweet and gentle person, but she wanted her. In fact, she
wanted to take Sonny in her arms right now and kiss her until the younger woman was
breathless. Somehow, Jack had to acquire Sonny's affections. She would not allow Blueyez or
anyone else to stand in her way. What the two of them could share would be so very special. Oh,
Sonny you have definitely gotten under my skin, Jack thought, not in the least bit upset by that
fact.

Feeling eyes upon her, Sonny looked over her shoulder to Jack and smiled as she caught the one
on the other woman's lips. Turning away from the railing, the young woman leaned against it as
she crossed her arms over her chest, green eyes keeping contact with blue ones. "Take a picture.
It'll last longer,"” she said, wearing a playful expression.

Jack grinned at her as she reached into her pocket and took out her Kodak camera. "Hey, that's
not such a bad idea. Pose for me, will ya?" Raising the camera until it was eye-level, Jack closed
one eye as she looked through the lens.

Smiling brightly, Sonny hopped up onto the railing and sat there as she placed her hands on it to
keep steady. Looking towards the camera, she kept smiling as she carefully crossed one leg over
the other. Sonny faintly blushed as Jack let out a long appreciative whistle before snapping the
woman's picture. When Jack announced that she wanted to take one more picture, Sonny
carefully let go of her hold on the railing and stretched her arms out as she gave the camera a



goofy smile. Chuckling, Jack pressed the button on her camera, successfully taking the picture
just before the smile on Sonny's face slipped as she began to lose her balance. Before Jack could
reach out a helping hand to her, the blonde fell backwards and headed towards the water as she
emitted a high-pitched scream. Moments later she crashed into the water, creating a great splash.

"Sonny!" Jack yelled as she dropped her camera and ran towards the railing, vaulting over it with
ease. The tall woman tucked in her body as she moved towards the water at the speed of a
cannonball. She managed to take in a deep breath of air and hold it just before she made impact.
Surfacing, Jack quickly looked around not seeing any sign of Sonny. With the beat of her heart
beginning to rapidly increase, she inhaled deeply and held her breath as she slipped underneath
the water. Opening her eyes, she began to look for the other woman as she tried not to panic. Not
a minute later, Jack located the blonde floating about fifteen feet away. Surfacing again, she
quickly swam towards her, gliding through the water with the ease of an Olympic swimmer.

Reaching Sonny, Jack wrapped her arms around the unconscious woman and brought her to the
surface. Turning the blonde around so that she was facing away, Jack wrapped an arm around her
chest and started to swim towards the riverboat, which had stopped moving. As Jack arrived, two
strong looking men reached over the railing and as gently as they could manage, pulled Sonny
onto the boat, placing her on the floor before turning back to the railing and helping Jack up.
Thanking the men, the now soaked Jack kneeled next to Sonny, placing two fingers on the pulse
point located on her neck. Relieved to find one, she checked for signs of breathing but could not
find any.

Putting panic aside, Jack started to perform CPR, thankful that she had taken that first-aid class
with Chloe a few years back. Gently tilting Sonny's head back, Jack pinched her nostrils between
thumb and forefinger before lowering her own head and placing her mouth over the woman's,
giving Sonny two long full breaths. Raising her head slightly, Jack examined Sonny's chest for
signs of movement but was discontented to find that there weren't any. Lowering her head again,
Jack gave the other woman two more breaths before watching her still chest. Her heart began to
beat so fast that she was sure those standing around watching could hear it.

"Come on Sonny," Jack said in a panicked voice, "damn it, breathe! Don't leave me. Please don't
leave me. You can't,” her voice cracked. Taking in a deep breath, Jack lowered her head and
covered Sonny's mouth again, emitting the air into her lungs. She was about to give the
unconscious woman another breath when Sonny's chest suddenly heaved and water sputtered out
of her mouth, some finding its way into Jack’s. The dark-haired woman rolled Sonny over on her
side as she continued to spit out water, her whole body shaking as she coughed. Some of the
onlookers began to clap as Jack placed a hand on Sonny's back, gently patting her. Tears of joy
sprang to Jack’s eyes as she lifted the small woman in her arms after the coughing and sputtering
ceased.

"Are you okay?" she asked in a quiet voice, placing a tender kiss on Sonny's cheek.

Nodding, Sonny looked at her. "You saved my life," she whispered hoarsely.



Jack gave her a lopsided grin. "Well I hit you with my car and could have ended your life and
now I've saved you from drowning, so I guess that balances it out. | owed you one."

The blonde softly chuckled. "Yeah, | guess so."

~ e~~~

As they exited the riverboat, Jack looked at her companion with concern evident on her face. She
asked the other woman for what must have been the thirtieth time if she was sure that she was all
right. Announcing that she was, Sonny reached out and gave Jack's hand a reassuring squeeze.
Not letting go, the taller woman gently pulled her over and wrapped an arm around her shoulders
as Sonny in turn wrapped her arm around Jack's waist.

"I still think that you should see a doctor," Jack said.

Sonny shook her head. "No, I don't need to do that. I'm fine, really." She looked up at the other
woman. "But there is something that I need..."

Blue eyes stared into her green ones as Jack's heart skipped a beat at the words. By any chance,
was what Sonny needed what she herself wanted? Swallowing with a bit of difficult, Jack asked,
"And what is it that you need?"

"Food." Sonny grinned. "I don't know about you but I'm famished! The cheeseburgers we ate for
lunch have been gone."

Jack chuckled. That was something that she had discovered about Sonny today. The woman had
the combined appetite of a team of professional football players. During lunch, she managed to
scarf down two cheeseburgers, a large order of fries, and two large cups of lemonade that had her
running to the restroom every fifteen minutes. "Then we should get you something to eat. But
first, we should get out of these wet clothes and | have an idea."

"What's that?"

"How about we get some dry clothes, check into one of the Disney resorts and take a shower
before ordering some room service? And we can relax there for a bit before we leave.”

One of Sonny's eyebrows arched. She and Jack alone in a hotel room? No, that did not sound like
a good idea and she had a feeling that her girlfriend would agree. "That's not necessary, Jack. We
can just go home. It's not like either of us live too far from here. | can get something to eat when

| reach my apartment.”

Jack shook her head as she reached up and pushed a wet lock of hair out of her face. "No, I insist
we go to the resort. If you won't allow me to escort you to the doctor, then at least concede on
this. I think it would be a good idea for you to rest. Plus, | want to buy you dinner. I'm not
sending you to your car on an empty stomach. The room service at Disney's Contemporary
Resort is fantastic and | can guarantee that you'll love it. And, I don't think you should drive all



the way home in those wet clothes. Now, I don't know about you, but I don't feel like catching a
case of pneumonia.”

"Jack, you don't have-"

Turning towards Sonny, Jack stopped walking as she placed her hands on the smaller woman's
shoulders, halting Sonny's steps as well. Looking into her eyes, Jack said, "Okay, no more
excuses. | just don't want this wonderful day with you to come to an end yet. I'm not ready for
that. Are you?"

Silently staring into Jack's eyes for a moment, Sonny shook her head. *No, I'm not,” she admitted
in a faint whisper.

The other woman smiled at her, pleased beyond words with her answer. "Very well then. It's
settled. We'll check into the resort, stay for a couple hours and then head on home."

~—— s s

After making a stop on Main Street to purchase clothes in one of the souvenir shops, Jack and
Sonny headed over to the Monorail, which was their choice of transportation to get to Disney's
Contemporary Resort. Sitting next to a window on the Monorail, Sonny gazed out of it with a
thoughtful look upon her face, as she remembered what happened not an hour ago on the
riverboat.

She thought back to the look on Jack’s face after the woman successfully revived her. There had
been a mix of concern, relief, and something akin to affection in her eyes. And then Jack had
kissed her cheek so sweetly and tenderly. Though the situation could have quickly turned into a
tragedy, it seemed as though somehow the two of them had connected on that boat. Turning her
head in the opposite direction, Sonny observed Jack, who was occupying the seat next to her
own.

Noticing that the woman's eyes were closed as she relaxed against the headrest, Sonny took her
time looking at her. Jack indeed was quite a beautiful woman with her high cheekbones, full
sensuous lips, and those alluring blue eyes that were now shielded. Sonny softly sighed as she
resisted the urge to reach up and push back the damp bangs plastered to Jack's forehead. Oh,
Jack. After today, | am certain that you have a good heart. Question is why do you insist on
keeping it locked up.

"Take a picture,"” Jack started in a low voice as she kept her eyes closed, "it'll last longer." She
grinned, pleased that she was able to return Sonny's earlier comment to her. "At least, that's what
a certain blonde informed me earlier.” Not hearing so much as a sound coming from Sonny, Jack
opened one eye, looking at the stunned woman. She started to chuckle as she asked, "Cat got
your tongue?"

"I...you...how did you know I was looking at you?" Sonny finally got out. "I thought you were
asleep.”



Jack shook her head. "Nah, just resting my eyes. | could feel your eyes upon me." She faintly
grinned. "Do you like what you see?"

Sonny smirked. "You look like a drowned rat."”

The other woman burst out in laughter. Finding it contagious, Sonny started to chuckle a bit.
"Ah, you sure do know how to say the right thing to a woman, Sonny." Jack winked at her. "Oh,
and dear you ain't lookin' too spiffy yourself." As she closed her eyes, a small grin appeared on
her lips. "But | must admit that that doesn't matter to me, because 1 like it when you're wet."

Blushing red hot, the stunned expression appeared on Sonny's face as she turned back to the
window. She and Jack Foster alone in a hotel room. This was definitely turning out to be a
bad...very bad idea.

Ignoring the looks thrown their way, Jack and Sonny walked up to the check in desk while their
shoes made squishing noises due to the water that was saturated in them. As they waited for the
people ahead of them to finish, Jack fished in her back pocket and removed her now soggy
wallet. When Sonny insisted that she pay for their room, Jack shook her head negatively as she
explained that since this was her idea, it was her treat as well.

"But you bought our clothes!" Sonny returned as she glanced at the two sets of clothing in the
plastic bag she held. "You should at least let me pay for the room. You've been paying for
everything all day. Our lunch, snacks, the tickets to get in..."

Jack granted her with a saucy grin. "Just consider me your Sugar Mama." Before Sonny could
offer any reply, Jack walked up to the desk after the other people left. Smiling charmingly at the
young woman behind the desk, whose nametag said "Kiki," she said, "Hello. We'd like a room
please. Preferably one with a nice view." Jack allowed her eyes to trail down to Kiki's bountiful
bosom before she looked back up at the woman's face. Jack barely contained a grin as she
noticed out of the corner of her eye, the almost jealous look on Sonny's face as the woman stood
next to her.

Blushing brightly, the clerk turned to her computer and began to type as clicking sounds filled
the air. Looking up at Jack, Kiki said, "How about a garden view?"

The tall woman nodded. "Perfect. We'd like a regular room. Just staying tonight.”

Nodding, Kiki produced more clicking as her fingers flew over the keyboard. Still looking at the
computer screen, she asked Jack if she would like a king size bed or two queens. Starting to grin,
Jack glanced at Sonny as a lascivious thought entered her mind that probably would have gotten
her slapped had she voiced it. The thought of she and this beautiful blonde rolling around in a
king sized bed almost caused Jack to outwardly moan. Turning back to Kiki, she replied that they
would prefer two queen beds.



"Smoking or non?"

"Non smoking please." Reaching into her wallet, Jack pulled out a gold colored credit card and
slid it across the desk to the clerk.

Announcing Jack's total, the clerk picked up the credit card and swiped it through a machine. As
she did so, the blue-eyed woman once again glanced at Sonny, who was observing the lobby,
seemingly not paying them any attention. Wondering if she could obtain a full jealous look from
the woman, Jack turned back to the clerk as that charming smile appeared on her lips again.

"Kiki, I was just wondering...do you come with the room by any chance?" Looking out of the
corner of her eye, Jack noticed green eyes rolling as Sonny turned around to regard them both.
She rolled her eyes again as she caught the blush creeping up Kiki's cheeks. What was Jack up to
now? Sonny had a feeling that this was all for her benefit.

Sliding a paper over along with a pen for Jack to sign, Kiki coyly smiled at her. "Do you want
me to?"

As the grin on Jack's face grew, Sonny inwardly sighed, watching as the woman leaned on the
desk, signing her name while Kiki continued smiling at her. She could not take this anymore.
Enough was enough. Before Jack could reply to the clerk's question, Sonny sidled closer to her,
wrapping an arm around the woman's waist. Ignoring the surprised expression on Jack's face, she
stared at Kiki. "Listen, | don't mean to be rude but this is my woman you're flirting with and |
really don't appreciate it considering that I'm standing right here. So just watch yourself, Mimi."

Swallowing with a bit of difficulty, Kiki nodded. "My...my name is Kiki, not Mimi," she
pointed to her nametag. "And sorry, I didn't know you two were together. | mean you're getting
two beds and all..."

"We had a fight...a physical one earlier on the riverboat ride and ended up falling over the
railing into the water. And it's her fault it happened, so that is why we're sleeping in separate
beds tonight, though I don't see where that is any of your business."

A small grin graced Jack's lips as she thought of a way to use this situation to her advantage.
Slipping an arm around Sonny's slim waist, she leaned down, whispering in the woman's ear loud
enough for the clerk to hear, "Oh, baby let's sleep in the same bed. You know you can't get a
restful night's sleep without first having my tongue inside you...pleasing you."

Sonny became speechless as she felt a stinging sensation in her cheeks. Glancing up at a satisfied
Jack, she blew out a frustrated breath before muttering something about waiting over by the
elevators. With that said, the blonde marched towards the elevators, instinctively knowing that
Jack was watching as she went.

Peeling her eyes away from Sonny's firm rear as she walked, Jack looked back at Kiki,
shrugging. "She's a little shy."”



~——— s

As the elevator climbed, Jack observed Sonny as she leaned back against the wall with her arms
folded over chest. The blonde had not uttered one word to her and by the expression on her face,
it was apparent that Sonny was royally ticked off.

"Are you intending not to speak to me for the duration of the evening?" Jack asked. When she
did not receive a response, she went on saying, "I'm sorry if | embarrassed you in anyway, but
you did start it."

Her mouth formed in the shape of an O, Sonny turned around so that she was facing Jack as she
put her hands on her hips, one of them still carrying the bag of clothes. "Pardon me? Did you just
say that | started it, because in my opinion you did."

Jack arched an eyebrow. "Oh, I did? Let's recount what just happened. | was flirting with the
desk clerk, which was an A and B conversation before you decided to C your way into it." She
grinned a bit as Sonny smirked. "You were the one who exclaimed that | was your woman and |
just merely played along with it. In a way, | helped to make your story plausible. Now
how...please explain to me how I started anything?"

"You only flirted with her to get to me and you know it Jack,” Sonny replied. "That little show
you put on was solely for my benefit."

Walking over to the elevator panel, Jack pushed the red stop button before she turned around to
face the other woman as the elevator ceased to move. "Let me get this straight...you think that I
flirted with Kiki to what...make you jealous?"

Sonny shrugged while thankful she was not claustrophobic. "If the shoe fits..."

Jack laughed. "Now why would I do that? It doesn't make any sense because it's not like you're
interested in pursuing a relationship with me. You're very much in love with your girlfriend
Laura right? She's the only woman for you, so it shouldn't matter what | do."”

The blonde nodded. "Right. I do love her, but that doesn't mean you don't want to get to me."” She
pointed towards the panel that Jack was almost fully blocking. *"Now can you get us to move?
Other people are waiting to use the elevators."

"Just a moment." Jack cocked her head to the side with a thoughtful look on her face. "Were you
jealous Sonny?"

"No, I wasn't." She hoped she sounded convincing.
"Then why call me your woman? You must have felt threatened.”

Sonny let out a sigh. "I just wanted that fiasco to end and I didn't feel threatened because the fact
of the matter is that | don't want you. Like you just said, I'm not interested. Not in the least bit.



How could I be? You're like a chameleon. | never know how you're gonna behave from one
moment to the next,” she paused as a small frown appeared on her face. "Do you know how
disturbing that can be?"

Not giving a quick reply, Jack gazed down at her shoes as she gathered her thoughts. Finally
raising her head, she looked at Sonny. "I apologize," she softly admitted as she shrugged. "I
dunno. I think sometimes my mouth overpowers my brain and takes charge. I...I was just
playing with you down in the lobby when | was flirting with that clerk. I didn't know you'd get
this upset about it. | really am sorry."

Walking over to her, Sonny briefly took Jack's hand in her own and gave it a small squeeze.
"That's okay."

The taller woman smiled at her, wishing that Sonny wouldn't have let go of her hand so quickly.
"So we're cool now?"

The blonde returned the smile as she nodded. "Yeah, we're cool. Can we move now?"

Jack nodded. "Yes, but | have one more question. Honestly, it didn't irk you in the least bit that |
was flirting with Mi-oops, | mean Kiki." She grinned.

Sonny shook her head. "Nope. You could flirt with every woman between here and California
and wouldn't bother me one bit."”

"Uh huh." Reaching behind her, Jack released the stop button so that they would continue going
up.

"You don't believe me?"

Waiting a few moments, Jack nodded while biting on her lower lip to conceal a knowing grin.
"Yeah, | believe you Sonny." About as much as | believe that Adolf Hitler was really a kind and
gentle soul.

Slipping her key card into the slot on the door, Jack opened after the green light blinked. Moving
out of the way, she waited for Sonny to enter the room before following behind her and locking
the door. Locating a light switch on the wall, Sonny turned it on before she walked more into the
room, passing the bathroom on her way to where the beds were. Laying the bag she was carrying
on the nearest bed, she looked around, marveling at the spacious room.

"This is nice Jack," Sonny stated as she glanced up at the ceiling fan. Walking towards it, she
stood on her tiptoes to turn it on before she headed towards the balcony with Jack following
close behind her.



"Yeah, it's not a suite but it is charming," Jack replied as she walked through the sliding glass
doors to stand next to Sonny on the balcony. Leaning over, she placed her arms on the railing as
she admired the expansive garden along with her companion.

"It's beautiful,” Sonny said in a breathless voice.
Looking straight at her, Jack replied in a near whisper. "Yes, it is.”

Noticing where Jack's attention was located, the blonde started to faintly blush as she lightly
cleared her throat. Facing the other woman, she said, "Maybe we should take a shower now."

Jack arched an eyebrow as she grinned. "1 do believe that that is the best idea you've had all
day."

Sonny rolled her eyes as she gave Jack a "what am | going to do with you™ look. "I mean
separately."

The other woman snapped her fingers. "Aw, shucks. And here | thought you meant we could get
all soapy and wetter together." Grinning, Jack went on to say as she pointed towards the
bathroom, "You go on and take yours first. I'll look and see what they have on the room service
menu."

Nodding, Sonny exclaimed that she would not be long before she headed back into the room.
Getting her clothes out of the plastic bag on the bed, she walked into the bathroom and closed the
door behind her while Jack watched from the balcony. Turning around to look out across the
garden for a few more minutes, Jack then walked back into the room and closed the sliding glass
doors behind her.

Pulling a chair out from a small round table, she dragged it over to where the television was and
took a seat in it before reaching out and grabbing the remote. Turning the television on, Jack
started to channel surf as she attempted not to think about the beautiful blonde that was
undoubtedly now naked in the bathroom. A moment later when the water from the shower
started to run, Jack winced as she imagined Sonny getting in the shower and allowing the hot
water to cascade over her skin, making sure to turn around so that it could touch every inch of
her body. She would then pick up the bar of soap and slowly beginning to caress her skin with it,
going up and down...side to side...

Shaking her head and blinking her eyes rapidly, Jack let out a long ragged breath, as she
suddenly felt extremely overheated. Concluding that nothing on the television could distract her,
the woman pointed the remote towards it and clicked it off. Standing, she placed the remote on
top of the television before moving around the room, searching for the room service menu.
Finding it in the top drawer of the nightstand sitting between the beds, Jack flipped it open,
starting to read as she paced back and forth across the room.

As she decided what she wanted, Jack heard the shower being cut off. Placing the menu on the
nightstand, she walked over to the bed where her clothes were. Taking them out of the bag, Jack



went back to her seat in front of the television and waited for Sonny to come out of the
bathroom. Minutes later, steam poured into the room as the bathroom door was opened. As
Sonny walked out of the bathroom while wiping at her still damp hair with a plush towel, Jack
thought of how adorable and sexy she looked.

Sonny was wearing a pair of dangerously short plaid shorts with different shades of blue in it
along with a tight blue T-shirt that had a picture of Goofy on the front. The T-shirt was short
enough so that Sonny's bellybutton was clearly visible and tight enough that her full breasts were
very defined. Putting her hands on her hips as she looked down at her outfit, the blonde asked,
"Jack, | thought I told you that I'm a size eight." Looking across at Jack, she arched a golden
eyebrow.

The dark-haired woman grinned broadly. "You did, but I thought you'd look real fine in a size
six. Are they uncomfortable?" Because if they are, I personally don't mind if you take them off...

Sonny shook her head as she tossed her towel on the bed she was standing next to. "No, just a
little...small." Plopping down on the bed, she shook her head as she gazed at Jack, her
expression full of mirth.

"What?"

Sonny chuckled. "You know what." She indicated the bathroom with a nod of her head in its
direction. "Hurry and go take your shower now. I'm famished."

"Oh, I see. You like your food clean before you eat it, eh?"

Smirking, Sonny moved onto her knees on the bed and crawled up towards the headboard as
Jack closely watched her firm little derriere shaking from side to side. Biting down hard on her
lower lip, she groaned a little as she briefly wondered if the blonde knew what she was doing to
her. Grabbing a pillow from underneath the blanket, Sonny tossed it across the room towards
Jack. Before the woman could even think of ducking, it hit her square in the face. Starting to
laugh, Jack arose from the chair and headed towards the bathroom.

"All right, all right. I'm going. Look at the menu and decide what you want while I'm taking my
shower. We can order when I get out." She winked at Sonny, who was reclining back on the bed
with a very pleased look on her face. "Oh, and please feel free to join me if you like."”

After drying her hair with the blow dryer that she found in the bathroom, Jack began to comb
through it using her fingers to get the tangles out. Looking down at her outfit that matched
Sonny's except for the fact that it was red, much bigger, and there was a picture of Winnie the
Pooh on the front of her T-shirt, Jack decided that she was presentable. Opening the bathroom
door, she walked out to notice Sonny tucked into the fetal position while lying on top of the bed
fast asleep.



Cocking her head to the side as she watched, a warm and tender smile appeared on Jack's face.
This had to be the most precious sight in the world. Disappearing back into the bathroom, Jack
grabbed her camera from the sink. Luckily, she had dropped it safely on the riverboat before she
jumped over the railing to rescue Sonny, so it still worked. Unfortunately, Jack had lost her cell
phone in the water, but she considered it a small price to pay since Sonny was all right.

Walking out of the bathroom, Jack stood at the foot of the bed Sonny was sleeping in. Bringing
the camera eye level, she snapped a picture of the woman as she wore a smile. Putting the
camera over on the dresser, Jack strolled to the other bed and pulled the covers down before
moving over to Sonny. Gently picking up the sleeping woman in her arms, careful not to disturb
her, Jack placed the blonde in the other bed before pulling the covers up to her shoulders. She
watched as Sonny curled onto her side again and snuggled underneath the covers.

Ignoring her stomach that chose that moment to start growling in protest of not having any food,
Jack walked over to the light switch near the front door and turned it off before she headed for
the vacant bed, guided by the moonlight shining through the curtains on the sliding glass doors.
Pulling back the covers, she slipped into the bed and fell asleep almost as soon as her head hit the
pillow.

~—— s s

Hearing sounds, Sonny turned around in the bed, finding herself tangled in the covers. Hearing
more sounds, she raised her head and looked in the direction of the other bed where Jack was
moving around a bit, though it was obvious she was still asleep. Sonny could detect that she was
muttering something about her mother as the woman continued to toss and turn. Making up her
mind, the blonde found her way out of the tangle of cover and arose from the bed.

Shuffling over to the other bed, she quietly pulled back the covers before slipping in next to the
other woman. Wrapping an arm around Jack's middle, Sonny held on tightly as she whispered
shushing sounds in Jack's ear in the attempt to calm her down. Almost instantly, the bigger
woman began to calm down as she ceased to move. Rubbing up and down Jack's side, Sonny
waited until she was sure that the woman was peacefully asleep before she went back to sleep
herself.

Squinting from the bit of sun peeking through a crack in the curtains, Jack opened her eyes to
find that her cheek was resting against a rather plump breast that she found to be much more
comfortable then any pillow. Raising her head, she noticed that the breast belonged to Sonny,
who was still asleep, if her slightly parted lips and deep even breathing were any indication. Jack
arched an eyebrow in curiosity. How did Sonny get in her bed when she had placed the younger
woman in the other bed last night? The dark-haired woman started to smile. The answer was
simple enough. Sometime during the night, Sonny must have quietly slipped into her bed. The
only question left was why she did so.



Propping her chin in her hand as she laid on her right side next to Sonny, Jack observed the
woman as she slept. Sonny's hair was slightly disheveled now, yet it only proved to make her
look all the more beautiful. Jack's eyes traveled down to Sonny's lips...lips that she ached to
touch with her own. Is that why the young woman had slipped into her bed, hoping that she
would make a move? It did not seem plausible, but what other explanation could there be? Was
Sonny afraid of the dark and needed to sleep with someone, anyone? Had she seen shadows
jumping across the walls last night and hurried into Jack’s bed? The dark-haired woman suddenly
grinned. Did she have nightmares about those little people from the "It's a Small World" ride
chasing her while singing that addicting yet annoying song? That could scare the pants off of
anyone!

Jack's eyes slowly moved down Sonny's body until they stopped at the end of her T-shirt, where
smooth creamy skin was visible. Acting before she could thoroughly think about it, Jack reached
out a hand and lightly ran her fingertips across the part of Sonny's stomach that was visible. She
bit on her lower lip as the blonde's muscles rippled slightly at her touch. As commonsense
begged her to stop, Jack ignored it as she slipped her hand under Sonny's T-shirt, feeling more of
her taut stomach. As Jack's hand inched higher, she heard a soft moan escape Sonny's lips.
Quickly looking up, she noticed that the younger woman appeared to still be sleeping yet she
must have been enjoying this touching.

Figuring that she must have misplaced her mind somewhere between going to sleep and waking
up, Jack leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to Sonny's stomach, which made the woman moan
again as she whispered something that was indecipherable. Sticking out the tip of her tongue,
Jack slowly rolled it around Sonny's bellybutton causing the smaller woman to squirm in her
sleep as she emitted a sound of pleasure. Feeling encouraged, Jack dipped her tongue into the
woman's navel, moving in and out, occasionally swirling around it.

"Ooh, Blue,” Sonny softly said in a voice laced with desire.

Glancing up at her, Jack saw that the younger woman was still fast asleep, though there was a
slight smile on her lips. Arching an eyebrow, Jack thought about what she just said. Ooh, Blue?
Well that was highly interesting. Not "Ooh Laura™ but "Ooh Blue." Well, well Sonny, Jack
thought with a small grin on her lips. Do you have erotic fantasies and dreams about me? | just
bet you do. Wonder how you'd take it if | were to make those fantasies come true.

Deciding to find out the answer to her inquiry, Jack slipped one long leg between Sonny's
underneath the cover before she slowly moved to her stomach, resting some of her weight on the
smaller woman as she observed her from above. And she thought Chloe could sleep deeply.
Sonny had her beat by a mile.

Pressing her thigh against the crotch of Sonny's shorts, Jack started to move it up and down
while the blonde moaned because of the pleasurable contact. Almost moaning herself at the heat
she felt through Sonny's shorts, Jack pressed her thigh harder as she leaned down, her lips bare
centimeters from the other woman's.



Sonny groaned loudly as she wrapped her arms around Jack in her sleep. "Ooh, Blue...that feels
so fantastic,” she whispered, unconsciously starting to move her hips. "Make love to me...I need
you."

Closing her eyes tightly, Jack buried her face in Sonny's neck as a tortuous moan escaped her
lips. She attempted to ignore the guilt but she couldn't shake the feeling that what she was doing
was immoral. Sure, Sonny appeared to be thoroughly enjoying herself, but she was asleep! Jack
shook her head in self-disgust. Had she grown so desperate that she would resort to taking
advantage of this woman while she slept? Evidently, the answer to that was yes.

Deciding to stop before she did something even more foolish, Jack raised her head and started to
move off of Sonny when she caught hostile green eyes staring right at her. Before she could say
or do anything, the blonde swiftly moved the position of their legs underneath the cover and
kneed Jack in her crotch. Howling in pain, the bigger woman ended up on her back, as Sonny
showed a considerable amount of strength by pushing her off before she leapt out of the bed.

Hands placed on her hips, Sonny accusingly looked at Jack, whom by now had rolled onto her
side and drew her legs up as she cupped her private area protectively while wearing an
expression of sheer pain. "What did you think you were just doing?" Sonny asked in a tight
voice. She waited for the other woman to reply, but Jack just continued to lie on the bed, looking
as if she could burst into tears at any moment. "Answer me!"

"I...I'm sorry," Jack finally croaked out.

"You're sorry?" Sonny nodded slowly. "Yeah, you're one sorry jackass Jack! Now | know what
your first name really stands for."

The pain starting to subside a bit, Jack carefully sat up in the bed as she looked up at Sonny. "If |
wasn't hurting and if you weren't staring at me like you wanted to hurt me more, |1 would laugh at
how amusing that sounds. Very witty of you." It could have been her imagination, but Jack could
have sworn she heard the other woman softly growl then.

"Tell me right now why I shouldn't pick up one of these pillows and smother you!"
"Umm...because then I would be dead?"

Sonny tossed her hands up in the air. "That would be the point of doing it!"

Jack sighed while wishing that Sonny would not insist on yelling, though she understood why
she was doing so. "I apologize for that. | was about to stop when you woke up." She shrugged as
she scooted over to the edge of the bed so that her feet touched the floor. "I thought you wanted
it to happen though."

The blonde arched an eyebrow as she folded her arms across her chest. "Really? And how could

you figure that I want something that I didn't say | wanted because | was incapable of doing so,
due to the fact | was asleep!"



"You told me to make love to you and you were moaning. | felt encouraged."
Angry green eyes opened wide. "I did not and | was not!"

"Yes you did and you would to," Jack calmly replied. "Obviously, you just don't remember or are
trying not to."

"Whether | responded or not to your touches, doesn't change the fact that you took advantage of
me. What...who do you think I am?" The look in Sonny's eyes changed from one of anger to
hurt.

"Wait a minute.” Though the look in Sonny's eyes nearly shattered her heart, Jack felt the need to
defend herself. "What was | supposed to think, huh? | carried you to the other bed last night after
you fell asleep and this morning when | wake up you're snuggled next to me. | was
thinking...hey, maybe that was your way of telling me that you wanted me...to be with me so I
started to make that happen. And then 1 felt all the more encouraged when you began to moan
and then you called out, oooh Blue." Jack shrugged. "I figured you must have been referring to
me since if | recall correctly from that one time | met her, your girlfriend has gray eyes and mine
are blue. So I thought you were calling me blue as a nickname because | have blue eyes." Jack
could have grinned at the look that appeared on Sonny's face after that last comment. I'm so very
naughty. It's a wonder she doesn't catch on to the fact that I'm Blueyez. Jack shook her head a
little. No, it's not. Most of time | don't act anything like I do online with her.

"Are you okay?" Jack inquired, when she was greeted with nothing but silence.

The blonde nodded. "Um...yes," she replied, not sounding all that convincing. Had she really
uttered Blue's name while Jack...well pleasured her? Any guilt that she had felt during the past
year over her online relationship/friendship with Blue could not compare to what she was
enduring now.

"So?"
"So what?" Sonny asked blankly, deep in thought.
"Why were you in my bed?" Jack inquired.

"Oh," Sonny said, attempting to bring her concentration back to the issue at hand. "I called
myself comforting you because you seemed to be having a bad dream. When | slipped into bed
with you, you calmed down almost instantly."

Jack tried not to look disappointed at the explanation. She should have known it wasn't what she
hoped. There had to be another reason, because Sonny was not the type of woman to just jump
into bed with someone. "l apologize for assuming that you had feelings for me and wanted to be
with me," Jack quietly stated as she looked down at her hands, which were folded in her lap.
"What | did was stupid and | understand if you can never forgive me."



Sighing, Sonny took the few steps towards the bed and sat next to Jack. Gently pulling one of the
woman's hands into her lap, she sandwiched it between her warm soft palms. "Jack, anyone
would be lucky to have you." Sonny ceased to talk as the other woman gave her a disbelieving
look. "Well they would. You just have to brush up on your people skills." Sonny softly smiled as
she squeezed Jack's hand. "I'm not the one for you though because my heart belongs to another.
You'll find that special someone and she'll brighten up your life like no one else has ever been
able to do."

Jack smiled almost sadly while thinking that she had already found that special someone. They
were sitting right next to her and she wanted to reach out so badly and take them into her arms.
"Thanks Sonny," she paused. "So you and I...are we okay? From this moment on | promise not
to behave like a jackass. Well...I'll try anyway." She grinned as Sonny rolled her eyes, a faint
smile on her lips.

"Yeah, we're just fine Jack."

"So, are you sure | can't entice you to have breakfast with me?" Jack asked as she and Sonny
arrived at the blonde's car. Despite the quarrel they had this morning, she had thoroughly enjoyed
the last twenty odd hours spent with Sonny and could not bear to see it end now.

Sonny nodded, though a part of her did not want this to end. "Can | have a raincheck? | need to
get to the coffeehouse as soon as possible.”

Jack smiled as she nodded. "Yes, you can." Shoving her hands into her pockets, she looked
around the parking lot that cars were rapidly pouring into. Turning back to Sonny, she watched
as the younger woman opened the door before looking back at her, wearing a smile.

"I had a nice time with you Jack. Maybe we can do it again sometime."

"I would like that,” Jack replied as she took a step towards the smaller woman, placing a hand on
the top of the door. "May | have a little kiss before you go?" She crookedly grinned, which
Sonny found endearing. "I think it would be the perfect ending to this Disney experience."

Sonny smirked. "You don't think you've gotten enough kisses from me already?"

Jack grinned. "Nabh, ‘cause I only kissed you once and that was your cute little flat belly." Sonny
began to blush at that, which only caused Jack's grin to widen. "C'mon. Just one little itsy bitsy
kiss."

The blonde smiled as she conceded. One kiss wouldn't hurt. Placing her hands on either side of
Jack's face, she leaned up and softly kissed her lips, intending it to be brief. However, Jack
obviously had other plans as she wrapped her arms around Sonny's waist, gently pulling the
smaller woman against her body. The kiss quickly became heated as Jack gently pushed the tip
of her tongue against Sonny's lips, silently asking for entrance. Opening her mouth, the blonde



could not help but to moan as Jack's tongue invaded it. Their tongues did a little dance before
Sonny came to her senses and gently pushed away as she blushed furiously.

"You call that little???"
Jack grinned at her as she shrugged. "Sorry. | just couldn't help myself."

Sonny softly chuckled as she shook her head in bewilderment. "I best be on my way now Jack.
Hope you have a great Saturday."

"I intend to." Jack smiled, her blue eyes twinkling. "You do the same Sonny."

~—— s

Opening the door to her apartment, Sonny walked in, closing it behind her. Tossing the bag
containing the clothes she was wearing yesterday on the couch, she headed towards the kitchen
to make herself a cup of coffee before taking a shower and going over to the coffeehouse.
Walking into the kitchen, Sonny headed over to her percolator, noticing that her coffeepot was
missing.

"Looking for this?"
Feeling her heart jJump into her throat, the blonde swiftly turned around as a small yelp escaped
her. Noticing Laura calmly sitting at the kitchen table sipping a cup of coffee, Sonny groaned.

"You nearly scared me to death!"

Pouring steaming hot coffee into a mug that she had sitting on the table, Laura held it out to
Sonny as she said, "Sorry. Didn't mean to almost do that."

Walking over, Sonny accepted the cup of coffee before she took a seat in the chair across from
Laura's. Bringing the cup to her lips, she took a couple of sips from the rich brew before placing
it on the table. "How long have you been here?" she asked, looking at her girlfriend while not
being able to shake the feeling that she was quite upset.

After taking a sip of her coffee, Laura replied, "Since around three o'clock.”

Sonny's eyes opened wide. "You've been here for nearly six hours?"

Laura nodded. "Yes, | have. After | kept calling and you didn't answer the phone, | became
concerned so | drove on over. | was intending to give you a couple more hours to arrive home

before | called the police.”

"I'm sorry you were worried Laura. If I had known you would have been trying to contact me, |
would have called you to let you know where | was."



"Speaking of which, where were you anyway? | know you mentioned that you had plans, but
they took all night to finish?"

Picking up her cup, Sonny took a swallow from it, while she gathered her thoughts, before
answering, "l was at Disneyworld." She then pointed to her Disney shirt as evidence.

Laura slowly nodded as she glanced at the shirt, noticing it for the first time. "I see. Well unless
things have drastically changed, last | knew it, Disneyworld didn't stay open all night.”

"It doesn't. | was tired by the time it was evening, so | checked into one of Disney's resort and
slept there.”

"So you went to Disneyworld all by your lonesome?"

The blonde shook her head, as she automatically replied, "No, | went with Sarah.” Sonny almost
winced at her response, hoping that Laura had not called Sarah to see if she knew of her
whereabouts.

"Ah, I see." Laura nodded again, wearing an unreadable expression. "So you and she just hung
out and had fun, hmm?"

Sonny let out a relieved breath. "Yes, we did. And | would have invited you along but Sarah and
I hardly get to spend any quality together anymore because we're so busy with trying to save our
coffeehouse so | came up with the idea for us to go spend a day at Disney. By the end of the day,
we were both so wiped out from exploring and riding so much, that she and | both checked into
the Contemporary Resort."

Laura smiled at her. "I understand. She's your best friend and I know how much she means to
you. I'm glad you two had fun."

"That we did." Glancing at the clock on the wall, Sonny took another sip of her coffee before
standing and pushing her chair in. "Honey, | have to get my shower and head over to the
coffeehouse. Would you like to have dinner with me later?"

"That would be lovely."”
Sonny offered Laura a smile as she walked towards her. Leaning down, she touched her lips to
her girlfriend's, only to have the kiss end much sooner than she planned as Laura quickly broke

away. Sonny's brow furrowed in concern. "Laura, are you okay?"

The other woman as she smiled. "Yes, I'm fine. You go take your shower. I'm just going to sit
here and finish my coffee and then I'll see myself out. | have some errands to run."

Sonny briefly squeezed her shoulder. "Okay. I'll call you about dinner later today then. See you
later honey." Laura waved at her as she walked out of the kitchen. Glancing at her computer,



Sonny bypassed it, deciding that she would check her email later to see if there was anything
from Blue about why she did not make it to Disneyworld yesterday.

On entering her bedroom, Sonny closed the door behind her before she walked over to her
phone. Picking it up, she speed dialed a number as she kicked off her shoes and headed into the
bathroom, turning on the light.

"Hello?"

"Hey Sarah, this is Sonny," the blonde replied as she picked up her toothbrush and grabbed the
toothpaste out of the drawer. "Listen, | have a really big favor to ask of you."”

"Well hey girlfriend,"” Sarah said warmly. "How was Disneyworld?"

"It was great. I'll give you the details when | get to the coffeehouse.” Putting mint flavored
toothpaste on her toothbrush, Sonny placed both on the cabinet.

"Cool. So what's this favor?"

"Well when I came home...and I didn't get here until this morning because I stayed over night at
one of the Disneyworld resorts, Laura was here waiting for me. She had been wondering where |
was so | told her--pretty much without thinking that | went to Disney with you and that we
stayed at the Contemporary Resort. So if she asks or comments about it to you, would you be
willing to play along like you really did go with me?"

Sarah emitted a low whistle. "You spent the night with Blue?"
"No, no. It wasn't like that,” Sonny quickly replied as she walked over and turned on the shower
so that the water could heat up. "Nothing illicit happened. | just don't want to get into all this

with Laura. | don't know how she would take it."

"I get you. It's no problem. As far as I'm concerned you and | went to Disney yesterday and | just
walked in the door about fifteen minutes ago."”

"You're a lifesaver."
Sarah smiled into the phone. "Hey, there have been times you've covered for me. Like the times
in high school when you told my mother that | was sleeping over at your house when | was really

out with Kevin."

Sonny laughed. "I recall you also covering for me when | sneaked out of my house to meet
Cindy."

Her friend laughed as well. "Oh, yes | remember her. Cindy Noble, the head cheerleader and
your very first girlfriend."



"And | remember you were jealous of the time she and I spent together."

Sarah scoffed. "'l was not. I just plain didn't like her." She chuckled, as did Sonny. "I knew she
wasn't good enough for my best friend. Now Blue...I'm getting vibes here that she's the one."

"Oh, is that so?"

"Mmhmm. | know you're with Laura and | think she's great, but Blue is your soulmate,” Sarah
replied in a serious tone of voice. "I can't explain it, but I feel it."

"Well if we go out of business maybe you should become a psychic.”

Sarah smirked. "Ha ha. You make fun but I know. Now, I'm gonna let you go because your
shower is running and you're wasting water."

"Wow," Sonny replied in mock amazement. "You really are a psychic!"
"Shut up girl."

The blonde heartily laughed. "I love you too Sarah.”

~—— s s

Dear PG,

I'm sorry that | was unable to make it to Disneyworld yesterday. | can explain. You see, | was on
my way there when there was suddenly an accident on the freeway between a big rig and an
SUV. I was stuck in traffic for nearly two hours before | was able to get off, deciding to take the
street the rest of the way when as luck would have it my front tires blew out! Yes, tire(S)!! Both
of them! You see there were sharp pieces of broken glass in the road that | was unable to avoid.
So I had to wait for AAA to arrive and while | was waiting someone tried to mug me!

Highlighting the message, Jack pushed the delete button as she shook her head at how idiotic it
sounded. Who in their right mind would believe that? Certainly not Sonny. She was much too
intelligent. Letting out a long breath, Jack placed her fingers over the home row keys as she
thought of what to say. Finally coming up with something, she began to type.

Dear PG,

I'm sorry that | was unable to make it to Disneyworld yesterday. | could sit here and come up
with a million reasons why | wasn't there, and | almost started to do that, but I changed my mind.
I'm going to be completely honest with you. The reason that I didn't show up was because | was
scared. | do want to meet you, but at the last moment, | just couldn't bring myself to drive there.
My heart started to beat a million miles per hour and I was perspiring...in short I was a nervous
wreck and | couldn't bear for you to see me in that condition. | know that this all most likely
makes me sound like a coward and | apologize for that PG...I really do. If I hurt you, know that



I'm sorry. That is the last thing in the world that | wanted to do, because as you should know,
you mean a lot to me.

| started having all of these thoughts, wondering if | was good enough for you. What if you met
me and then didn't like me? | didn't want to take the chance of that happening so | copped out
and now | wish that I hadn't. If | could turn back the hands of time, I would have shown up. |
would have been there for you...for us and I just hope that you can find it in your heart to forgive
me someday for behaving in such a foolish manner. If you can't, | understand, but know that this
has been the best year and you'll always be in my heart. I'll cherish our friendship for the rest of
my life.

Yours truly,
Blue
Reading over the email a couple of times, Jack nodded, pleased with it. Clicking on send, she

sent the mail before logging off. Grabbing the wrapped gift laying on her desk, the tall woman
arose from her chair and headed for the front door, on her way to a certain blonde's coffeehouse.

After securing her new bicycle outside, Sonny walked into Bean There, Done That. She barely
made it through the door as Hawke, who now had lavender colored hair, hurried over, wrapping
an arm around her shoulders in greeting.

"Hey boss," the younger woman said cheerily, with a smile on her lips. "How was your big day
with the mysterious Blueyez?"

Since there currently weren't any customers, both Peter and Sarah came over as well. Pulling her
over to a table, Peter indicated for Sonny to have a seat before he took one next to her. Sarah and
Hawke took their seats in the other two chairs at the table as they gave Sonny their full attention.

"Yes," Peter stared as he reached up to adjust his glasses. "Tell us everything that happened. Was
she cute?"

"Did you two uh...do anything naughty?" Hawke asked as she wiggled her brows suggestively.
Sonny laughed as she sat back in her chair while crossing one ankle over the other underneath
the table. "Whoa guys. One question at a time," she paused in thought. "I don't know if Blue is

cute because | didn't meet her. She neglected to show up. Or if she did, | didn't see her."

"I thought you said on the phone that you would give me the details when you got here?" Sarah
asked.

Sonny nodded. "I did. I didn't want to tell you over the phone."



"She stood you up?" Hawke asked, looking angry. "How could she do that? I'm gonna email and
give her a piece of my mind.”

The blonde quickly shook her head. "No, don't do that. I'm sure there was a reasonable
explanation for Blue not showing up."

"She probably took one look at you and thought you were too beautiful. She was intimidated,"
Peter offered as he smiled at Sonny tenderly.

Leaning towards him, she kissed the man on his cheek. "Thank you Peter. That's a sweet thing to
Say."

"I don't get it." Sarah shook her head with a look of confusion on her face. "If Blue didn't show
up, then why tell Laura that you were at Disneyworld with me and that we spent the night? You
were there alone, right?"

"Not...really." As Sonny thought about what to divulge, her friends looked at her with a mix of
curiosity and interest. By the time she opened her mouth to speak, Hawke was able to do so first,
as she looked behind Sonny, wearing a distasteful expression.

"What is she doing here?" Hawke asked to no one in particular.

"Who?" Sonny asked as she looked over her shoulder, spying Jack standing in front of the door
with a present in her hand. Winking at her, Jack strolled over to the table and nodded at
everyone.

"Hello ladies," glancing at Peter she added, "and gentleman."

Hawke looked at her co-worker as she said, "You had it right the first time." She grinned at Peter
as he stuck his tongue out at her in reply.

"Hello Jack," Sarah said, sounding pleasant. "How are you?"

The woman smiled at her. "I'm doing very well and thank you for asking. How are you?"

"Doing pretty good. To what do we owe this visit?"

Jack glanced down at Sonny who was staring at the table as though she had discovered
something interesting on it. "Well actually | came to see Sonny here." Reaching out, she tapped
the blonde on her shoulder. When Sonny looked up at her, Jack winked again as she held out the
present. "Hello Sonny one. | come bearing a gift that is for you." As Sonny accepted the gift with

a quiet thanks, Jack went on to say, "I had it done this morning. | hope you like it."

Sonny smiled at her. "I'm sure I will."



Jack returned the smile as she stuck a hand in her pocket and took out a folded piece of blue
paper, which she handed to Hawke. "I don't know if you heard about it," she started, addressing
the woman, "but there is going to be a karaoke competition tonight at my coffeehouse and the
grand prize is five-thousand dollars. Second place gets twenty-five hundred and third one
thousand dollars. The audience will judge who wins, and | thought you might be interested in
participating. I know you don't like me and with good reason, but the prizes are very good, plus
there are supposed to be talent scouts there, so maybe you can be discovered."

"How did you know that I sing?" Hawke asked, as she opened the piece of paper, looking at.

"A friend of mine heard you a few weeks back. At the same time you were dancing for Sonny."
Jack attempted to keep a grin off of her lips, but failed to do so.

"Oh, that. Well, thanks for suggesting this but I don't think-"

"She'd love to participate,” Peter said, interrupting Hawke as he smiled up at Jack. "She's just
shy. We'll work on her though. What time is the competition?" he asked, ignoring the less than
pleasant look Hawke was giving him.

"It's at seven o'clock," Jack replied. "But she should be there by six-thirty so that she can register
and choose what song she's going to sing. By the way, there will be a live band playing the music
instead of using a karaoke machine. You all can feel free to come," Jack finished, directing her
last comment to Sonny.

Peter nodded. "You bet. We'll be there to give little Hawke here our support.” He gave the
woman a sweet smile, but Hawke's eyes continued to shoot daggers at him.

"Great," Jack replied. "Well | best be on my way. You guys have a wonderful day.” Looking at
Sonny she warmly smiled. "Especially you." Turning around, Jack headed towards the door and
walked out. Looking through the windows, the small group watched as she jogged across the
street and disappeared into Brew n' Paradise.

Arching an eyebrow, Sarah looked at her friend. "Especially you? What just happened here
between you two? Was it just my imagination or did anyone else sense the electricity?" Both
Peter and Hawke nodded in agreement.

"What? There's nothing,"” Sonny said a bit too defensively.

"So your rival just gave you a present for no reason at all?" Hawke inquired as she looked at the
neatly wrapped gift that sported a large gold-colored bow.

Sonny shrugged. "We're getting along better."”
"Since when?" Sarah asked.

"Since she and | spent the day at Disneyworld together,” Sonny quietly replied.



Sarah's mouth gaped as both Peter and Hawke's eyebrows rose. "Wait a second. Blueyez didn't
show up and you ended up spending the day with Jack Foster? How did that happen?"

"Well, while I was waiting for Blue, all the sudden I saw Jack heading my way. At first, she was
quite annoying and kept asking me questions about who | was waiting for. Finally, she took the
hint that | wanted her to go away so she did, but not too long later she came back with seemingly
a new attitude and two tickets to get into the park. Noticing that the person I was waiting for
most likely was not going to show, Jack came up with the idea that she and | spend the day
together, so after thinking it over | agreed, so we did."

"And the night too?" Sarah went on.

"You slept with Jack?" Hawke asked loud enough to gain the attention of several customers. She
yelped as Peter lightly kicked her leg.

"A little louder next time Hawke," he said. "Don't think they heard you in Japan!"

She frowned at him as she reached down to massage her calf. Looking at a mortified Sonny, she
apologized for her outburst.

"That's all right Hawke." Sonny smiled at her before she looked at Sarah, who was waiting for an
answer. "Yes, the night too, but not as you might think. Nothing happened. We slept in separate
beds. We would have went home last night, but I fell asleep while she was in the shower."

"Is there a particular reason why she couldn't bathe at home?" Peter inquired.

Settling back in her seat, Sonny began to tell her friends what happened on the riverboat and the
events that followed it. Sarah, Hawke, and Peter listened avidly, Peter having to get up once
when a customer came in. Sonny waited until he came back to the table before she continued her
story. When she was done, Sarah scooted her chair over and hugged the woman tightly as a few
tears arose in her eyes.

"Hey, what's wrong?" Sonny softly asked her as she stroked her friend's back.

Letting go of Sonny, Sarah leaned back as she accepted a napkin that Hawke held out to her.
Dabbing at her eyes, she said, "I almost lost my best friend yesterday and | didn't even know it
until now. I don't know what I'd do without you. Thank goodness Jack was able to get to you in
time."

Gently taking one of Sarah's hands in her own, Sonny gave it a light squeeze. "I'm just fine now,
sweetie."”

Sarah smiled at her. "I know."



Peter smiled at them both. "Aaw, now this is a Kodak moment," he said, causing them all to
chuckle. A few moments later, he asked Hawke what she was going to sing that night for the
karaoke competition.

"What makes you think I'm going? I'd be walking right into the enemy's camp."

"Enemy's camp?" Peter started. "Girl what do you think this is? Vietnam?" He pointed across the
street. "That is not the enemy's camp. It's a coffeehouse. And Jack Foster is not the enemy. Sure,
she can be infuriating with wanting to put Sarah and Sonny out of business and all, but we just
found out that she can be a decent and kind person. So I'm willing to give her the benefit of the
doubt and I think it would be a good idea if you did as well. Plus, it was very nice of her to
mention that competition thing to you and I think you stand a good chance of winning because
from hearing it on numerous occasions, | know that you have a beautiful voice."

Hawke was almost speechless. "Peter, | do think that is the kindest thing you've ever said to me.
Thank you," she finished softly.

He smiled. "So you'll do it?"

Taking a deep breath and then letting it out slowly, Hawke nodded. "What the heck? Yeah, I'll do
it."

~—— s s

Closing the door to the office behind her, Sonny walked over to her desk and took a seat, placing
the present from Jack on the table. Booting up her computer, she waited until it finished before
she started the process of logging onto the Internet so that she could check her email. Hopefully,
there would be something from Blue that would explain yesterday. Moments later, Sonny
breathed a sigh of relief as she noticed an email from the woman with the heading "Apology."
Opening the email, she began to read the message.

After reading over Blue's email twice, Sonny felt the tears in her eyes as she clicked the reply
button. Sitting back in her chair, she thought of what to say for a few minutes before she started
to type her response.

Dearest Blue,

Though, | admit that | was hurt by your absence yesterday, | understand what you were going
through, and there is no need for you to apologize. We all have fears and doubts, but you must
know that there is no chance that | would ever reject you. | know without a doubt, that | would
like you...I already do very much (smile). You mean a lot to me as well, and nothing could ever
change the way | feel about you.

S0, our meeting can just be postponed until you are truly ready, okay? You just let me know the
place and time and | will be there (smile). If you would like to talk on the phone first we can do



that. My home phone number is 555-4342. Feel free to give me a ring any ole' time ;) Well I'm
writing this at work, so | better get going now. I'll talk with you soon. Take care, Blue.

~PG~

After hitting the send button and then logging off, Sonny observed her present, wondering what
was inside. Well, there is only one way to find out, the young woman thought as she picked it up.
Gently removing the golden bow, she started to take off the gift-wrap as neatly as she could.
Quickly growing impatient, Sonny ripped the paper off, anxious to discover what awaited her
inside. She started to smile as the last piece of paper fell to the floor and she saw what it was.
This was a spectacular gift.

In her hands, Sonny held a beautifully crafted 8X10 Mikasa frame with a photograph of she and
Jack at Disneyworld. They had taken this picture in front of Cinderella's castle at the Magic
Kingdom, right after Jack purchased her camera. In the photograph, Jack was standing behind
Sonny with her arms loosely wrapped around the smaller woman's shoulders. Their cheeks were
pressed together as they smiled brightly for the camera.

Smiling more, Sonny placed the picture on her desk before sitting back in her chair, crossing one
leg over the other as she observed it. Without fully knowing why it was so important to her to do
so, the blonde knew that she would cherish this picture of she and Jack forever. After looking at
the photograph for a few minutes while deep in thought, Sonny sat upright in her chair, turning
to her computer. Since she was at work, she might as well do some.

Walking into the crowded coffeehouse, Laura and Sonny searched around for a place to sit, when
they suddenly noticed Peter and Sarah waving them over to a table that was near the stage where
the live band was currently setting up their equipment. Smiling in some relief, the two women
made their way to the table, exchanging hugs with Peter and Sarah before all four took their
seats. Looking around, Sonny asked her friends if Hawke had yet to arrive. Glancing at her
watch, she noted that it was a quarter to seven o'clock.

Peter shook his head as he replied, "Not unless we missed her. The contest will be starting pretty
soon. | hope she didn't get cold feet." He looked towards the door expectantly.

Sarah chuckled. "Hawke nervous? No, never. If she doesn't make it, it's because she's too
stubborn to come in here because she deems Jack the ‘enemy’," she paused. "But I think she'll
come. I've never known Hawke to break a promise and she said she would come, so she will."

Just as the other three nodded in agreement, Hawke walked through the front entrance wearing
an attractive looking mid-thigh length cornflower blue dress with spaghetti straps. Finding her
friends sitting at a table near the front conversing, Hawke took in a deep breath as she began to
walk towards them in a pair of one-inch high heels that matched her dress perfectly. As she
neared the table, Peter looked up noticing her for the first time as a look of surprise appeared on



his face. Standing, the man moved towards Hawke, starting to brilliantly smile, as he looked her
up and down appreciatively, a low whistle escaping his lips.

"Well hello sexy girl," he said, kissing both of her cheeks softly, careful not to disturb the light
dusting of make-up he noticed there. "Don't you clean up nice." Peter winked at her, wearing a
wide grin. Hawke rolled her eyes playfully in return.

"From you I'll take that as a compliment,” she said, her voice filled with amusement. Looking
behind Peter, she waved at the trio sitting at the table. All of them looked just as surprised as
Peter had. "Gee guys. A girl puts on a dress, adds a little make-up, and reverts back to her natural
blonde hair color and ya'll act like she walked in with a complete face-lift and boob job."

"You look beautiful,” Sarah said, being the first of them to speak up. "Wow...we've just never
seen you so..." She looked at Laura and Sonny for help.

"So dressed up before,” Sonny added as she smiled up at Hawke. "1 should have brought my
camera so | could take a picture.”

Nodding, Hawke grinned at her. "Yeah, you should have, ‘cause | don't plan on playing dress up
very often." She glanced around at the growing crowd. "There sure are a lot of people here..."

"Nervous?" Peter asked her.

Looking at him, Hawke shook her head. "Nah." She smiled brightly. "You know I thrive on
having an audience. The more the merrier. Do ya'll know where | sign up?"

"Over there," Peter replied as he pointed towards a small table set up by the stage. "What are you
going to sing?"

"You'll soon find out." Winking at him, Hawke headed towards the table to register.

Meanwhile, as she casually leaned against the bar, Jack observed Sonny as she tried to ignore the
jealousy she felt over Laura being there. At that moment, Jack wished that she could trade places
with Laura so that she could have the opportunity to be close to Sonny. Raising a cup to her lips,
Jack took a sip of strongly brewed coffee as she kept her eyes on the blonde near the stage. A
smile curved her lips, as she saw Sonny laugh at something one of her friend's must have said.
She had a wonderful laugh. Heck, everything about Sonny was wonderful.

So involved was she at admiring Sonny, that Jack never noticed when Leslie sneaked up behind
her and lightly squeezed her firm rear-end. Swiftly turning around so that she could deck the
creep who surely must have had a death wish, Jack grinned when she saw Leslie standing there,
wearing a satisfied expression.

"Oh, it's you," Jack said as she put her cup down before sharing a brief yet tender embrace with
the other woman. "'l was about to punch your lights out.” She grinned again.



Leslie chuckled. "Yes, | saw the anger in those baby blues. For a moment there | thought you
were gonna go through with it. 1 was prepared to duck."

Jack laughed. "Nabh, you're too purty to hit." She winked at Leslie before glancing behind her as
though expecting so see someone in particular there. "I'm glad you could make it tonight. Chloe
didn't come with you, did she?" Jack had been hoping that she would. She had not spoken with
her sister since the night she moved out of their home. Every time that she called Leslie's house,
Chloe either was not there, or she did not care to speak to her.

Leslie shook her head, hating to see the disappointed expression on Jack's face. "No, she said that
she had other plans.” Slowly nodding, Jack picked up her cup and took a sip, her eyes filled with
sadness that she was attempting to conceal. Reaching out, Leslie squeezed her shoulder gently.
"Hey, she'll come around. I know that she misses you terribly though I'll be damned if I can get
her to admit that. It's obvious to me that she does."

Looking at her friend, Jack gave her a faint smile. "Yeah, we Fosters can be quite stubborn.” She
glanced at her watch. "Almost show time," she remarked, looking at Leslie playfully. "You going
to participate?”

"Have you ever known me to sing?" Leslie laughed richly. "I can do a lot of things, but none of
them include singing,” she paused thoughtfully as she glanced in the direction of the stage. "So,
are you going to tell me who you were looking at all googily-eyed before I interrupted you?"
Jack stared at her blankly. "You know what I'm talking about Jack. | know that look you were
wearing quite well. You used to give it to me." She grinned. "'fess up."

Jack shrugged. "You obviously misread my expression. | was merely observing the crowd. I'm
pleased with the turnout.”

"No, no." Leslie wagged a finger at her. "Your eyes were fixated on one person near the stage."
She looked towards the stage again, for the first time noticing the people from the coffeehouse
across the street. "Well, well, well..." Leslie looked back at Jack, one eyebrow arched in interest.
"Could it be that you have the hots for one of the Bean There, Done That clan?"

Jack snorted as if that was the silliest thing she had ever heard. "I don't have the hots for
anyone."

"I thought you were in love?"

"l am," Jack admitted. "But that doesn't mean I'm in love with Sarah or Sonny."
"Doesn't mean that you're not either. So...which is it?" Leslie asked.

Jack arched in eyebrow. "What business is it of yours anyway?"

"It's not any of my business,” Leslie quickly replied. "But I'm still interested in knowing. | won't
tell anyone. You can confide in me."”



Sighing, Jack glanced over her shoulder towards Sonny before she looked back at the woman
standing before her waiting for an answer. "Sonny."

"Does she know?"

Jack shook her head. "She knows that I like her, but not that I...well that I love her." It was the
first time that she had admitted it to anyone and it felt awesome to do so. "I would tell her, but
she has a girl-" Ceasing to speak, a thought came to Jack as she glanced over to Sonny again
before looking at Leslie while trying to keep a smile that would make the average person
suspicious, off of her face. "Hey Leslie, how would you like to meet your idol?"

Leslie frowned slightly in confusion, wondering why Jack changed the subject so quickly. "My
idol?"

Nodding, Jack said, "Yes. Don't you adore Laura Scott?" Without waiting for a reply, Jack
turned around and pointed towards the table where Laura was. ""She's right there. You should
introduce yourself." She faintly grinned, noticing Leslie's now delighted expression. "I'd be more
than happy to introduce you to her, if you want me to."

Another frown creasing her brow, Leslie began to smirk as she turned to Jack, placing her hands
on her hips.

"What?"

"You know what Jack. | can see exactly what you are up to. Well I refuse to be apart of it. If
you're planning on trying to break them up, then fine, but I will not participate in making that
happen. | am not nor have I ever been a home-wrecker."

"Whoa, | just wanted to introduce you because | know you like Laura Scott and her columns so
much. You may not ever get this opportunity again,” Jack replied, trying to look as innocent as
she could. However, by the expression on Leslie's face, she wasn't buying it. "I'm not trying to

break them up."

"I don't believe you."”

Jack shrugged indifferently. "Okay, then. Don't go over and meet her then. Doesn't make me any
difference whether you do or don't. It was just an idea.” She glanced at her watch, noting that it
was a couple minutes passed seven. "I've got to get going. You wanna talk after the
competition?"

Leslie nodded. "Sure. We can share a cup of coffee. Before you go on stage, will you escort me
over to their table?"

A small grin crossed Jack's lips. "Thought you didn't want to go over?"



"Never said | didn't, just said | refused to be a home-wrecker. I still want to meet her though."
Reaching up, Leslie quickly ran her fingertips through her dark hair, though every strand was
already in its correct place. "Will you take me?"

Jack nodded, smiling as she slipped an arm through Leslie's. "I'd be delighted to. Let's go."

Moving through the throng of people, Jack and Leslie made it to their destination where Sonny,
Sarah, Laura, Hawke, and Peter were seated chatting. Smiling at them all, Jack informed the
small group that she was delighted they came. Looking at Laura, she said, "Hello Ms. Scott.
Long time no see. My friend here has been dying to meet you. She's a huge fan of your columns
in Climax magazine."

Before Jack could go on, Laura stood up and outstretched a hand to Leslie. "Hello. It is so good
to finally meet you," she said warmly as the two of them shook hands. "You're Leslie Antigone,
correct?"

Wearing a surprised expression, Leslie nodded. "Why yes | am. How did you know that?"

"I know a couple of businessmen who have required your assistance in the past and they've
remarked on how great a consultant you are. Ever since finding that out, I've sort of kept track of
some of your work and I've seen pictures of you from time to time. Been meaning to give you
call. I would love to do an article on you if you're interested."

Leslie had an almost shy look on her face now as she desperately tried not to blush. "Oh, what |
do is nothing special,” she modestly replied.

"Are you kidding?" Jack spoke up as she wrapped an arm around the woman's shoulders. "You're
a miracle worker. You played a major role in making Brew n' Paradise what it is today." Smiling
at Leslie, who returned it with quiet thanks, Jack gave her a light squeeze before letting go.
"Now you two get better acquainted. | need to get on stage.” Looking around the table at
everyone, her gaze lingering on Sonny a few seconds longer than anyone else, Jack said, "I hope
you guys enjoy the show. Hawke, good luck to you."

"Thank you Jack," Hawke replied, making an effort to be pleasant. Perhaps the Conqueror wasn't
so bad after all.

The other woman winked at her, smiling. "You're welcome."

Nearly an hour later, the karaoke contest was almost over as Jack went up on the stage in order to
introduce the next singer, which was to be Hawke. After she performed, there would be two
more people and then it was time for the audience to cast their votes by applauding. The three
performers that received the loudest applause would be the winners.



Standing next to the stage, Hawke took deep relaxing breaths as she waited for Jack to call her.
Just before she was about to address the audience, Jack glanced down at Hawke and gave her an
encouraging smile, which did help to calm the younger woman's nerves though she would not
admit that to anyone in a million years.

Glancing down at a small card in her hand where notes were written, Jack spoke into the
microphone, "Our next performer is an aspiring singer who loves to listen to mostly an type of
music, dance, and hang out with her friends. Let's hear it for Nicole Sanders singing "Here With
Me."

As the crowd began to clap enthusiastically, Hawke walked up the few steps leading to the stage
and strolled over to the microphone. Fixing the microphone so that it was at the correct height for
Hawke, Jack briefly patted the young woman on her back before she left the stage. Looking out
over the now silenced crowd, Hawke took a deep breath before she glanced behind her to the
waiting band. Giving them a signal that she was ready, the band started playing the music as the
lights in the coffeehouse dimmed and there was a soft blue light emanating the stage. Wrapping a
hand around the microphone, Hawke closed her eyes as she let the music and words carry her
away.

| didn't hear you leave, | wonder how am I still here And | don't want to move a thing, It might
change my memory Oh I am what | am, I'll do what | want, but | can't hide And | won't go, |
won't sleep, | can't breathe, until you're resting here with me And | won't leave, and | can't hide,
| cannot be, until you're resting here with me I don't wanna call my friends, They might wake me
from this dream And I can't leave this bed, Risk forgetting all that's been

Oh I am what I am, I'll do what I want, but I can't hide And | won't go, | won't sleep, And I can't
breathe, until you're resting here with me And 1 won't leave, and | can't hide, | cannot be, until
you're resting here

And | won't go, and | won't sleep

And | can't breathe, until you're resting here with me

And I won't leave, and | can't hide

| cannot be, until you're resting here with me

Oh I am what | am

I'll do what I want, but I can't hide

And | won't go, | won't sleep

And | can't breathe, until you're resting here with me

And | won't leave, and | can't hide



| cannot be, until you're resting here

And | won't go, and | won't sleep

And | can't breathe, until you're resting here with me
And | won't leave, and | can't hide

I cannot be, until you're resting here with me...

Opening her eyes, Hawke smiled as the crowd cheered some even giving her a standing ovation.
Taking a small bow, she started to leave the stage, smiling at Jack who gave her a wink as they
passed one another. Making her way to the table where her friends were, Hawke endured hugs
from Sonny, Sarah, Peter, Laura, and even Leslie. All of them congratulated her, as she took a
seat between Peter and Sarah.

"You did wonderfully," Peter said, smiling much like a proud father would.

Hawke smiled at him. "Thank you very much.” Gratefully accepting a tall glass of raspberry iced
tea given to her by Sonny, Hawke took a large gulp from it, finding that she was thirsty.

All six turned their attention towards the stage as the next performer came on the stage after
being introduced. Not ten minutes later, Jack was back on the stage after the last two singers
were through. She was about to ask all of the karaoke contestants to come on stage so that the
audience could vote when Leslie chose that moment to stand up and loudly announce that Jack
should sing before the voting proceeded.

Arching an eyebrow in her direction, Jack motioned Leslie to sit down, but the woman remained
standing with a broad mischievous smile on her lips. "Come on Jack," Leslie started. "Why don't
you sing for us? | know you have a beautiful voice."

"I can't take part in the contest,” Jack replied, trying to come up with an excuse. There was no
way that she was going to sing in front of this large crowd of people.

Leslie continued wearing that smile. "I didn't expect you to. Just sing for the entertainment
value." When Jack shook her head negatively, she ran up on the stage and plucked the
microphone out of her hand. Turning towards the audience, Leslie spoke into it, "Ladies and
gentleman, | don't think that this evening would be complete if Jack here didn't grace us with her
lovely vocal abilities.” Glancing at the perturbed woman, Leslie winked at her before continuing,
"So please give it up for Jack Foster!" The crowd began to cheer and clap as Leslie started
repeating Jack’s name like it was her mantra. Moments later, the audience caught on and soon
just about everyone one in the coffeehouse was cheering her name. Even the small group from
Bean There, Done That was participating.

Looking around the large room, Jack felt her defenses crumbling. Never having heard her name
being shouted repeatedly, she had to admit that it gave her a small thrill. Sighing in defeat, Jack



put out her hand for the microphone, which Leslie gladly gave her before kissing her cheek and
exiting the stage. Walking towards the band, Jack inquired if they knew the song that she wanted
to sing. After finding that they did, she pulled a vacant stool to the front of the stage and took a
seat as silence fell over the audience. Indicating for the band to start, Jack tapped her foot the
beat of the music as she lifted the microphone to her lips. Glancing in Sonny's direction, she
waited until the correct moment and then started singing.

That old dog has chained you up all right

Give you everything you need

To live inside a twisted cage Sleep beside an empty rage | had a dream | was your hero

Damn, | wish | was your lover I'd rock you till the daylight comes Make sure you are smiling and
warm | am everything Tonight I'll be your mother I'll do such things to ease your pain Free your
mind and you won't feel ashamed

This monkey can't stand to see you black and blue I give you something sweet each time you
Come inside my jungle book What is it just too good Don't say you'll stay 'Cause then you'll go
away

Damn, | wish | was your lover I'd rock you till the daylight comes Make sure you are smiling and
warm | am everything Tonight I'll be your mother I will do such things to ease your pain Free

your mind and you won't feel ashamed

Shucks, for me there is no other You're the only shoe that fits | can't imagine I'll grow out of it
Damn, | wish | was your lover

If I was your girl believe me I'd turn on the Rolling Stones We could groove along and feel much
better

Let me in...mmmm | could do it forever and ever and ever and ever Give me an hour to kiss you
Walk through heaven's door, I'm sure We don't need no doctor to feel much better Let me in

Forever and ever and ever and ever ...

| sat on the mountainside with peace of mind And I lay by the ocean making love to her With
visions clear Walked for days with no one near And | return as chained and bound to you

Damn, I wish | was your lover I'd rock you till the daylight comes Make sure you are smiling and
warm | am everything Tonight I'll be your mother

I'll do such things to ease your pain Free your mind and you won't feel ashamed

Shucks, for me there is no other You're the only shoe that fits | can't imagine I'll grow out of it
Damn, I wish | was your lover



Open up

I'm gonna come inside

I'm gonna fill you up

| wanna make you cry

Damn, wish I was your lover

I'm on the subway and I'm comin' up town

Damn, | wish | was your lover

Standing on the street corner

Waiting for my life to change

Damn, | wish | was your lover

And I'm feelin' like a schoolboy

Too shy and too young

Damn, I wish I was your lover...

As the crowd loudly applauded Jack's performance, Sonny sat completely stunned with a
crimson shade covering her cheeks. She had the distinct feeling that Jack had been singing
directly to her, since the majority of the time she sang the line "damn, | wish I was your lover"
she glanced at Sonny with a small smile on her lips. Closing her eyes for a moment, Sonny shook

her head. Jack, what in the world was that all about?

When she opened her eyes, Sonny was greeted with curious looks from Sarah and Peter, which
caused her blush to grow even deeper. "What?" she quietly asked.

"Could have just been my imagination,” Peter started, "but it appeared that Jack was serenading
yo- Ouch!" Peter frowned as he looked over to Hawke, who had just kicked him in the leg.

Hawke appeared to be quite pleased with herself as she gave the man a saccharinely sweet smile.
"Got you back," she mouthed before getting up and walking towards the stage after Jack
announced for all of the performers to come there so that the voting could start.

Turning to her girlfriend, Sonny apologized as she took one of Laura's hands in her own.

"What for? It's no big deal. I'm sure there are a million women who would want to be your lover,
but you're mine." Laura smiled at her tenderly. "Right?"



Sonny smiled back as she pushed the thoughts of Jack singing to her and the kiss they shared
earlier that day out of her mind. "Always and forever."

"So Hawke, now that you've won the grand prize of five-thousand dollars, what are you gonna
do now?" Peter asked as he pretended he held a microphone in his hand.

Hawke smiled at him broadly as she stated, "I'm gonna pay bills!" She laughed as did her friends.
Hawke felt the adrenaline coursing through her veins as she gazed at her trophy for what must
have been the thousandth time since Jack presented it and a check to her ten minutes ago. Never
in her life had she won anything. Hearing someone call her real name, Hawke turned around to
notice a man in his mid-thirties briskly walking towards her. After warmly shaking her hand and
congratulating her, he reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a business card, which he
handed to the young woman.

"Nicole, I'm not sure if you're interested in pursuing a career in music, but if you ask me you
have the voice to do so. I'm Dell Holiday from Olympus Records, and we would love to strike a
deal with you."

"Olympus Records?" Hawke repeated as Dell nodded. The name was most definitely familiar. As
far as she knew, Olympus was a relatively new music company, but they were steadily growing.
Hawke smiled as she observed the business card. This night was just getting better and better.
She had dreamed of being a music artist and now it seemed like her dream would become a
reality. "Mr. Holiday-"

He smiled at her. "Dell please hon."

Hawke returned the smile. "Dell, I am very much interested.” She chuckled. "Guess | might need
an agent."”

Hurrying over to Hawke, Leslie wrapped an arm around the younger woman's shoulders as she
winked at her. "You've got one." Looking at Dell, she smiled at him as she reached out a hand to
shake his. "Hello Dell. I'm Leslie Antigone, Nicole's agent."

"It's a pleasure to meet you Leslie," Dell replied.

"You're an agent?" Hawke asked.

Leslie smiled at her. "Well no not really. I'm just a business consultant, but the way | see it that's
not much different from being an agent. | feel compelled to offer my services and | believe that |

can do a great job. My fee is cheap. I'll work for free."

Hawke grinned. "You're hired."



As Laura and Sonny stood up to leave, the blonde glanced in Jack's direction. The other woman
was sitting at the bar sipping some type of beverage from a cup. Coming to a decision, Sonny
asked Laura to wait for her in the car. Without inquiring why, Laura merely nodded before she
headed out of the coffeehouse alone. After Laura exited the door, Sonny walked over to Jack and
took the vacant seat next to hers. Looking up, Jack gave her a welcoming smile that almost
proved to calm any anger that Sonny felt. Almost was the key word here.

"Jack, you want to tell me what that was all about?" the blonde asked as she lightly drummed her
fingers on the bar top.

The smile slipped from Jack's face as she suddenly noticed that Sonny was upset. "What what
was all about?"

"Damn, | wish | was your lover."

Jack grinned. "Tell me something I don't know."

Sonny rolled her eyes. "You're not funny," she said, though she was trying to hold back a
chuckle. How could someone be infuriating and amusing at the same time? "Please be serious,"

Sonny said pleadingly.

Looking at her silently for a few moments, Jack raised her cup and took a sip before setting it
back down on the bar. "You didn't like my singing?"

"Yes, | did. You sing beautifully, Jack. I just wish that you wouldn't have sung to me. | mean my
girlfriend was sitting right there..."

One dark eyebrow rose. "You think I was singing to you?"

"It was obvious that you were. Everyone sitting at the table | was at knew it." Sonny looked Jack
straight in her eyes. "Do you deny it?"

"NO_"

Sonny slowly nodded as she ignored the butterflies in her stomach. "Could you please not do that
again? It was very uncomfortable considering that Laura was sitting there watching you as you
did it."

Jack nodded. "Sure. I didn't mean any harm." She smiled crookedly at the other woman. "I guess
| have a tiny crush on you and | just felt like singing you a song and that seemed like the perfect
one to express myself. | promise I won't do it again though. It was rude and disrespectful to
Laura." She glanced around the coffeehouse. "Where is she? I'll apologize."

Sonny shook her head as she laid a hand on Jack's knee before realizing what she was doing and
quickly removing it. "It's okay. You don't have to apologize to her."



Glancing down at her knee, Jack wished that petite hand were still there. "Are you sure?"

"I'm sure.” Getting to her feet, Sonny said, "I must be on my way now, Jack," she paused as a
thought came to mind. "Oh, and thank you for the wonderful gift" She smiled. "It's on my desk
now."

Jack smiled at her. "I'm glad you liked it."
"And thank you for what you did for Hawke."

A thoughtful expression appeared on the other woman's face. "Are you talking about getting her
involved in the karaoke competition?"

Sonny gave her a knowing look. "No, I'm referring to Dell Holiday."
"Oh, that. Well that had nothing to do with me. He witnessed her performance and saw talent."”

"Yes," Sonny replied, "but I'm sure you had something to do with him coming here tonight. Now
no matter what happens with Bean There, Done That Sarah and | don't have to worry about
Hawke. She seems to be in good hands because of you." When Jack just looked at her blankly,
Sonny tenderly kissed her cheek. "Pretending like you don't know what I'm talking about makes
what you did that much sweeter."

Jack gave her a terrific smile. "I'm glad | got to see you tonight."”

"Likewise." The blonde then fell silent as a thought came to mind. Outwardly wincing, she
leaned towards Jack whispering in her ear, "How is your crotch?"

Grinning at her, Jack replied, "Sweetheart after that sweet little kiss you just gave me, how do
you think it is?" She wiggled her eyebrows up and down in a comical fashion, causing Sonny to
both blush and chuckle in the same moment. Shaking her head, Sonny informed Jack that she
was very bad. Grinning yet again, the taller woman asked, "But you wouldn't have me any other
way now would you?"

A faint grin appeared on Sonny's lips. "I guess not, because then you wouldn't be you," she
paused in thought. "And | basically like you."

Jack laughed richly. "You basically like me?" Sonny nodded, fully grinning now. "Okay. | can
accept basically,” Jack said, laughing again. "For now anyway." Somewhat sobering, she went
on saying, "As for my crotch...well..." Looking up at Sonny, she whispered, "let's just say |
shouldn't go out and ride a horse."

"Oh, Jack I'm sorry | did that," Sonny replied with an apologetic look.

Jack waved a hand in dismissal. "Aw, it's okay. | deserved it." She grinned up at Sonny. "I've
learned my lesson about trying to have my way with a sleeping woman."



Green eyes rolled playfully. "Okay, I've kept Laura waiting long enough. | must be on my way.
You have a great evening, Jack. Goodnight."”

Jack smiled at her warmly. "You too Sonny. Goodnight.” Turning around, Sonny headed towards
the exit as Jack watched her go until she disappeared into the night.

As she returned to the suite, Laura quietly closed and locked the door behind her. She moved in
the direction of the bedroom with a small bag in her hand that contained the tube of cherry lip
balm that Sonny had sent her to purchase from the gift shop in the lobby. Opening the door,
Laura was greeted by a multitude of lit candles strategically placed around the bedroom. Soft
music played from the stereo as a bottle of champagne chilled in a bucket. So this was why
Sonny had been so desperate to have that lip balm. She wanted Laura out of the way while she
put all of this together.

Starting to slowly smile, Laura closed the door just as the door leading to the bathroom opened
and Sonny came out. Her girlfriend's jaw nearly dropped to the floor as she took in the blonde.

Sonny looked absolutely delicious to say the least as she stood with hands on her hips about six
feet away from Laura, wearing a sexy little grin on her face.

Desire filled eyes traveled up and down Sonny's body, taking in the thigh high stockings, lace
garter belts, thong panties, and a one size too small lacy bra that left little to the imagination.
Well...the whole ensemble left little to the imagination. Since everything she had on was white,
Sonny resembled a wanton angel. Laura grinned as her libido increased by the second. She
watched as Sonny wordlessly walked over to the champagne bucket and took out an ice cube.
Raising an eyebrow in curiosity, Laura wondered what she was intending to do with it, as the
blonde headed towards her, still wearing that sexy grin.

"Like what you see, Laura?" Sonny inquired in a seductive voice, as she stood close enough to
her girlfriend, that Laura could detect a vanilla scent emanating from her body. She smelled
heavenly.

The other woman nodded dumbly, finding that her voice was gone. Half expecting that she might
be drooling, Laura reached up and quickly wiped the back of her hand across her mouth.

Sonny's grin widened as she took a step closer, her body brushing against Laura's. "Does the cat
have your tongue, Love?" Putting her lips against her girlfriend's ear, she heatedly whispered,
"May | have it?" Before Laura could give any type of response, Sonny captured her lips in a
passionate kiss. Both women softly moaned in pleasure as the blonde's tongue slipped between
Laura's lips to playfully duel with her own. As she slid her tongue along her girlfriend's, Sonny's
hands moved down to cup her cheeks, giving them a gentle squeeze, which caused Laura to
moan loudly.



Ending the kiss, Sonny looked up into Laura's eyes as she softly said, "It's been so long since
we've made love. Let me make love to you tonight.” Kissing Laura tenderly on the lips, Sonny
brought around the hand that held the ice cube. Lightly tracing the ice cube along Laura's parted
lips, she then slid it down the woman's neck as Laura softly panted. Causing more moans to
escape her girlfriend, Sonny followed the wet trail that the ice cube left with her warm tongue,
making tiny swirls on her way down Laura’s neck. Just as Sonny began to gently nibble and suck
on her neck, Laura took a couple of steps back as she ran a hand through her hair in frustration.

"I'm sorry...Sonny I can't do this." Wearing an expression of confusion, the blonde allowed
herself to be led over to the king-sized bed by Laura. As both women took their seats on the end
of the bed, Laura turned so that she was facing Sonny. "I know that we came here to Panama
City for the weekend so that we could rekindle what we once had, but it's over," she slightly
paused. "We're over."

The confused expression on Sonny's face grew deeper. "What do you mean we're over? | thought
everything was going well..."

Laura quickly nodded in agreement. "It has. Ever since we arrived yesterday, I've been having
fun with you, but in the back of my mind has been this doubt that | can't get rid of no matter how
hard I try to."

"What doubt?"

Laura stared into saddened green eyes a few moments before she offered a reply. "The doubt that
you and I aren't meant to be." As Sonny opened her mouth to say something, Laura quickly
pressed two fingers to her lips. When the blonde closed her mouth, Laura removed them before
softly saying, "I know." By the look on her face, she must have expected Sonny to understand
what she knew, but the younger woman hadn't the faintest idea.

"I don't understand.”" Sonny shook her head. "What do you know?"

Laura's eyes were now full of sadness. "I know that your heart belongs to another. Deep down
I've known for weeks, I just couldn't...didn't want to admit it. I love you so much Sonny, and I
don't want to lose you, but I don't want to be with you knowing that you are thinking of and
loving someone else. That's not fair to either of us. Don't you agree?"

"No, | don't agree," Sonny replied while shaking her head. "I don't know where you're getting
this all from. You're the only one for me. I love you and only you."

Tears brimming in her eyes, Laura wiped them away. "I do believe you want to love me, but I
don't want it to be something that you are trying to do. Loving someone should not take a lot of
effort. You just do."

Dropping the ice cube that was numbing her fingertips, Sonny placed a hand on either side of
Laura's face as she looked deeply into her eyes. "Listen to me Laura. | do love you and that will
never change. My heart couldn't possibly belong to anyone else because you have it."



"Why are you trying so hard to make this work?" Laura quietly asked as she reached up and
gently removed Sonny's hands from her face.

"Because | love you!" Sonny shouted, quite sure that if anyone was in the suite next to theirs,
that they heard the admission loud and clear. "I don't understand what is going on here. One
minute we're about to make love and in the next, you're accusing me of loving someone else.
You're the one who has been distant lately. | feel like I've been trying to get close to you only to
be constantly pushed away. If anyone should be saying that someone's heart belongs to another,
that person should be me."”

"Oh, Sonny," Laura said in a sad tone of voice, "there is no one else on this earth that | rather be
with. But I've come to realize that there is someone else for you and | wish you nothing but
happiness. I really do."

Sonny briefly covered her face with her hands as she shook her head, thinking that this had to be
a nightmare that she would soon awaken from. Lowering her hands, she looked at Laura. "Where
is all this coming from? I'm so confused.”

"A few weeks ago, | did something that I'm still ashamed of, though in a way I'm glad that | went
through with it."

"What's that?"

"Well," Laura started as she took a deep breath, "I was starting to notice that you seemed to be
changing. [ don't know..." She shook her head. "You seemed distracted, Sonny. Even when you
were with me, it felt as though I was alone. Like you had other things...other people on your
mind, so | grew suspicious of your time on your computer. | just had this feeling that your
change in behavior stemmed from the computer, so one day when you were getting ready to log
on, | made sure to watch what keys you pressed so that | would know your password," pausing,
Laura noticed that the expression on Sonny's face hadn't changed. "A couple days later | was at
home and decided to log on under your screen name. Doing so, | checked your old emails and
found quite a few you had written and received from a woman named Blueyez. | read a few of
them and found that you and she were supposed to meet for the first time at Disneyworld on the
last Friday in September. | tried to tell myself that you and she were just friends, although some
of the things said in your emails were a little too friendly for my taste, but it wasn't until last
Friday when you went to meet her that | knew the whole truth. She's more than just your friend,"
Laura finished in a near whisper.

"No," Sonny shook her head, a thousand thoughts racing through her mind. "That's not true. Blue
and | have always been just friends. Maybe some of the things said made us appear closer than
we are, but a friend is all she ever was and all she'll ever be."

"I gave you a chance to tell me the truth, but you didn't do it," Laura went on as though she had
not heard what Sonny just said. "Remember when you called me the Saturday before last, asking
me out for a date?"



Nodding mutely, the blonde waited for her to continue.

"I said | was busy, but then I asked you if you wanted to go out Friday, knowing that you were
supposed to meet Blueyez then. | just wanted to see what you'd say and you merely replied that
you had plans. If she's just your friend, then why didn't you tell me? I wouldn't have minded you
meeting someone that you chat with online. I just would have cautioned you to do it in a public
place. Why did you feel the need to hide it from me?"

Sonny bit on her lower lip nervously. "I didn't know how you'd feel about that.”
"Only one way to find out,” Laura quietly replied. "Tell me."”

"I know and I'm so sorry. I'll never keep anything from you again. | promise. Blue is just a
friend. | swear Laura.”

"Just a friend..." Laura faintly chuckled humorlessly. "Just a friend that you spent the night with,
Sonny?" she asked, looking straight into the other woman's eyes. "I called you Friday night a few
times to see if you were home and you never answered the phone. | then came over, hoping that
I'd find you asleep and that you just hadn't heard it ringing but you weren't there. | tried not to
panic as | waited for the front door to open and finally you came waltzing in the next morning.
I'm not sure if you even realized it, but when you walked into the kitchen, you had a slight smile
on your face, so I figured that you must have had a really good time with Blue." When Sonny
opened her mouth to speak, Laura quickly held up a hand, stopping her. "'l asked you where you
had been and you looked me straight in the eyes and lied to me, telling me that you had been
with Sarah at Disneyworld and that you two were tired and spent the night at a resort. You might
have spent the night there, but you were not with Sarah," Laura said in a slightly less than calm
voice.

Opening her mouth to speak, Sonny found that she was speechless, so she quickly shut it. She
felt like the villain that had just been unmasked in one of those Scooby Doo cartoons. Laura had
definitely done her homework, and Sonny could not blame her for the way she was thinking. If
the shoe were on the other foot, she would have been thinking the same, except she would not
have waited this long to confront Laura.

"I know it looks bad, but nothing happened,” Sonny started, speaking slowly. "Not that it really
matters, because I still lied to you, but | wasn't even with Blue. She didn't show up. Later | got an
email from her, apologizing for not doing so."

"Then you were alone? Or did you really end up going with Sarah?"

Sonny shook her head negatively. "Neither. While waiting for Blue, | ran into Jack so after
waiting for Blue a little while longer and then concluding that she most likely wasn't coming, |
spent the day with Jack.” Noticing the surprised look on Laura's face, Sonny continued, speaking
rather quickly, "We did end up in a resort that evening, but the reason we did was because while
on the riverboat ride I fell into the water and Jack jumped in to rescue me. Since the both of us
was drenched, she came up with the idea that we check in to a hotel, take showers before putting



on some dry clothing, and then order some room service before heading home. That's why | was
wearing that Disney outfit you saw me in Saturday morning, because Jack bought it for me.
Anyway, while she was taking her shower, | fell asleep so we ended up staying overnight. The
next morning she walked me to my car, | did give her a little kiss and then I got in my car and
drove home. That's all.”

Laura stared at her silently for a few moments, leaving Sonny to wonder just what was going
through that mind of hers. "I believe you," the brunette finally stated. "Though that is a
rather...involved story, | believe every word that you just said."”

Sonny breathed a sigh of relief. "Thank you. | do promise that I'll never hide things from you
again. You're my partner and I should share everything with you."

"I was your partner,” Laura replied so softly, that it was almost incoherent. "Sonny, whether
you've been faithful to me or not...and now I do believe that you have, you and I are not meant
to be together. It all makes perfect sense now and | was wrong about Blue. She isn't the one for
you because Jack is."

Sonny's eyes opened wide at the statement. "Jack? While you were in the lobby getting my lip-
gloss, did you grab yourself a little nip? Smoke something other than tobacco?"

Laura momentarily closed her eyes as she breathed deeply. "I'm not kidding Sonny."

"Neither am | Laura." Rising from the bed, the blonde quickly walked into the bathroom and
grabbed her robe, putting it on. Returning to the bedroom, she retook her seat on the bed, as she
faced the other woman. "l can't believe what you just said. What makes you think Jack is the one
for me?"

"The looks | saw between you two that night of the karaoke competition when she was on the
stage performing...singing to you. She started out as just your business rival but...maybe you
don't even realize it consciously, but you want more and it's quite obvious that she does."

"I want Jack like | want a root canal," Sonny argued, though she had a feeling that it was feeble.
Laura had made up her mind to go through with this.

Giving her a smile filled with sorrow, Laura cupped the blonde's chin in her hand as she gazed
into her eyes. "I'll always love you Sonny, but it's about time that | let you go. In my heart, |
know that this is the right thing to do. Though I don't want to, I must. I don't expect you to now,
but you'll thank me for it later." Removing her hand, Laura blinked back tears as she attempted to
remain strong. What she was doing was the right thing. She just had to keep reminding herself of
that fact.

As a few tears escaped her, Sonny slowly nodded in defeat. "Okay Laura. I'll always love you
too," she said, her voice breaking. Without another word, Laura wrapped the smaller woman in
her arms as they both shed silent tears for the ending of something that they once thought would
last for eternity.



~ e~~~

The next day found the two women in Laura's car on their way to Sonny's apartment. The ride
there as well as the airplane back to Orlando was quiet, neither woman saying much. Finding the
silence slightly tense, Sonny reached over to turn on the radio. Switching the stations, she
searched for a good song to listen to. Not finding one, Sonny settled for a station that
broadcasted the news. Turning the volume up a notch, she sat back in her seat as she prepared to
listen to what was going on in the world. Sonny's ears perked up as she heard Jack's name.

"Just over an hour ago, business tycoon Jack Foster’s younger sister was involved in a car
accident. Though we do not yet know for sure, it is suspected that twenty-year-old Chloe
Foster was driving on the freeway while under the influence when her car toppled over a
railing and overturned several times down a hill. The young woman was taken to Florida
Hospital and is now in emergency surgery..."

"Laura..." Sonny looked at her now ex-girlfriend.

The other woman took her eyes off of the road long enough to glance at her, noting the look on
her face. "Want me to drop you off at the hospital?"

Sonny nodded.

Switching lanes in order to head back in the opposite direction, Laura increased her speed some.
"I'm on my way there."

After running through the hospital much like a mad woman, Sonny finally found out where
Chloe had been taken. Nearly out of the breath, her steps faltered as she noticed a nervous Jack
pacing back and forth in front of the waiting room. Sonny watched as the other woman stopped a
surgeon and asked him a question, however he must not have had any information for her if the
agitated expression on her face was any indication. As the surgeon walked on, Sonny continued
forward. It was when she was nearly upon Jack that she finally noticed her. Worried blue eyes
quietly stared into green for what seemed like forever before Jack hurried towards Sonny and
wrapped her arms around her, burying her face in the smaller woman's neck. The blonde felt hot
tears slide onto her neck as she wound her arms around Jack’s waist tightly. Turning her head,
Sonny placed a soft kiss on the other woman's head.

"Oh, Jack. I'm so sorry," she said in a near whisper. "lIs there anything that I can do?"

"Hold me,"” Jack replied in a heartbreaking voice, her words muffled and shoulders shaking as
she continued to sob. "Just hold me."

Continued in Part 3.
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Part 3

Sitting in the waiting room, Sonny watched as Jack paced back and forth in front of her. It was
like watching a professional tennis match and Jack was that fuzzy little green ball. Calling out to
her, Sonny waited until the woman looked her way before she recommended that she take a seat.
Announcing that she would in just a few minutes (which was the same answer she gave the last
three times Sonny informed her to sit) Jack returned to her pacing as she quickly ran a hand
through her already disheveled hair.

Softly sighing, the blonde noticed a stack of magazines on the small round glass table located
next to her chair. Leafing through them, she picked up a Better Homes and Gardens magazine
and began to search through it for something to read. Finding it rather difficult to concentrate,
Sonny tossed the magazine back on the table before turning her attention back to the pacing
tennis-Jack.



"Jack...honey come here," Sonny said, unaware of the endearment she had just used.
Outstretching a hand to the other woman, she watched as Jack slowly took it and allowed herself
to be pulled over. When Sonny indicated for her to sit, she did so without comment and began to
drum the fingertips of her empty hand on the arm of the chair. Still holding her left hand, Sonny
reached over with her left and briefly placed it over Jack's right, stopping the tapping. Lifting her
hand, Sonny was pleased to notice that it stayed still.

Glancing at her watch, Jack let out a loud breath as she started to tap her feet on the floor. She
missed Sonny shaking her head. "When are they going to give us some information?" Jack nearly
shouted as she looked at Sonny, as though the younger woman could give her the answers she so
desperately sought. "I'm going crazy here."

Yes, | know you are Sonny thought as she gave Jack's hand a light squeeze. "They're still
working on her Jack, but I'm sure we'll learn something soon. | know it's hard to do because it's
your little sister in there, but please try to remain as calm as you possibly can."

Jack let out a long sigh as she leaned her head against the wall directly behind them. "Sonny that
is easier said than done," she replied quietly.

She squeezed the woman's hand again, smiling slightly as Jack returned it. "I know. She'll be all
right,” Sonny remarked as she looked into Jack's eyes, trying to reassure her. "I have faith that
she will be."

Leaning towards her, Jack kissed the other woman's cheek. "Thanks for those words Sonny. And
thank you for being here. I might be acting totally out of control if it wasn't for your presence.”

"Whew! Glad | came to keep you in line then.” Sonny winked at her, earning a genuine smile.

Both women fell silent as they anxiously waited for any update on Chloe's condition. Glancing at
a clock on the wall, Sonny noted that they had been waiting for nearly thirty minutes.
Unconsciously stroking the back of Jack's hand with her thumb, Sonny looked at the woman
when she heard her sigh loudly. Asking if she could get her anything, Jack replied with a shake
of her head.

"I just want my sister to be okay," Jack said in a soft voice. As she looked at Sonny, fresh tears
sprang to her eyes. "She's the only family | have left and I don't know what I'd do if | were to
lose her. | can't,” she finished in a whisper.

Letting go of Jack's hand, the blonde wrapped an arm around her shoulders, pulling her as close
as she could manage with the arm of their chairs being between them. "You won't have to worry
about what you'll do, because you're not going to lose her. If she's anything like her sister, |
know that she'll make it through this with flying colors.” Sonny pressed a kiss to the top of Jack’s
head as she felt the woman's shoulders shake, instantly knowing that she was crying again. As
she leaned her head against Sonny's shoulder, the blonde offered her comfort as they continued
to wait.



~ e~~~

Briskly walking towards the waiting room with a clipboard in hand, Dr. Keller removed his
surgical mask, tucking it in a pocket of his pants. On arriving at the waiting room, he looked at
two women sitting together, one with her arm around the other. Noting that one of the women
was Jack Foster, he greeted them both, exclaiming that Chloe was now out of surgery and had
been moved to a private room in the Intensive Care Unit.

Watching as the doctor pulled a chair over and sat in front of them, Jack asked, "How did the
surgery go? Is she going to be all right?"

"There were a couple of minor complications, but overall it went well," Dr. Keller replied as he
gave the worried woman a reassuring smile. "It's going to take a while before she heals, and your
sister will need extensive therapy, but | believe that she'll be just fine. I will tell you that she is in
a coma, but that is not surprising with the injuries that she sustained."

Jack nodded as she swallowed hard, trying to digest that bit of information. "When do you
expect her to wake up?"

"I honestly cannot say," the doctor replied. "Depending on how severe a head trauma is, the
longer a coma might last, which could be anywhere from a few hours to days. Based on Chloe's
head injuries, my best guess would be for her to awaken within the next twenty-four hours or
so."

Nodding again, Jack asked, "What is the extent of her injuries? I was told that she might have
been drinking. Is that true?"

Dr. Keller nodded as he glanced at the clipboard in his hand. "Yes, your sister had been drinking.
She had a blood alcohol level of .22, which is extremely high. With her small stature and age,
I'm surprised that she was even capable of driving at all, let alone making it onto the freeway."

Running a hand through her hair, Jack shook her head as she wondered where and how Chloe
managed to obtain that much alcohol, considering she was underage. The one thing she was
grateful for was that no one else was involved or hurt in the accident. "Besides being in a coma,
what else happened to her?"

Looking at his clipboard again, the doctor replied, "Well, she had some internal bleeding but we
were able to stop it. She has a concussion, which most likely resulted from her skull fracture,”
Dr. Keller paused as the look of worry deepened on Jack's face. With her arm still around the
woman, Sonny gave Jack a light squeeze. "I know that it sounds quite horrible Ms. Foster, but
Chloe only has a simple fracture, which means that there was a break in a bone, yet there wasn't
any damage to her skin. Since the break wasn't too severe, surgery wasn't needed because the
fracture can and will heal on its own," he assured her. When Jack nodded, he went on, "Also, two
of her ribs were fractured, which resulted in her left lung being punctured. This is fairly common
with injuries to the ribs," Dr. Keller quickly added when Jack looked as though she was about to
either cry or scream.



"What does that mean?" she asked as calmly as was possible. The more he spoke, the worse it
seemed to get.

"What it means is that her left lung collapsed. The medical term for it is Atelectasis. That's when
an area of the lungs collapses, which prevents air from getting it. It's difficult to breathe so we
have her on oxygen. To repair her lung, we'll show her some breathing exercises to do and she'll
have respiratory therapy treatment. You understand?" At Jack's affirmative nod, he went on,
"Chloe’'s right leg was broken in two places so she now has a cast on it. She'll be able to use
crutches when she gets back on her feet. Besides all of that, she has multiple bruises and
scratches, none of which are serious, though her whole body will probably be aching when she
awakens. Any questions?"

"When can | see her?"

"You can see her right now," Dr. Keller said as he stood up and put the chair back where he
found it. He then informed Jack of Chloe's room number, announcing that if other family
member's were to arrive that only two at a time were allowed in the room.

Standing, Jack walked over to the surgeon and shook his hand briefly. "Thank you for saving my
sister's life."

"You're welcome." He smiled at her. "Hey, it's my job." Offering a smile to Sonny, who was still
sitting down, Dr. Keller took his leave.

Turning around, Jack headed towards Sonny with tears in her eyes, though these were of part joy
and part relief. As the dark-haired woman neared, Sonny stood and embraced her, tears in her
own eyes. Mutely, they enjoyed a long warm hug before finally breaking away. Placing her
hands on Sonny's cheeks, Jack gave her the most tender of kisses on the forehead before letting
go, smiling into the blonde's bleary green eyes.

"She really is gonna be okay, isn't she?" Jack stated in a hushed tone.

Sonny nodded while smiling back at her. ""She's going to be great.”

With her hands tucked in the pocket of her jeans, Jack walked into her sister's hospital room,
where Chloe lay in the bed closest to the large window. At seeing the young girl looking so
fragile and small in that bed, her heart feeling like it was shattering into a million pieces. Moving
closer, Jack pulled one of two chairs located by the window, next to her sister's bed before
having a seat in it. Looking at the unconscious girl, Jack noted the IV needle that ran into the
back of her right hand connected to a drip. Inserted in Chloe's nose were nasal prongs that were
attached to a cannula tube giving her oxygen.

Gently taking her sister's limp hand in her own, Jack gave it a small squeeze as she gazed at
Chloe, thinking that she looked so very helpless. Suddenly remember something she heard about



those in a coma possibly being able to hear when people spoke to them, Jack scooted closer in
her chair as she continued to hold her sister's hand. Listening to the faint sound of Chloe's
breathing for a few minutes, Jack then began to speak.

" Hey Kid. I'm not sure if you can hear me or not, but I'm gonna give this a try anyway," the
blue-eyed woman started in a soft tone of voice. "Man, when | got that call today that you had
been in a car accident, my stomach nearly jumped into my throat. I kept hoping...praying that it
was just a nightmare and that 1 would soon wake up and you would be just fine. But obviously
that's not the case," pausing, Jack looked at the wide bandage wrapped around Chloe's head and
the faintly purplish bruise on her right cheek. "Do you know how worried | was about you, Kid?"
she asked in a voice close to breaking as tears stung her reddened and puffy eyes. "You scared
the you know what out of me. Promise me...please promise me that you'll never drink and drive
again. That was a very thoughtless idea and | swear if you weren't already in this bed I'd think
about putting you in it myself." Reaching up, Jack wiped away a tear before continuing, "If you
kill yourself that'll kill me as well. Don't you know that? I love you," she managed to get out in a
whisper before breaking down into tears. Leaning her head down on the bed, Jack sobbed as hot
tears coursed down her cheeks. Minutes later, she felt a slight pressure on her hand as though it
had been squeezed. Quickly raising her head, Jack closely looked at her sister who still appeared
unconscious. Glancing down at their joined hands, she softly smiled through the tears. "Thank
you."

~—— s s

Around seven o'clock that evening, walking down the corridor of the hospital, Leslie made her
way to the waiting room where she found Jack and Sonny along with three other people. Sonny
was sitting upright on a couch with Jack stretched out on it (well as much as she could being that
she was longer than the piece of furniture), her head lying in the other woman's lap. Since her
eyes were closed, it appeared that Jack was asleep, but Sonny was obviously awake, due to the
fact that she was reading a magazine she held in one hand, while rubbing Jack's head with the
other.

As Leslie walked into the living room, Sonny glanced her way over the top of the magazine.
Seeing her coming towards them, Sonny closed the magazine, placing it on the arm of the chair
as she smiled in greeting. Almost tip toeing so as not to disturb Jack, Leslie arrived at the couch,
kneeling on the floor in front of Sonny.

"I came as soon as | heard about the accident,” Leslie whispered to the blonde. "How is Chloe
doing?"

"She's in critical yet stable condition,” Jack piped in before Sonny could answer. Opening her
eyes, she looked at Leslie whose attention she now had. "Both Sonny and | saw her. In fact, she
just practically dragged me out of Chloe's room about twenty minutes ago so that | could take a
nap, but unfortunately, I can't sleep,” Jack finished, remaining in the smaller woman's lap,
seemingly content to be there.

"Is she awake?" Leslie inquired.



Jack shook her head. "No, she's in a coma, but her surgeon doesn't seem to be too worried about
that because the trauma to her head isn't that great. So the lesser the head trauma, the more likely
the coma won't last long. Dr. Keller, Chloe's surgeon, thinks that she'll wake up by tomorrow
evening." She suddenly smiled faintly. "She squeezed my hand. | started thinking that perhaps it
was just my imagination, but Sonny convinced me that she really had done it."

Leslie smiled at them both, the errant thought of how cute a couple they would make popping in
her head. "That's wonderful news, Jack."

Jack nodded, softly sighing.

A small frown appearing on her face, Leslie said, "I'm so sorry for what happened. | take full
responsibility.”

"It's not your fault Les," Jack replied, wondering why the woman would blame herself. If this
was anyone's fault, it was Chloe's and the person who was stupid and careless enough to sell a
minor alcohol.

"Yes, it is my fault," Leslie replied. "You see | have a liquor cabinet, but | never keep it locked,
although I have a key. When | went home earlier this evening before finding out about Chloe's
accident, | noticed that the doors to it were wide open and most of the alcohol was missing. She
must have drunk it and then left, soon to have that accident.”

Sitting up, Jack reached for Leslie's hand and gave it a brief squeeze before letting go. Looking
into the woman's eyes, she said, "Les, what happened is not your fault. You had no way of
knowing that Chloe would go near your liquor. She is the one who is responsible for what
happened to her, not you. You didn't put a gun to her head in order to get her to drink and you
weren't the one who put her up to driving afterwards. Please don't blame yourself."

"She's right,” Sonny interjected. "Chloe is responsible for her own actions.”

Leslie smiled at them both gratefully, relieved that they (especially Jack) were not upset with her
over what happened. After having discovered her open liquor cabinet, Leslie had felt the knots
growing in her stomach. When she found out about the accident, she felt sick to her stomach,
instantly blaming herself for what could turned out to be a major tragedy. Though Jack and
Sonny did not blame her, Leslie still felt somewnhat responsible and wondered if there was a way
she could help. Thinking of something, she voiced a question to the two women.

"I have an idea," Leslie started. "You two look tired. Why don't you go home and get some rest
for a few hours and I'll stay here with Chloe. If anything changes, I'll call you right away. |
promise."

Jack shook her head. "No, I'm not leaving until she wakes up.” Thinking her reply sounded
harsh, Jack added in a softer tone, "But thank you for offering it Les." She smiled at the woman.
"I can't leave until I'm sure she's going to be all right.”



Leslie smiled in return while wearing a look of understand. "If it were my sister | wouldn't leave
either. I should have known better. Can | at least get you guys something to eat? Maybe some
coffee?"

"Coffee sounds good," Jack said, turning to Sonny who agreed.

Standing, Leslie smiled at them, informing the two that she would be right back before she
turned around to leave. Glancing back at them, Leslie nodded to herself, thinking that yes indeed
Jack and Sonny would make a wonderful couple. She watched for a moment as Jack leaned her
head on the other woman's shoulder and Sonny wrapped an arm around her waist as though this
were their usual routine, before she left in search of the cafeteria.

After finishing her fourth cup of coffee that evening, Jack tossed the paper cup in the trash can
before glancing at her watch, noting that it was nearly ten o'clock. Thinking that Leslie should
have been home by now, since she had left the hospital about an hour ago, Jack looked across to
Sonny, who was sitting on the opposite side of Chloe's bed. Studying the younger woman while
she read her magazine, a small smile appeared on Jack's lips. She was very thankful that Sonny
had decided to come to the hospital and offer her the comfort that she so desperately needed.
Giving thought to it now, Jack didn't know what she would have done without Sonny being here
for her.

The smile on Jack's face grew slightly. Just one more reason why | love you, she thought as she
openly gazed at the other woman. Feeling eyes upon her, Sonny looked up from the article she
was reading to notice those eyes belonged to Jack. Smiling at the woman, she closed the
magazine and leaned over to put it on the floor before settling back in her chair, crossing one leg
over the other.

"I didn't mean to disturb you," Jack said in an apologetic tone. "I was just looking at you and
wondering where you stashed your wings."

Sonny's brow crinkled in confusion. "Hmm?"

Slightly grinning, Jack replied, "Well you've simply got to be an angel.” The grin she was
wearing widened as she noticed the shade of crimson, which instantly arose on the blonde's
cheeks. "Am | wrong?"

Sonny bit down on her lower lip...hard. In fact, she did it so hard, that she swore she tasted
blood as heat stung her cheeks. "I...err...umm." The blonde scowled, embarrassed that she had
seemingly lost her ability to speak coherently.

Jack's eyebrow arched as she grinned so broadly that Sonny waited for her face to shatter. "I'm
sorry. The only languages | understand fluently are English and Spanish. Unfortunately, I'm not
at all familiar with that one.”



The blonde smirked as she mouthed, "Bite me."

Swiftly, Jack replied, "It would be my pleasure. Just stand up, turn around and toot over so | may
sink my choppers into that firm luscious little a-"

Pale brows rose high, as Sonny's cheeks became so hot that she wished she had a bucket of ice.
"Jack!" she shouted in astonishment. Swallowing with some difficulty, she glanced at Chloe
before whispering, "We're in a hospital and your little sister is between us."

Scooting her chair forward, Jack placed her hands on Chloe's bed before lacing her fingers
together. Looking at the furiously blushing Sonny, she whispered, "That's right. We are in a
hospital...not a church. And even in a church, it's okay to say ass as long as you use it in the
correct context. Therefore, it's okay to say ass. Ass is fine." She winked as the other woman
rolled her eyes. "And though | wish she were awake, | doubt that Chloe is listening to my gentle
ribbing."

"Gentle ribbing?" Sonny cocked her head to the side. "That's what you call it?"

Jack nodded. "You know I'm only kidding with ya Sonny girl." She winked again, grinning as
Sonny unexpectedly blushed. Suddenly becoming serious, the brunette outstretched a hand to
Sonny. When the blonde placed her hand against Jack's warm palm, she fought another blush
that threatened to arise as a delightful little surge went through her. Sonny didn't want to end the
contact, but let go after a reasonable length of time while she wondered why they were shaking
hands in the first place. "I apologize if | went too far," Jack said, taking a deep breath as she
fought the urge to recapture Sonny's hand in order to press her lips to the softness of the smaller
woman's palm. "I just like teasing you, | guess." Jack faintly smiled. "You're cute when you're all
ruffled.”

The blonde grinned. "As opposed to being "un-cute” the rest of the time?"

Laughing, Jack shook her head. "No, cute doesn't even began to do you justice." She fell silent as
she stared into bright green eyes. "You're beautiful,” she softly admitted. "On the outside and
within, I believe that you are the most beautiful woman that | have ever seen.”

Noting the earnest expression on Jack's face caused Sonny to blush even more as she cast her
eyes to her lap, not knowing what to say in response. I'm having a hard time figuring you out
Jack Foster. If you're not trying to press my buttons to the point where I get an itching to slap
you silly, then you're either teasing me or being sweet as molasses. Glancing up, she noticed blue
eyes staring at her inquisitively, which caused more blushing. What is the matter with me? |
never blush this much!

"Cat got your tongue?" Jack asked with a hint of playfulness in her voice.
Remaining silent, Sonny shook her head in a negative fashion while feeling the need to get some

fresh air. It might have just been her imagination, but it seemed as though it was starting to
become unbearably hot in here. She's some type of sorceress. Sonny faintly nodded. That must be



it. And she's worked her spell on me and that's exactly why I'm having all of these feelings and
thoughts. If she kept telling herself that, she might actually come to believe it.

Cocking her head to the side, Jack studied the other woman carefully, wondering what she was
thinking. Opening her mouth, Jack voiced her question.

"Oh, nothing," Sonny replied much too quickly. She watched as Jack arched an eyebrow and
fought to keep a look of irritation off of her face. If she keeps doing that, I'm gonna be forced to
shave both of those brows off! They're a nice pair, but she moves them far too much!

"So your mind is a complete blank?"

"Yep." Standing up, Sonny moved over towards the window as she heard Jack richly laugh.
After a couple of moments, she managed to get the window open before perching on the sill.
Carefully leaning out, Sonny took deep gulps of air as she gazed up at the clear night sky, noting
the twinkling stars. She briefly wondered if Blue was looking at these very stars right now.

"Hey be careful there Sonny girl," Jack warned as she turned her chair around to observe the
blonde. "If you fall this time, I'm not sure I'm gonna jump outta that window after ya. | ain't
Superwoman."

Laughing, Sonny decided to move away from the window as she experienced a flashback to the
riverboat. Heading back towards her chair, Sonny didn't get very far because arms were suddenly
wrapped around her waist and she was pulled onto Jack's lap. When she attempted to get up, the
arms around her waist became a little tighter, though not uncomfortably tighter. If she weren't so
stubborn, Sonny would have admitted to at least herself that she really didn't mind being in this
position. "Giving in" she turned around a little so that she could easily see Jack's face. Noting the
pleased look that she found there, Sonny smirked.

"What?"
Sonny shook her head. "Nothing. Nothing at all."”

Starting to trail her fingers up and down the blonde's side, Jack playfully inquired, "So what do
you want for Christmas Sonny girl? Well first | suppose | should ask if you've been a good little
girl this year.”

As fingertips moved up and down her side, Sonny found that she had a rather difficult time
concentrating. "Um...well that depends on what you define as good," she finally said, sounding
flirtatious to her own ears.

A slow grin made its way to Jack's face. "Here is my theory," she said in a low voice that Sonny
could only categorize as being extremely sexy. "Good is good. But bad is so much better."”
Moving her eyes to Sonny's lips, Jack slowly leaned in not fully thinking about what she was
about to do. Currently not using her brain either, Sonny began to do the same thing, but stopped



when there was a sudden knock on the door. Leaping off of Jack's lap like it was suddenly on
fire, the young woman noticed the nurse walking in and blushed furiously.

With an apologetic look, the nurse informed the two women that she had come to check Chloe's
vitals and that it would only take a few minutes. Watching intently as the nurse did her job, Jack
attempted to hide her frown as she tried to be reasonable. After all, the nurse didn't know that she
was interrupting anything. She was only doing what she was supposed to do, and Jack was
pleased to see that she was being so gentle with her sister.

A few minutes later, the nurse was done and wrote something down on a chart located at the end
of Chloe's bed. Smiling at them both apologetically, the nurse turned around and quickly left the
room, deciding that next time she came to this particular room, she would peek through the
window before knocking.

Pulling her chair closer to Chloe's bed, Jack started to caress her sister's cheek with the back of
her hand as she gazed at her, willing the young woman to wake up. She would give anything to
just see those blue eyes that matched her own, looking back at her. Moving down Chloe's body,
Jack watched as her chest rhythmically rose and fell. Seconds later, she glanced up as hands
touched her shoulders, beginning a light massage. Smiling gratefully, Jack patted one of Sonny's
hands before continuing to caress her sister's cheek while she felt the tight muscles in her
shoulders starting to loosen up.

"Sonny, | appreciate your being here but you should go home. | know you must be tired,” Jack
stated after a short silence fell between them.

The blonde continued her massaging, moving her hands up and down the other woman's
shoulders, feeling the tension. "You trying to get rid of me?" she asked, a smile evident in her
voice.

Jack lightly chuckled as she shook her head. "Nah, I'd keep you forever if it were possible."

Glad that Jack could not see the blush that appeared on her face, Sonny quietly replied, "1 want
to be here with you...for you," she quickly amended. "I'm not leaving until you get to introduce
me to your sister."

Jack smiled at that. "I think you and Chloe will get along perfectly. You're the sweetest, kindest
women that I'm lucky to know."

Giving in to the impulse to do so, Sonny leaned down intending to kiss the other woman's cheek,
when Jack abruptly turned her head causing their lips to come into contact. The kiss was brief yet
had both women's hearts fluttering. Noticing that she had her eyes closed, Sonny opened them
and smirked at Jack knowingly as she asked if that was planned.

Grinning much like the cat that ate the canary, the blue-eyed woman replied, "I'll never tell."



Chuckling, Sonny shook her head as she moved back over to her chair and took a seat, crossing
one leg over the other in the process. Discreetly she ran her tongue along her lips while
remembering the brief yet tender kiss she and Jack had just shared. What exactly was her
problem lately, Sonny wondered. She had the most incredible wonderful girlfriend and had
subconsciously pined for Blue, a woman that she had never met. Then Jack stepped into the
picture and at first Sonny could not stand the sight of her, but it wasn't long before her business
rival won her over and now Sonny found herself thinking of the woman in a more than platonic
way.

This has got to stop! Laura was right when she said that Blue was the one for me. It cannot be
Jack. This is just some attraction built solely on lust. At least that's what Sonny tried to convince
herself.

"Hey, are you still with me?" Jack asked as she observed the other woman.

Blinking rapidly, Sonny looked over at Jack and nodded. "Yes, sorry. I got lost in my thoughts,"
she finished quietly.

Jack nodded. "I see," pausing, she glanced at her watch before returning her attention to Sonny.
"You don't think you should call Laura?"

"Why would | do that?"

Jack arched an eyebrow. "Because she's your girlfriend and she might be wondering where you
are at this time of night," she slowly replied.

"Laura dropped me off here so she knows where | am," Sonny paused in thought. "But | don't
owe her any explanation as to my whereabouts because she's not my girlfriend anymore.”

A myriad of expressions passed across Jack's face at the admission. Some of them were
astonishment, confusion, sympathy, and though Jack felt guilty confessing it, glee. Though she
had nothing against Laura (even if she did slug her), Jack felt like running to the roof of the
hospital and jumping up and down in joy as she yelled that Sonny was a free agent. When did
this happen? Better yet, why?

"You're kidding," Jack started, looking surprised. "What happened? | thought you two were all
right.”

Nodding, Sonny replied, "We were up until a few weeks ago. We went on a romantic getaway to
this beach resort in Panama City for the weekend and she broke up with me last night."”

A look of disbelief appeared on Jack's face. "Laura dumped you? What is she? Stupid?" Mentally
chastising herself for the outburst, she apologized.

Sonny waved a hand in the air. "It's okay. And no, Laura is far from stupid. She's...good-hearted
and understanding,"” she softly admitted. "The main reason she broke up with me is because she



wanted me to be happy and she felt that someone else could make it happen better than she
could.”

"Who?"

"You remember the online friend that | was supposed to meet at Disney?" Jack nodded silently.
"Well, Laura thought that she and I were...more than just friends so at first she figured that my
online friend was the one for me but after | explained that we really were just friends she decided
that someone else was my soul mate if you will."

And just who might that be? "Who?" Man, | sound like an owl.

For a moment, Sonny simply looked at Jack before she faintly whispered, "You."

~—— s s

As they walked back to Chloe's room with fresh cups of coffee in hand, Jack glanced towards
Sonny saying, "So let me get this straight. Just because we shared a little kiss and a few looks
passed between us at my coffeehouse during karaoke night when | was singing, your girl- your
ex-girlfriend thinks that you and I are soul mates?" That sounds good to me! Jack was smiling
like an idiot on the inside. She had a feeling that if Laura would have been there right now, that
she might have kissed the woman. This was like opening a Christmas present that you didn't
really think Santa would deliver.

Sonny nodded as she brought her cup to her lips, taking a small sip. "That's the gist of it. | tried
to tell her that it wasn't true, but she just refused to listen to me," she paused thoughtfully as she
took another sip of coffee. "You know, I've been thinking about it and maybe it was a good idea
that Laura ended our relationship anyway. I mean, I loved her...I do love her, but I can't honestly
say that in love with her anymore. So that's not fair to her to be in a relationship with someone
that cannot completely love her the way she deserves to be loved. I'm sure that in no time she'll
find someone that can do just that.”

Smiling to herself, Jack suddenly thought of Leslie who was Laura's biggest fan and most likely
had a major crush on her as well. Oh, yes I'm sure she will. "I agree,"” Jack started as they walked
into Chloe's room. "And so will you Sonny. You'll find someone that will love you like Laura
did, if not more and you'll love them just as much as they love you." She hoped that someday
that lucky person would be her.

Softly smiling at her, Sonny put her cup down on the floor before she turned and wrapped her
arms around Jack, squeezing her tight as she quietly thanked her for the positive words. Careful
not to spill her coffee on the smaller woman, Jack hugged her back, luxuriating in the feel of
Sonny's body pressed against hers. At that moment, she wished that she had the power to stop
time just so that she could hold Sonny for a little while longer. Glancing at the vacant bed, an
idea developed in Jack's mind as Sonny ended their hug and reached down to pick up her coffee.



"Hey, you look tired Sonny girl," Jack remarked as she indicated the empty hospital bed with a
nod of her head. "Why don't you try to get some sleep? I'll wake you up if anything happens.
Promise."

Green eyes moved between the bed and Jack as Sonny chose her words carefully. "Only if you
agree to join me," she said, immediately thinking that her reply sounded too much like a
proposition. Quickly she added, "You need sleep as well and I'm willing to wager that that bed is
large enough to accommodate us both.” There. That is much much better.

Grinning Jack inquired, "You trust me now?"
"What do you mean?"

"Considering what happened at Disney. You know...when I was kinda touching and kissing you
while you slept.”

A blush appeared on Sonny's cheeks as she thought back to that morning. She remembered it like
it had happened just yesterday. Looking up at Jack, she nodded. "Yes, I trust you. | trust you
completely actually,” Sonny said earnestly.

Being touched by the words, Jack was almost rendered speechless. "Really?" she asked in a faint
voice. What a concept this was. Sonny trusted her completely.

Smiling at her, Sonny replied, "Really. | really do Jack. I can hardly believe that we've gotten to
this point, but I'm so glad we did and that we're becoming friends."

They were becoming friends? Well Jack could be content with that. At least for the time being. "I
remember the last time we were in a hospital room and you attempted to be my friend but |
screwed it up before it could truly happen." Jack looked down at the floor, suddenly feeling
sheepish.

Placing two fingertips under her chin, Sonny gently pushed up until she could see Jack's baby
blues. "Let's give it another try, shall we?" she softly inquired.

Her lips breaking into a smile, Jack nodded as she reached up and took Sonny's hand in her own,
kissing the palm of it. She watched as Sonny began to blush and her smile widened. "Yes,
let's...friend."

Being awakened by Sonny's stirring, Jack opened her eyes and glanced at her watch. Since it was
dark in the room, it was difficult to see what time it was, but Jack finally concluded that it was
five something in the morning. Looking down at Sonny who was turned away from but nestled
against her, Jack felt the younger woman squirm again. Wanting to see Sonny more clearly, Jack
reached above them and pulled on a string connected to a small light, which illuminated their
bed. Glancing back towards her sister, Jack then returned her attention to the woman she was



sharing this bed with. Noticing that Sonny's eyelids were lightly fluttering, Jack wondered what
she was dreaming about. Could this be another one about Blue? She grinned mischievously.
Meaning, me.

Hearing a faint moan, Jack looked at Sonny curiously as the grin on her face broadened. Well,
well, well. Was | right? Jack motionlessly watched as the smaller woman began to squirm around
in the bed and moan more. Since they were lying on top of the sheets, Jack had a good view as
Sonny slowly slid a hand over her breasts, down her taut stomach and between her thighs.
Letting out a frustrated sigh, Jack shook her head. Nope, I'm not gonna do that. I refuse to touch
her no matter how much she arouses the hell out of me. One, her sister was laying in a coma in
the next bed and two Jack had learned her lesson the last time when she got a good swift knee in
her crotch.

Still asleep, Sonny moved onto her back as she managed to snake a hand underneath the
waistband of her shorts. She moaned again as her petite body writhed on the bed. Meanwhile,
Jack groaned, now in desperate need of a shower. A very cold shower at that. She shook her
head, thinking that this was just pure torture. Reaching out towards Sonny, Jack started to wake
the woman up when she suddenly opened her mouth and spoke.

"Mmm, Jack | need you to take me," Sonny throatily said. "Make me yours." Her hand moved up
and down within the crotch area of her shorts.

Jack's mouth became dry as she heard the words that she wished Sonny would utter when she
was fully conscious. Moving onto her stomach, the blue-eyed woman pushed her face into the
pillow muffling another groan. If this was some sort of cosmic test, she was dangerously close to
failing. Thou shalt not touch thy neighbor, when thy neighbor is sleeping, Jack mentally repeated
to herself again and again. Raising her head, Jack glanced at Sonny as she came to a decision.
She had to get out of here and get some fresh air. Nodding, the tall woman turned around and sat
up in the bed, thinking that she could use a walk around the block. In fact, maybe she would even
do a little jogging.

Putting her long legs over the side of the bed, Jack started to get up when a hand clamped down
on her shoulder. "Where are you going?"

Blue eyes widened in shock as Jack looked over her shoulder to see bright green eyes staring at
her curiously. Quickly licking her lips, Jack replied, "Out for a run around the block. I'm in need
of some fresh air."

"Well guess what?" Sitting up, Sonny scooted closer to Jack before hotly whispering in her ear,
"I'm in need of you."

Looking surprised, Jack propped her legs back up on the bed before turning to regard Sonny
more closely. "What did you just say?" Her ears must have been playing tricks on her because
she couldn't have heard that correctly.



Grinning, Sonny repeated, "I said that I'm in need of you." Raising her hand to Jack's face, the
blonde lightly caressed her cheek. *Do you need me too Jack?"

Pushing all suspicions aside, Jack nodded as she leaned into the hand on her cheek. "You know |
do. I think I've always needed you."

"Show me," Sonny whispered just as she leaned in and pressed her lips to Jack's. The kiss
quickly deepened as Jack wrapped her arms around the smaller woman's waist, pushing her back
onto the bed until she was laying half on top of her. Hearing Sonny moan only proved to turn
Jack on more as she darted her tongue in and out of the woman's mouth, eliciting her own moan
when Sonny began to rub a thigh between the apex of Jack's thighs.

Breaking the kiss and proceeding to place butterfly kisses along Sonny's jaw, Jack whispered,
"Oh, Sonny I love you so much." As her lips landed on the blonde's neck, Jack started to lightly
suck there as she felt small hands stroking up and down her back in encouragement.

Sonny loudly moaned in pleasure. "Oh, Jack...yes, Jack."

"Mmm, Sonny," the brunette said, her voice muffled in the crook of Sonny's neck. She swirled
her tongue around the smaller woman's racing pulse point as she rocked her hips against Sonny's
thigh.

"Jack...Jack...Jack!"

Her head snapping up, Jack blinked her eyes rapidly before trying to focus on the person who
had shouted her name. Wearing a confused expression, she looked at the blonde standing next to
the bed with a small bag in her hand that smelled of breakfast food. Sonny? How could she be
there when. ..

Glancing back to the bed, Jack noticed that she was the only one laying in it. Her arms were
wrapped around a pillow that had a suspicious wet spot on it where her mouth had been.
Oh...my...God. Jack wanted to pick up the pillow and smother herself as she felt her cheeks
stinging due to an impending blush. It had only been a dream. Well she should have known that
Sonny was not the type to try to seduce someone in a hospital room, with a patient in a coma in
the next bed. Feeling quite dirty and ashamed of herself despite the fact that it had been a dream
she could not control, Jack sat up in the bed with her legs dangling over the edge. Looking at
Sonny, she noted the blank expression on her face. What exactly are you thinking? She sincerely
hoped that Sonny did not think she was some sort of pervert.

"I brought you some breakfast,” Sonny stated as she handed the bag to Jack, nodding as the
woman thanked her. "I didn't want to wake you, but thought you needed to eat something." What
were you just doing? When Sonny walked into the room not two minutes ago, she found a
sleeping Jack slowly moving her body up and down on the bed as she kissed a pillow. Evidently,
she must have been enduring some type of erotic dream.



"Thank you for thinking of me," Jack replied, wishing that this awkwardness would disappear.
She glanced at her watch, noting that it was almost eight o'clock. A thought suddenly occurred to
Jack. Had she been talking in her sleep? Did Sonny overhear her declaring her love? Wetting dry
lips, Jack opened her mouth to speak when the blonde interrupted her.

"The nurse checked Chloe's vitals not too long ago and reported that they were pretty good. So
we're just waiting for her to wake up now. I'm sure she will be soon."

Jack smiled as she glanced back at her sister. "Thank you for the update Sonny."
"You're welcome."”

"Sonny...did you hear me?"
"When?"

Jack's face became flushed again. "I mean was | just talking in my sleep?" she asked in a quiet
tone of voice.

"Oh." Sonny shook her head. "No, | didn't hear you say a thing." You were just moaning, which
sort of excited me, but I'll never admit that. "You better eat your breakfast before it gets cold,"
the blonde added in order to change the subject, noticing Jack's strained behavior. Highly
curious, it was on the tip of her tongue to ask what the woman had said, but Sonny decided
against it. Whatever it had been, it wasn't meant for her ears.

Glancing at the bag in her hands as though she had forgotten it, Jack gave Sonny a slight smile of
appreciation. "You're right." When she opened the bag, the delicious smells that quickly
assaulted her nose caused her stomach to growl. Hearing the tale tell sign of hunger, Sonny
chuckled as she took a seat on the bed next to Jack. The other woman looked at her sheepishly as
she said, "Hey, | haven't eaten in hours!" Relieved that the awkwardness between them had
vanished, Jack joined in on the chuckling. Opening the bag, she pulled out a small bottle of
orange juice and two egg and sausage muffins wrapped in paper napkins. Jack tried to give one
of the sandwiches to Sonny, but she shook her head negatively.

"No, | brought those just for you," the blonde stated as she happily watched Jack take a big bite
out of one of them. "I ate in the cafeteria and then put those together for you."

Swallowing, Jack twisted off the cap from the bottle of juice and took a long swig before
replying, "It's delicious. Better than McDonald's.” Winking at Sonny, she took another bite, half
the sandwich nearly gone now.

The blonde chuckled. "Maybe | should open a fast food restaurant after Bean There, Done That
closes its doors."

An unreadable look appeared on Jack's face as she placed her sandwich on a napkin before
seriously looking at Sonny. "I've been giving this a lot of thought and | wanted to talk to you



about that. I've decided-" Jack stopped speaking as she heard something that sounded much like
a moan. Sonny must have heard it too since she quickly looked over towards Chloe, Jack doing
the same. Rising, both women hurried to Chloe's bed, each coming to stand on opposite sides.
They noticed Chloe's eyelids fluttering as she moaned again.

"Chloe...honey?" Jack softly said as she took her sister's hand in her own. "Can you hear me?
My friend Sonny is here and we'd like you to wake up. Will you do that for us?"

A moment later, Chloe began to slowly open her eyes, glancing between Jack and Sonny before
focusing on her sister. A small smile tugged at her lips as she lightly squeezed the hand joined
with her own. Wearing a smile of her own, Jack quickly returned the squeeze before bringing
Chloe's hand to her lips and kissing the back of it. Joyous tears springing to her eyes, Sonny
silently watched the exchange between the two sisters for a minute before quietly telling Jack
that she would be in the waiting room.

"No stay," Jack replied while looking at the blonde. The tears she saw in Sonny's eyes pulled at
her heartstrings and Jack desperately wanted to hug her close. "l want you to."

Walking around the bed to stand next to Jack, Sonny stood on her tiptoes to kiss the woman's
cheek briefly before whispering close to her ear, "I'm gonna retire to the waiting room for a bit
because | think that you and Chloe should have some private time to talk." Pulling over a chair
for Jack to sit in, she then added, "I won't be far away if you should need me for whatever
reason."

Giving her a grateful smile, Jack released Chloe's hand so that she could embrace Sonny. It was
on the tip of her tongue to say that she needed the blonde every moment of every day, but she
was unsure of how Sonny would take that. Pressing a kiss to the smaller woman's cheek, Jack let
go and took a step back as she looked into Sonny's eyes. "Thank you for being here. You couldn't
begin to know how much | appreciate it."

Sonny smiled again. "There's no place else | rather be."”

Rendered speechless, Jack watched as the younger woman turned around and headed out of the
hospital room, quietly closing the door behind her.

"Who's the pretty blonde?" Chloe softly asked in a teasing voice.
Chuckling, Jack turned towards her sister and took a seat in the chair next to her bed. Slipping
her hand into her sister's, Jack looked at the younger woman with affection and love. She

couldn't put into words just how much she had missed that voice.

"That's my new friend Sonny Campbell," Jack replied as she brushed her thumb back and forth
across Chloe's hand.



Chloe's face became thoughtful and then she quickly winced finding that it hurt to think. Hearing
Jack inquire if she needed a doctor, Chloe shook her head. "No, I'm just a little sore,” she gave a
slight pause, "Sonny Campbell...isn't she your competition?"

"Yup."
"And now she's your friend?"

Jack nodded, with a small smile on her lips. It was funny how things worked out sometimes.
lIYup.ll

"That's...interesting," Chloe slowly replied as she allowed her heavy eyelids to shut. The little bit
of talking she had just done, was beginning to wear her out already and all the young woman
wanted to do was sleep. However, she soon realized that her big sister had other plans. Chloe
inwardly sighed as Jack suddenly started in on a lecture about the dangers of driving while under
the influence of alcohol.

"I know what I did was stupid,” Chloe said, interrupting. Opening one blue eye with some effort,
she looked at the other woman. "I promise to never do it again.” Closing her eye, Chloe took a
deep breath, wincing because of the pain that shot through her chest. She made a mental note not
to do that again anytime soon.

"Chloe..." Jack started in a soft voice, "I can't lose you too." Her voice breaking, Jack lowered
her head as hot tears of both relief and fear rolled down her cheeks.

Hearing the sobbing, Chloe's heart broke in two as she opened her eyes to watch her sister. She
hadn't seen Jack cry in such a long time, that she failed to remember when the last time was.
"Jack..." At a loss as to how to console her sister, the younger woman merely reached out a hand
and placed it on Jack's shoulder, squeezing slightly. "Please look at me," she went on to say
moments later. Slowly raising her head, Jack looked at Chloe as she attempted to stop crying.
"I'm not going anywhere." A teasing smile made its way to Chloe's lips as she asked, "You didn't
think you'd be able to get rid of me that easily did you? I'm gonna be a thorn in your backside for
many many years to come. After all, it's my job as a little sister."”

Breaking out in laughter, Jack patted the hand still resting on her shoulder. "You promise?"
Chloe's smile broadened. "1 do."

Arising from her chair, Jack gently gave her sister a hug, feeling as Chloe slowly but surely
returned it. The loving embrace seemed to last forever before Jack sat back down in her seat.
Slipping her hand into Chloe's she looked at her sister as she gathered her thoughts. "So does this
mean that you forgive me? Jack finally asked in a quiet voice.

Silent for a few moments, Chloe then replied, "No, because there isn't anything to forgive. I'm
the one who was irrational and stubborn and I should be apologizing to you. Jack, | treated you
wrong and | said some horrible hurtful things that | wish I could take back. You have shown me



more love than anyone on this earth and look how I've repaid you. I'm so sorry," she finished in a
whisper, as she became teary-eyed.

Using her free hand, Jack reached over and pulled a tissue out of a box before she gently dabbed
at her sister's eyes. She softly smiled as the younger woman thanked her for the gesture. "Tell
you what?" Jack started as silence fell between them. "Why don't we leave all of that in past and
vow to make the future brighter?"

Chloe nodded, as she gave the hand she was holding a small squeeze. "That sounds like a plan to
me." Feeling her eyelids growing heavy again, the young woman fought to keep them open just a
few moments longer. Looking into her sister's eyes she said, "No matter how much I might
behave like a jerk...or you for that matter," Chloe grinned slightly, "I've always loved you and I
always will."

Lightly chuckling, Jack leaned forward and kissed her sister's forehead. "I love you too, kid," she
whispered, watching as Chloe closed her eyes. Disengaging her hand from Chloe's, Jack started
to caress the younger woman's cheek as she gazed at her, thankful that she would be all right.
She didn't have the slightest idea what she would have done had she lost Chloe, who she
considered a precious gift. Jack shook her head. That was the last thing she wanted to think
aboult.

"Chloe," Jack softly started, though she knew that the other woman was asleep by now, "you
may not think that there is anything for you to forgive me for, but there is. Some of the things...a
lot of them actually, you said the day you moved out of the house were correct.” Jack took a deep
breath as she collected her thoughts. "When | first started out in these business adventures my
main goal was to make enough so that I could take good care of you. | also wanted to make you
proud to have me as your big sister. Over the years, I think | lost myself if that makes any sense.
You were right when you said | enjoyed being known as the Congueror. As cruel as it may
sound, it gave me a thrill to cause other businesses to collapse.” Jack slowly shook her head. "I
became something...someone that I'm so ashamed of now and I'm so sorry that you ultimately
had to see that side of me. When | became your guardian, | wanted to be a role model for you,
but I've failed. I've succeeded professionally, but I'm a moron when it comes to what really is
important, and that's you.

I've given it a lot of thought and things are going to start changing. I'm going to change kid. I just
hope it isn't too late for you to be proud to call me your sister. I've always been proud to call you
mine, because you are the most beautiful young woman, inside and out. In fact, | feel like |
should be the youngest of us, because Chloe you're my role model. I look up to you...figuratively
speaking of course." A smile appeared on Jack's lips. "You're smart, funny, warm, thoughtful...I
wanna be just like you when | grow up." Blinking away a few tears, Jack kissed Chloe's cheek.
"Sleep well sweetie. We'll talk more later."”

Standing, Jack stretched before turning and heading towards the door. Looking back at her sister,
she then quietly left, heading in the direction of the waiting room. Stopping just before she
reached the room, Jack leaned against a wall as she took a few moments to compose herself.
Mentally telling herself to be strong, Jack walked into the waiting room, seeing a few people



there, amongst them Sonny. She smiled broadly as she watched the blonde sleeping, the back of
her head touching the wall behind her. She looked so sweet and innocent.

Strolling over to where Sonny was, Jack sat in the chair next to hers before she leaned towards
the blonde whispering close to her ear, "Wake up sleeping beauty."

"I'm not asleep,” Sonny swiftly replied, her eyes still closed. She ignored the tingling sensation
that started just after she felt Jack's warm breath caressing the ridge of her ear. "l was merely
resting my eyes is all.”

"Oh, I see," Jack said as the smile on her lips grew. "Guess that means | don't have to kiss you in
order to wake you."

Opening her eyes, Sonny looked at Jack, with a hint of a smile on her face. "I can tell that you're
in a good mood. That's wonderful."”

Leaning back in her chair, Jack wrapped an arm around Sonny's shoulders. "Well I've got every
reason in the world to be in a good mood. My sister is going to pull through this just fine and she
and | have made up. Plus, I've got you as a friend now and for that, I'm truly thankful. Everything
seems to be looking up and | have a feeling that things are just going to keep getting better and
better." Jack smiled again as she gently squeezed Sonny. "I'm a lucky woman."

~—— s s

Settling back in the bathtub, Jack let out a sigh of pleasure, feeling the tense muscles in her body
start to loosen as she relaxed. Sonny's suggestion that she soak in the tub was a good idea,
because this was exactly what Jack needed. Looking around the small yet cozy bathroom, the
brunette smiled, thinking that Sonny had went to great lengths to make this an enjoyable
experience for her.

Soft relaxing music played from a small stereo sitting on top of the sink. And having left the
light off, Sonny had placed aromatheraphy candles all around the bathroom. Watching the
shadows on the walls created by the flickering of the candles, Jack picked a mug up from a tray
and took a short sip of the delicious chamomile tea Sonny had made for her. After taking a few
more swallows, Jack placed the cup back on the tray before lying back in the tub, the nape of her
neck relaxing against a rolled up towel.

Jack closed her eyes as she took in the fragrant scents flowing throughout the small room. Just
moments after she entered Sonny's bathroom, Jack felt the tension in her body begin to loosen up
with each breath she took. The ambiance, candles, tea, music, and bath were definitely having an
effect on her. Not to mention the fact that she was alone with Sonny in her apartment. A grin
made its way to Jack’s lips as her mind began to wander with the possibilities. Namely, Sonny
joining her in this bathtub that was just large enough to accommodate them both. No, no, no. |
shouldn't think such things, Jack mentally chastised herself, though the mischievous grin
remained.



Picking up her cup, Jack sipped some more of the tea as she let out a soft purr of complete
contentment. Dang, this stuff was great! Jack made a mental note to ask Sonny where she bought
her chamomile. She wanted to stock up on it! Hearing a light knock on the door, Jack put the cup
back on the tray before looking over her left shoulder towards the closed door. "Who goes
there?" the brunette asked in a singsong voice. She heard chuckling emanating from the other
side of the door and smiled. Sonny's laughter was one of the most pleasant sounds on this earth.

"Itis I, Sonny Campbell Ma'am," the blonde replied in a booming voice.
"And what pray-tell may | do for you Sonny Campbell Ma'am?"

Laughing, the other woman replied, "That's what | called on you for Ma'am. To see if there was
anything that I could do for you. Your wish is my command." Sonny bit her lower lip hard at her
poor choice of words. Knowing Jack, she would have a field day with them.

Jack grinned, liking the sound of that. "Do come in Sonny one."
"l can't.”
"Why not?" Jack inquired. "Is the door locked?"

"Umm...no," Sonny replied in a slightly strained voice. "I can't come in the bathroom because
you're in there completely naked and | don't think it would be appropriate for me to see you in
that...condition."

"But you already saw me naked," the brunette quickly retorted. "Remember the sauna?"

Her cheeks beginning to redden, Sonny thought back to that day at the gym. She most definitely
remembered what Jack did in the sauna. That situation was forever branded on her brain. "Yeah,
I remember but still...I shouldn't..."

"C'mon Sonny," Jack said in a coaxing voice. "I may be naked but I'm surrounded by big fluffy
bubbles, so you can't see anything that isn't allowed to be shown in public.” Jack glanced towards
the door as she heard a small click. Seconds later, Sonny walked inside, closing the door behind
her before she leaned her back against it while looking towards Jack, albeit a little
uncomfortably.

"How umm...how's the bath coming along?" the blonde asked as she wrung her hands together
nervously. Jack Foster was in her bathtub. Nearly six feet of gorgeous sopping wet nakedness
was relaxing just a few feet away from her and that fact did things to Sonny's body that she
wouldn't dare even admit to herself.

A knowing grin appeared on Jack'’s lips as she watched the other woman's expression. She
wondered what Sonny would do if she were to stand up right now. | wouldn't be opposed to the
idea of her joining me, Jack naughtily thought. "It's coming just fine,” the brunette replied.
Leaning over, she picked up her cup and took another sip. "And this chamomile tea is simply to



die for. By far the best tea I've ever had! Where did you get? | wanna know, 'cause | wanna get
some as soon as possible. Chloe would probably love it too."

One blonde eyebrow arched as Sonny carefully examined Jack's face, paying close attention to
her eyes. Now was it just her imagination or were those blue eyes looking glassy and much too
bright? Also, wasn't Jack speaking just a wee bit fast as though she only had a small amount of
time to get out what she wanted to say? Surely, the chamomile tea couldn't be responsible for all
of that.

"Jack...are you feeling okay?" Sonny inquired, her voice laced with concern. By the grin that
appeared to be stuck on the woman's lips, Sonny figured that the answer would be yes.

The brunette nodded as she finished the contents of her cup before putting it down. "Yeah, I'm
fine! This tea along with the aspirin completely took care of that terrible headache I had. | feel so
light and happy now! By the way, that's the big bottle of aspirin you have darlin’. Should last you
for months!™

Sonny's brow furrowed in thought. What big bottle of aspirin was Jack talking about? The bottle
in her medicine cabinet was small enough to fit in the palm of your hand. "Jack, I told you to
look for a white bottle. Was it white?"

IIYep-II
"But it wasn't small enough to be concealed in your hand?"

Jack shook her head, wondering where this conversation was headed. "That's right my little
Sonny bunny." She winked at the blonde, grinning broadly. "Oh, and the pills were kind of big
too."

Uh oh. Sonny had a feeling that her guest had taken the wrong medication. No wonder Jack was
feeling so euphoric. The tea was good, but not that good! "Were the pills white and oval-shaped
with a fancy "v" on them that sort of resembles a bird flying away?"

"Whoa, you're a psychic!" Jack laughed heartily. "Ding, ding you're absolutely correct!"

The blonde slapped a hand over her face as she unsuccessfully attempted to stifle a chuckle. Jack
was definitely flying much higher than a kite. Walking over to the medicine cabinet, Sonny
opened it and took out a large white bottle. Turning around, she showed the bottle to Jack,
saying, "You didn't take any aspirin Jack. What you took was Vicodin. What | want to know now
is how many? It's recommended to only take one or two."

Jack held up the first and middle finger of her left hand. "Two. I've heard of Vicodin. It's a
powerful and sometimes addictive painkiller. What are you doing with some?"

"A few weeks ago | was hit by a car and my doctor prescribed them for the pain.” Sonny could
have given herself a swift kick in the rear when she noticed the look of guilt that appeared on



Jack's face. Quickly putting the bottle of Vicodin back in the medicine cabinet, she moved over
to the tub and knelt down, placing a petite hand on top of the other woman's shoulder. *I'm sorry
Jack. I shouldn't have said that so flippantly. | hadn't meant it to come out that way. Please
forgive me."

Softly smiling, Jack leaned over and briefly kissed Sonny's cheek. "Nothing to forgive Sonny.
It's all right," pausing, Jack gazed into Sonny's eyes as she gathered her thoughts. "I've caused
you so much pain both physically and emotionally. Therefore, | should be the one apologizing."
Seeing that the blonde was about to say something, Jack quickly pressed two fingers against her
lips, successfully silencing her. "Please allow me to speak.” When Sonny gave a small nod of
acquiescence, Jack removed her fingers. "I've single-handedly created turmoil in your life ever
since the first day we met and now that | look back at all I've done, I'm ashamed of myself. |
don't exactly know when it happened, but somewhere along the way, I turned into a...well a
cold-hearted bitch and I don't want people to see me in that light anymore. Frankly, I'm tired of
being known as the Conqueror." Jack sighed as she leaned back in tub, her eyes on Sonny. "I just
wanna be Jack."

When Sonny opened her mouth to speak, Jack held up a silencing hand. "So, I've been giving it a
lot of thought, and I've come to a decision on how to start making changes to improve myself.
I'm going to close down Brew n' Paradise."

Green eyes widened in surprise. She most certainly hadn't seen that one coming. "What? Why
would you do that Jack?" Okay former Conqueror, no more Vicodin for you!

"Because my coffeehouse has created much more trouble than it's worth," Jack replied gravely.
"What trouble? What are you talking about?"

"If it wasn't for Brew n' Paradise | never would have hit you with my car, nearly killing you,"
Jack started as she started counting off the facts on her fingers. "Also, you and Laura would
never have endured the problems that you did in your relationship, because | wouldn't be around
to complicate things. Because of me, she ultimately dumped you-"

Sonny quickly interrupted by saying, "When you put it that way it sounds so harsh. I'd like it
much better if you said she ended our relationship."

The dark-haired woman rolled her eyes. "Okay, because of me Laura ended your relationship.
And if--"

"And-"

Jack inhaled sharply as she faintly glared at Sonny. "Please shut up or I'll be forced to put a strip
of electrical tape over those pretty soft lips of yours.” Sonny pressed her lips together so tightly
that they almost hurt. Pausing for a few seconds, Jack then went on with what she was previously
trying to say. "And if that wasn't bad enough, Chloe and I have an argument because of the
coffeehouse and she moves out. Worst of all, not long after she does, she almost gets herself



killed as her car tumbles over and over down a hill. Therefore, if I'd never built the coffeehouse,
Chloe and I wouldn't have quarreled over it and she wouldn't be lying in a hospital bed at this
very moment. And if you'd never met me, then | wouldn't have put your life in jeopardy not once
but twice!" Jack looked deeply into Sonny's eyes as she finished her fast-paced explanation.
"You see what repercussions my selfish actions started in motion?"

"Jack, you can't blame yourself for all of that."”

"Can't 1?" the brunette replied in a soft voice. "If I'd never wanted to destroy yours and Sarah's
business in the first place, then all of those things never would have occurred."

"You can't predict the future. First of all, | could have been paying better attention as | rode my
bicycle." Thinking back, Sonny remembered how she had carefully looked both ways before she
continued across the street. Well that's just a little piece of information that I'll keep to myself.
"Secondly, you are not the reason that Laura and | broke up. We did so because she realized
before | did that we weren't meant for each other. You also aren't the reason that Chloe nearly
killed herself. You didn't put a gun to her head and make her consume an abundant amount of
alcohol before getting behind the wheel. I know that she's your sister Jack and | mean no
disrespect when | say that Chloe was behaving like an immature dumbass. She's an adult, and
she's solely responsible for her actions. And, you cannot blame yourself for what happened at
Disneyland. | was the moron who decided to sit on that railing and then fell overboard,"” Sonny
felt her temper rising as her hands gripped onto the edge of the tub tightly. For some peculiar
reason, she almost had this desire to slap Jack into next year. "And Jack, you seemed to have
come to some stupid conclusion that my life would have been better had I never met you. Well,"
Sonny paused taking a deep breath, "you couldn't be more wrong. Sure, | don't like the way we
met by your literally running into me, but I'm thankful that you came into my life because I'm
happy now that you're my friend. We started off rocky, but now the path is much smoother.

"I've wanted to kill you more times than I've wanted to hug you, but Jack for some reason |
cannot possibly imagine my life without your presence. You make me laugh and smile and God
help me, I even like it sometimes when you tease me. If | had the opportunity to turn back the
hands of time, 1 wouldn't do it. If I could change anything | wanted to that happened in these past
few weeks, I wouldn't alter a thing."” Releasing her grasp on the tub, Sonny captured one of Jack's
hands in her own as she looked into soft blue eyes. "What I'm trying to say is that | care about
you Jack and | hate seeing you be so hard on yourself. You can't beat yourself up for the events
that occurred after your coffeehouse was built. If you want to make a change for the better than
that's terrific, but don't sink into this "oh, I'm such a horrible person™ mode. Calling yourself
names won't change anything. Only your actions will. Like the quote goes, actions speak louder
than words."

Silently regarding Sonny with an expression that was obviously love, Jack felt her heart melt into
a puddle. She was so touched by the woman's words that she felt a lump growing in her throat,
which suggested that she was dangerously close to crying. Swallowing with a bit of difficulty,
Jack lightly squeezed the hand holding hers. Do those Vicodin give you a rush as well as make
you emotional? Jack bit down on her lower lip, afraid that if she spoke she might tell Sonny that
she loved her and how she would be content spending the rest of her life gazing into those



beautiful green eyes. Oh, Sonny you don't know how much I love you. I would willingly give up
my life if I could spend even one little hour making sweet passionate love to you.

Lips curving into a smile, Sonny reached into the water for Jack’s floating blue pouf. Picking up
a bottle of body wash, she flipped the cap open before squirting some of the thick raspberry
scented substance onto the pouf and then started the process of lathering it. Instructing Jack to
lean forward, Sonny began to lightly run the soapy pouf along her back, using long slow strokes.
Closing her eyes, Jack savored the moment while imagining that it was not the pouf but Sonny's
lips placing feather light kisses on her back. As the pouf slowly made its way up her spine and
across her shoulder blades, Jack bit down on her lower lip in order to contain a moan of pleasure.
She wondered if Sonny was trying to tease her or was she completely clueless as to what she was
doing. Jack glanced over her shoulder into innocent green eyes. Just as she had suspected, Sonny
had no idea what this was doing to her. This was like sweet torture.

"Something the matter?" Sonny asked as she began to rinse the soap off of Jack's back. Was it
just her imagination, or had those blue eyes become darker? Almost like Jack was... Sonny felt
the heat rising in her cheeks. It was time to leave the bathroom and the naked wet gorgeous
woman in her tub. Quickly.

The dark-haired woman shook her head as she lightly cleared her throat. "Um...no. Everything is
just fine. Thanks for washing my back Sonny. That's the most difficult place for me to reach.”
Glancing over her shoulder again, Jack smiled at the blonde, watching as she stood up.

Returning the smile, Sonny winked at her. "You're welcome, Jack." Walking over to the towel
rack, the blonde dried her hands before turning back towards her guest. "Why don't you finish up
your bath and by the time you come out, I'll have lunch ready, 'kay?"

"I'll be out in a few minutes," the brunette replied as she looked back at Sonny. "Anyone ever tell
you that you're the hostess with the mostess?" She grinned slightly. "Welcomed me into your
home, offered me a wonderful bath and now you're gonna feed me. Hell, I might just wanna
move in!" Jack's grin grew larger.

Sonny began to richly laugh. "Yeah, that makes a lot of sense. You and Chloe move out of that
palace of yours into my one bedroom apartment!"

"Hey, don't knock this place,” Jack replied, wearing a tender smile. "It's full of love and warmth
because of you and | think that you and your home are terrific."

Around two weeks ago, if anyone had told Sonny that she would believe Jack was a sweet
woman, she would have said they were insane to think such a thing. Though now she was
beginning to realize that it was true. Sure Jack could be cocky, infuriating and excessively flirty,
but underneath it all she did have her moments of sweetness. Resisting the urge to walk over and
kiss the woman's cheek, Sonny uttered soft thanks before opening the bathroom door and quietly
leaving.



Leaning against the closed bathroom door, Sonny let out a soft sigh as she momentarily closed
her eyes. This was supposed to be a mere friendship, but some of the thoughts going through her
mind were more than friendly. It had to just be a silly meaningless crush if anything. They had
been spending time together and had even slept in the same bed twice. Therefore, this was bound
to happen. Successfully convincing herself of this, Sonny smiled a bit in relief. She and Jack
were just friends and that was all they would ever be.

Her heart belonged solely to Blue.

~ e~~~

After finishing her bath, Jack blow-dried her hair and pulled it all back into a ponytail with a
rubberband she found in one of Sonny's bathroom drawers. Grabbing a pair of loose-fitting blue
jeans and a maroon T-shirt, she quickly put them on, glad that along with a spare tire she always
kept an extra set of clothing in her trunk. If she hadn't, she would be forced to wait for her
clothes to finish washing and drying because Jack doubted that any of Sonny's clothes would fit
her.

Giving the top half of her body the once over in the medicine chest mirror, Jack headed towards
the door. Glancing at her sneakers neatly placed next to the toilet, she decided to remain barefoot
until she and Sonny left to return to the hospital later this evening. On exiting the bathroom door,
Jack noticed Sonny sitting at her computer desk. She detected the sound of keys being rapidly
clicked as the blonde intently stared at her computer screen. Yet to be seen, Jack watched in
curiosity as the other woman continued doing whatever it was that she was up to.

Hmm, wonder if what's she's writing is for Blue? Um...I mean for me. Jack shook her head.
Geez, now I'm referring to myself in the third person. Deciding to find out, the dark-haired
woman quietly slipped into the living room unnoticed by the blonde whose full attention was on
the computer. Wearing a faint mischievous smile and feeling like a precocious child spying on
her older sibling, Jack tiptoed until she was standing about three feet behind Sonny. Thankful for
her 20/20 vision, she looked over the other woman's shoulder towards the screen, instantly
noting that Sonny was writing an email. She also noted with a broad smile that the email was for
Blueyez.

Unfortunately, Jack wasn't able to read pass "Dear Blue" because Sonny suddenly clicked the
send button before she swiveled around in her chair to face the brunette. Feeling like a deer
caught in the headlights of an oncoming vehicle, Jack looked back at her sheepishly. Starting to
grin, Sonny clucked her tongue as she slowly shook her head. Folding her arms across her chest,
she sat back in her chair as she silently regarded Jack.

While trying not to fidget, the brunette wondered what she was thinking. If the grin on her face
was any indication, she wasn't too upset. Finally not being able to stand the silence a moment
more, Jack opened her mouth to speak. "Well?"

Cocking her head to the side, Sonny kept the grin in place. "Well what?"



Jack suddenly wished that she had the ability to read minds. "So you caught me snooping. Now
what are you gonna do or say about it?"

Sonny shrugged. "Nothing." She then turned back around so that she was facing the computer.
Logging off of the Internet, she stood up stretching languidly before looking over her shoulder
towards Jack, who was wearing a suspicious expression. Suppressing a giggle, Sonny walked
over to Jack, standing in front of her. "Why are you looking at me like that?"

"I sneak into the living-"

"No, no, no," Sonny interrupted, grinning faintly. "You didn't sneak Jack. | saw you the moment
you came out of the bathroom.™ The grin on her lips broadened. "Guess you're not as slick as you
think you are businesswoman formerly known as the Conqueror.”

Arching an eyebrow, Jack attempted to hide a grin but it was impossible to do. This little woman
was just too cute and saucy. "Remember when you were washing my back?" Sonny nodded,
trying to figure out why Jack changed the subject. Leaning towards the shorter woman, the
brunette hotly whispered in her ear, "I was plenty slick then Sonny. And it had nothing to do
with the bath water | was sitting in." Watching the blush that immediately appeared, Jack grinned
to herself. Score one for moi!

Okay, it was time for another subject change before Jack had her glowing like a Christmas tree.
Lightly clearing her throat, Sonny took a few steps back to the desk and picked up her keys. "I'm
going to Bean There, Done That Jack. I'll be back in a couple hours."

Hiding a look of disappointment, the brunette hooked her thumbs into the pockets of her jeans.
She had been hoping that she and Sonny could spend a few hours together before leaving for the
hospital. "Do you have to go? What about lunch?"

The blonde lightly tapped her keys against her thigh. "No, I don't have to but Sarah has been in
charge all by herself since Friday and | want to relieve her. I'm closing up at five, so | should be
back by five-thirty and then we can go see Chloe unless you want to rest a little more.” Pointing
towards the kitchen, Sonny added, "I already ate lunch but yours is on the kitchen table. You just
need to get something out of the fridge to drink. Please feel free to help yourself to anything. My
casa is your casa."

Jack smiled again. "You really are the hostess with the mostess."

Smiling back, Sonny walked up to Jack and playfully punched her on the arm. "You be good
while I'm gone.”

"I'll try," Jack replied while grinning. "But if I'm not will you spank me?" She asked, attempting
to look innocent.

The blonde laughed as she shook her head. "You're too much Jack."



~ e~~~

After enjoying the delicious lunch Sonny had prepared for her, Jack washed the dishes and made
sure that the kitchen was spotless before she went back into the living room. Blue eyes instantly
landed on the computer as Jack came up with an idea. Slightly smiling, she walked over to the
computer desk and took a seat in Sonny's chair. Placing her hand over the mouse, Jack clicked on
the AOL icon and waited for the screen to pop up before she selected the screen name labeled
‘guest’ and then pressed the button to sign on. Lightly tapping her fingertips on the keyboard as
she waited for the modem to finish dialing, Jack then typed in her screen name along with her
password when asked to do so.

A second later she was greeted by the male voice on AOL and told she had mail. Opening her
mailbox, Jack started to smile as she searched through her email for Sonny's. Out of nearly two
hundred new pieces of mail, Sonny's was the last one on the list. Double clicking on it, Jack
started to read, her smile growing broader.

Dear Blue,

Wow, it seems like forever since we've last spoken. I'm so sorry that | haven't written to you in
these past few days. Things have been happening in my life and the truth is I've just been too
busy. But alas, here | am. Better late than never, eh (smile)? | really have missed you Blue. When
I'm not in contact with you, it feels as though a piece of me is missing. | can't really explain it, |
just feel a little emptier.

If nothing else, these past few days have taught me that life is so precious. Before I thought it
was something to be cherished, but now I realize first hand just how much. We have to seize the
day and make the most of every minute we have on this earth because life can be threatened or
taken away in an instant.

The reason | say this is not because someone | know lost their life, but they almost did. A friend
of mine nearly lost her younger sister yesterday due to a car accident. They had been having
trouble communicating with one another and God forbid if she would have died, then my
friend...well I don't know what she would have done because the last time they spoke it ended
terribly. That would have been the last memory she had of her sister and | know it would have
torn her up inside. Now since she is going to make it through this just fine, they will have a
chance to mend and reconcile. Thank goodness, they are receiving this second chance. | have a
feeling that they'll make the most of it.

Blue, I want to tell you something and | hope that it doesn't make you feel uncomfortable. | just
realized that | have to tell you. Right now, | feel brave so I'm just going to say it before I lose my
nerve.

| love you Blue.

During this past year, you have brought me so much joy and happiness and | do love you. How
could I not because you are such a special wonderful person and I often ask myself how out of



six billion people | was lucky enough to meet you. | feel such a powerful connection with you and
there are times when all I want is to be with you. | want to put my arms around you, | want to
hold you close enough to feel your heart beat and | want the opportunity to tell you face to face
that | love you. Do you believe in soulmates? | believe that you could be mine.

I guess that I'll end this email and allow you to digest all of this. I sincerely hope that | haven't
freaked you out (smile). If you would like to talk on the phone sometime, I'll add my phone
number to the end of this post. | know I've given it to you before, but I'll tell you again just in
case you lost it (wink). Please feel free to call me collect. Hope to talk with you soon, whether it
is here, on the phone, or in real time. Until then, take care. | love you.

~PG~
Madison (Sonny) Campbell
Home phone: 555-4342

Jack sat back in the chair as she reread the email half a dozen times. She was in shock. Pure
shock. If she had been asked what she thought Sonny would write in this email, she never would
have guessed in a million years that the woman would have declared her love for her. Pinching
the back of her hand, Jack concluded that she wasn't dreaming as she stared at four little words
that meant so much.

| love you Blue.

Those had to be the sweetest words that she had ever heard. Sonny loved her. Well technically,
she loved Blue, but hey she was Blue. Therefore, she loved her too, she just wasn't aware of it
yet. Beginning to smile again, Jack read through the email once more, as a thought came to
mind. She had only one question. What did Sonny mean when she said that she loved her? After
all, there were different variations of love. Did she love her like family, as a friend, as a potential
lover and life partner? Jack momentarily crossed her fingers while hoping that it was the latter.

As for the issue of being soulmates, Jack definitely believed that Sonny was hers. Like Sonny
had mentioned in her email, Jack felt a strong connection between them. A connection that she
had never felt with anyone else on this planet. Now all she had to do was convince Sonny to give
her a chance in real time as Jack. The brunette shook her head as she exhaled loudly. That was
easier said than done. As moronic and crazy as it sounded, Jack had to figure out a way to
eliminate herself--meaning Blue. Based on this email her Internet self was winning Sonny's love.

Jack: 0-- Blueyez: 1

Unlocking the door, Sonny walked into her apartment, smiling fondly as she noticed her guest
sprawled out on the couch dead to the world. Heading towards the hall closet, Sonny found a
blanket on the top shelf and pulled it down before moving back to the living room and the couch.



Unfolding the blanket, she gently laid it over Jack before gazing at her for a few silent moments.
The former Congueror sure did look as innocent as that Snuggle fabric softener bear from the
television commercials when she slept. Pressing two fingers to her lips, Sonny then briefly
touched Jack's cheek with them. Hope you're having sweet dreams.

Walking into the kitchen, the blonde obtained a tall can of iced tea from the refrigerator before
heading back to the living room and her computer. She was anxious to see if Blue had received
her email and given her reply yet. Seconds later, as she waited to be logged on, Sonny popped
the tab on her iced tea and then quickly looked over her shoulder to see if she had disturbed Jack
by doing so. Relieved to find that she hadn't, she turned back to the computer screen and took a
long sip from the can before setting it down on a napkin.

After successfully logging on, Sonny was delighted to find that she had new mail. Clicking on
her mailbox, she saw two new emails, one of which was from Blue and the other from Laura.
Surprised because she hardly ever received email from Laura, she clicked on her email first and
started to read the short message inside.

Hey there,

How are you doing? | hope that Jack's sister is doing all right. My prayers and thoughts are with
them. | tried to call you both yesterday and this morning but it just rang until the answering
machine came on and then | would hang up. I just wanted to check up on you and see how things
were and | also wanted to know when | can come by and pick up the few belongings | have at
your place. I'm not in any hurry to come get them, | was only wondering when it would be
convenient for you. Just let me know when and I'll come over. | also have your key for you. Take
good care of yourself Sonny. Talk with you later.

Laura

Hitting the reply button, Sonny thought about her response to the email as she picked up her can
of tea and took a long sip before putting it down again. Positioning her fingers on the home row
of her keyboard, she began to type, tapping the keys as softly as she could manage so as not to
disturb Jack.

Hey Laura,

It's good to hear from you. I'm doing well. Jack and | just left the hospital earlier this afternoon
after having been there all night. Thank God, Chloe is going to be just fine. She's going to need
some extensive physical therapy and it'll be a while before she's truly back on her feet, but she's
going to make it. She woke up this morning and both Jack and I had the opportunity to talk to
her. She's a sweetheart.

As for your coming by to pick up your things, you're more than welcome to come at anytime. |
trust you not to steal anything (wink and a grin). If I'm not here when you come, just be sure to
lock up when you leave and put the key underneath my doormat. Hope you keep in touch Laura.
I'd hate to lose you all together because you mean too much to me. You take care as well.



Love always,
Sonny

After reading over the message, Sonny pressed the send button and watched as the email
vanished from the screen before clicked on Blue's email in excitement. She felt like she had just
won the lottery for a multi-million dollar jackpot. Glancing over her shoulder towards the couch,
she then took a nice long swig from her can before starting to read.

My Dearest PG,

What can | say? You're email has blown me away. | sat in my chair speechless as | read and
reread your message. Your words touched me so deeply...I fail to explain just how much. I'm
sorry to hear about your friend's sister but I'm so happy that she's going to be all right and that
they have a second chance to work out whatever issues they may have. You told me something
and now | have something to say in return.

I'm in love you PerkyGrrl.

I've wanted to tell you that for months now, but I've been too afraid that I might scare you away
and the last thing | wanted to do was lose you. I'm sure you know by now how very precious you
are and how much a part of my life you are although we have yet to meet in person *smiling at
you* You are the kindest, sweetest, gentlest woman | have ever known and I can't wait to tell you
in person how much I love you. What can | say? You rock my world and you blow my mind ;-)

Do I believe in soulmates? Do cats meow and dogs bark? Absolutely. No doubt it. Hell yeah! ;)
And | am in agreement with you. | also believe that you could be mine. In fact, I'm one hundred
and ten percent sure that it has to be you. I remember that night we first met in that Orlando
Florida chat room, that I felt a strong connection to you before you even had the chance to
acknowledge me. | knew then that PerkyGrrl was the one and only one for me. However, if I'd
told you that then you probably would have ran as quickly as you could in the opposite direction
and | wouldn't have blamed you one bit ;-)

*laughing™ And yes | still have your phone number and a couple of times I've even picked up the
phone to give you a ring but then | metamorphosed into a chicken! Tell you what? I'm going to
get up the nerve to call you within the next week. How does that sound? Until then please try not
to wait anxiously by the phone until the day I call. I know it'll be hard *grin* I'm just kidding
with you Madison. By the way, what a lovely name that is :-)

Well I guess I better get going now. | have some stuff to take care of. I'll talk with you soon
*blowing you a kiss* In case I've neglected to mention it, | love you ;-)

Love always and 4ever,

Blue



A bright smile was on Sonny's lips as she closed the email and logged off from the Internet
before sitting back in her chair to reflect. Not only had Blue revealed that she loved her, but she
also added the word "in", which often gave a whole new meaning to telling someone that you
loved them. It suddenly occurred to Sonny that she didn't know whether the insertion of the word
"Iin" applied to her. Meaning, was she in love with Blue or did she just love her as...what? A
close friend or sister?

Picking up her can of tea and taking a long swig, Sonny should her head negatively. No, she
definitely had more than friendly or sisterly love for Blue. She couldn't honestly say that she was
in love with her. Sonny found it difficult to be in love with someone that she had at the very least
never spoken with on the phone. Their only way of communicating was via the Internet and that
was too impersonal for her.

Her brow knitting, the blonde thought hard as green eyes stared unseeingly at the screensaver
that had popped up on the computer due to inactivity. She wanted to hold Blue, wanted to kiss
her, and even thought about what it would be like to make love with her. Sonny smiled a little as
it came to her. She harbored a romantic love for Blue. She was romantically attracted to the
woman and the next step was getting to insert the major "in". However, the only way she would
get to hopefully achieve that was for them to actually meet.

While placing her can back on the desk, Sonny stared longingly at her phone, wanting
desperately for it to start ringing. Please pick up your phone and call me Blue, she mentally
implored. "I need you to reach out and touch me," she added aloud, chuckling softly at her own
little joke.

Picking up her tea, she quickly finished off the rest before getting up and lightly stretching.
Glancing at her sleeping guest, she strolled into the kitchen and tossed the empty aluminum can
into a brown paper bag half-filled with others. Looking around the kitchen, a delighted smile
appeared on Sonny's lips as she noticed how spiffy it was. The glare hitting the counter from the
overhead lights was so bright that she almost needed a pair of shades. Well...the counter wasn't
actually that bright, but it looked terrific along with the rest of the kitchen.

"I'm quite impressed Jack," Sonny softly stated before leaving the kitchen. Stopping in the
middle of the living room, she glanced at her watch, noting that it was nearly a quarter passed six
o'clock. For a split second, she started to wake Jack up so that they could head back to the
hospital but changed her mind. Sonny concluded that the woman needed to get sufficient rest
after these last couple of hectic days. Walking over to the phone, she picked it up before heading
back into the kitchen so she wouldn't disturb Jack as she talked. Taking a slip of paper out of her
pants pocket, she dialed the number written on it. Placing the phone to her ear, Sonny leaned
against the kitchen sink as she waited for the other line to be answered.

"Hello?"

"Hey Leslie. This is Sonny. How's everything going there?"



"Hello there Sonny," Leslie warmly replied. "Everything is just fine. Chloe is awake and eating
her dinner while we watch a game show. Would you like to talk with her?"

"No that's all right. | was just checking in to make sure all was well and to tell you that Jack and |
should be back there within the next hour or two. She's sleeping now and | don't have the heart to
wake her up."

"That's a good idea. Just let her sleep. It was obvious that she was tired when you two left this
afternoon. And speaking of tired you could use some rest yourself. Have you been to sleep?"

"No, | haven't but I drank about a gallon of coffee,” Sonny answered while chuckling.

Leslie chuckled a bit herself before replying, "Well coffee or not you need to get some sleep. Just
a minute okay?"

"Okay." Keeping the phone to her ear, Sonny patiently waited as she detected the sound of
voices in the background, though she couldn't make out the words. A moment later, Leslie
returned to the phone.

"Sonny, Chloe told me to tell you and I'm in total agreement, you and Jack should just stay at
your place for the rest of the night. She said that she will probably go right to sleep after she
finishes eating because she's a bit tired." Leslie laughed before adding, "In fact, she's trying to
get rid of me too. So, will you stay home?"

Sonny walked to the entrance of the kitchen where she could see Jack laying on the couch. "I
don't know," she slowly replied. "I don't think I can keep Jack here all night." Also, she didn't
think it would be such a wise idea for she and the flirty woman to spend the night alone in her
apartment. Sure, they had spent the night at a Disney resort not two weeks ago, but since then,
they had been spending more time together. And the more time they were in each other's
presence, the more intimate they seemed to become. If she knew, what would Blue think about
that?

"Hide her car keys and refuse to give them to her no matter how ticked off she gets," Leslie said,
her voice slightly playful.

"Ha ha." Sonny smirked. "That's easy for you to say. I'm the one who has to put up with the
possible attitude.”" The blonde glanced at Jack and decided that spending one more night with her
wouldn't hurt. Maybe she would get lucky and Jack would continue to sleep until daybreak.
Sonny shook her head. No, that probably wouldn't happen. "Okay, | won't guarantee that I can,
but I'll try to make her stay here. That's the best | can offer.”

"That'll do," Leslie answered, sounding pleased. "I'm going to stay here a little while longer and
then head home myself. We'll see you two in the morning. Chloe says to tell you goodnight and
sweet dreams."



Sonny smiled into the phone. "Please tell her sweet dreams and goodnight for me as well, Leslie.
And the same goes for you."

"Thanks Sonny," Leslie gave a slight pause before adding, "Oh and Sonny?"
"Yes?"

"Thank you for taking such good care of Jack," the woman quietly said. "She has this problem
with always wanting to be in control and never allows anyone to take care of her. I'm happy that
you were able to break through her tough exterior. God knows I've tried, but always failed. Jack
would probably never admit it in a million years, but she is about due for some TLC."

Deeply touched by the words, Sonny smiled into the phone. "Well I'll give her as much as | can.
Goodnight Leslie. See you in the morning."

"See you then Sonny. Have a good night."

Ending the call, Sonny turned off the kitchen light before walking into the living room and
depositing the phone back in the cradle. Moving over to the couch, she slowly and carefully took
a seat on it before stretching her legs out in order to put her feet up on the coffeetable. Looking
towards her left, she gazed at Jack for a few silent moments before reaching a hand up and
running the back of it across her stinging eyes.

Deciding to take a catnap, Sonny laid her head back on the couch, closing her eyes as a yawn
escaped her. With her eyes remaining shut, she thought back to the couple of hours she had spent
at Bean There, Done That during the afternoon. To put it bluntly, business had been horrible.
Sonny spent most of her time at the coffeehouse reading a magazine because she only had two
customers. She was delighted when a third person entered the coffeehouse, but unfortunately,
they had only wanted to use the restroom.

Sonny let out a soft sigh. It was time that she faced the music. Her business was practically
over...finite...done. What did the Italian mobsters say? Oh, yes. She and Sarah's coffeechouse
was sleeping with the fishes. After several years of flourishing business, Bean There, Done That
had been there and done that and now was closing it's doors forever. Last week, Sonny and Sarah
had decided that this coming Friday would be the last day they were in business.

Sonny found that to be a highly depressing thought. After all, running a coffee establishment was
all she had wanted to do since she was fourteen years old and truthfully, she couldn't think of
another thing she was good enough at to make a living off of. Coffee was her niche. Her one and
only niche. I'm probably going to end up working at someplace such as a burger joint, Sonny
sadly thought. She shook her head, trying to get rid of these thoughts. She had to maintain a
positive attitude. Somehow, some way everything would work out accordingly and she would
find something else that she was good at.

Perhaps the closing of her coffeehouse was a blessing in disguise because she was destined to do
something even better. It was fate that Jack built her coffeehouse right across the street



and...well steal she and Sarah's business. As strange as it sounded, if it weren't for Jack then
Sarah, Hawke, and Peter wouldn't be having such good fortune now. Though she wouldn't admit
that she set up their meeting, if it weren't for Jack insisting Hawke join in on the karaoke
competition then she never would have met Dell Holiday and now signed with Olympus
Records.

After much coercing, Hawke had managed to sign on Sarah as her songwriter, since over the
time they'd known one another, Sarah had written close to a dozen songs especially for her. Ever
since Sonny and Sarah were teenagers, she had been interested in writing songs and was
obviously quite talented at it. By the time they entered high school, Sarah had two notebooks
filled with different types of lyrics. Though when asked by her friends to sing them, she refused.
Sarah was very talented at writing, but unfortunately, she couldn't carry a tune to save her own
life.

As for Peter, he informed Sonny and Sarah last week that he had decided along with two other
friends, one of which was his cousin, to open a coffeehouse that would have nightly
entertainment. Both of his bosses had told him that they thought it was a great idea and that they
wished him all the luck in the world. Since he was such a wizard when it came to coffee, Peter
was sure to succeed with his own business. The coffeehouse was tentatively to be opened
towards the end of December and Sonny, Sarah, and Hawke were all invited to the grand
opening celebration. Sonny couldn't wait to see his establishment. It was sure to be a big hit.

Her mouth opening wide, Sonny yawned again before smacking her lips together. Enough
thinking, it was time to get some much-needed sleep. With a little bit of effort, Sonny managed
to let her mind go blank and before long, she was fast asleep. In fact, she was so deep in sleep,
that Sonny never knew when Jack woke up and gently pulled her over until they were lying side
by side on the couch. Placing the blanket over them both, Jack quickly fell back to sleep with an
arm tightly wrapped around the small warm bundle pressed close to her body.

Opening her eyes, Sonny woke up to quite a surprise. Actually, she woke up to a couple of them.
One was that she was now lying right next to Jack, which meant this was the third time they had
slept together.. literally speaking. Two, her cheek was pressed against Jack's bosom. She had to
admit that it was soft, warm, and very comfortable, yet it was a little dangerous being in this
position. Raising her head, Sonny was startled to see two blue eyes filled with amusement staring
at her.

"Hello," Jack said in a husky voice.
Sonny felt the color rising in her cheeks. The way Jack uttered that greeting affected her in a way
she couldn't quite explain. All Sonny knew was that butterflies were a flutter in the pit of her

stomach. "Hi," she shyly replied. "How did I get here?"

"I'm guessing your mama gave birth to you," Jack retorted, a large grin on her face.



The blonde smirked at her. So it appeared that out of the many alters she possessed, Jack the
Teaser had come out to play. Oh, joy. "Very funny Jack. Now how did I get in your...in this
position? | was sitting up."

Removing her arm from around Sonny's waist, Jack tucked both of her hands behind her head. "I
woke up and saw that you were asleep. You looked uncomfortable with your head lolling
forward the way it was, so | pulled you under this blanket with me. By the way, thank you for the
blanket. | was a little chilly."

Noticing that her arm was laying across Jack's stomach, Sonny decided to leave it there as she
propped her chin in her hand while looking up at the other woman. "You're welcome Jack," she
paused. "So did you sleep well?"

The brunette nodded. "As a matter of fact | did. | had a very interesting dream and you were in
it," she said, smiling.

One of Sonny's golden eyebrows arched up in curiosity though she was almost afraid to ask what
had been going on in the dream. She attempted to find out by studying the expression on Jack's
face, but found that it was indecipherable. For all she knew, in this dream, she could have been
wearing nothing but a smile as Jack continuously used her as a sex toy. Sonny shook her head.
On sleepless nights, she had been watching far too much cable.

"Don't you want to know what it was about?" Jack asked after Sonny remained silent for a
considerable amount of time. She smiled a bit as Sonny nodded. "It's nothing bad, | promise you.
I'd give it a PG-13 rating, so please don't worry." She smiled reassuringly.

Returning the smile, Sonny became bold and scooted up until she could lay her head on the
woman's shoulder. She figured that she might as well get comfortable so that she could listen to
this PG-13 dream. Plus, she enjoyed the warmth radiating from Jack and the woman didn't seem
to mind their close contact. Though, she shouldn't since she initiated it in the first place. Sonny
had to suppress a moan as a warm hand covered the nape of her neck and began to lightly
massage.

"In the dream," Jack started as she continued her one-handed massaging, "I was at this elegant
soiree where all the men were dressed in tuxedos and the woman had on expensive looking
dresses. Though in my opinion, some of them looked garish and overdone. From what | could
tell, I was the only woman not wearing a dress. Instead, | had on a pair of white slacks and a
cornflower blue long-sleeved shirt with a white tuxedo style jacket over it. The wide collar of my
shirt was folded over the collar of my jacket, which was by the way totally unbuttoned. I don't
recall what type of shoes I had on."

"So in other words you looked like John Travolta in 'Saturday Night Fever'," Sonny interjected
with a grin plastered on her lips.

Jack laughed. "Um, yeah | guess so."



"Tell me, were there disco balls hanging from the ceiling?" Sonny asked, still grinning.

Jack laughed again as she lightly squeezed and kneaded the back of Sonny's neck. "Oh, you
woke up as a comedian, hmm? No, there weren't any disco balls. 1 told you that this was a fancy
shindig. Anyway, most of the people in the large ballroom were mingling but I had chosen to be
by myself, observing everything and everyone around me as | occasionally took sips from a
crystal flute of champagne | held. I don't know what this party was for, but | didn't want to be
there. | was bored and all | wanted to do was go home. Suddenly, I looked up at the top of a
flight of stairs and that was when | laid eyes on an angel. And do you know who that angel was?"

Sonny blushed from head to toe. "Was it me perhaps?"

The brunette grinned, noticing the blush. "Yes, it was you. And you did look beautiful as you
stood at the top of those steps. You were wearing a gorgeous ball gown that matched the color of
my shirt perfectly. It had a scoop neck and short sleeves. After your waist, the gown flowed
outward a bit and I believe that there were tiny white pearls placed in patterns on the dress. You
had on a pair of white gloves that stopped about half an inch from your elbow. You looked like a
princess as well as an angel. The only thing missing was a crown."

"This reminds me of Cinderella." Unconsciously, Sonny started stroking up and down Jack's
stomach with her fingertips as she listened to the dream.

Jack nodded, trying to concentrate with the sensations that Sonny's active fingers were
producing. "Yeah, that's what | thought when I first woke up and reflected back on it. It was like
a modern day Cinderella. So as my eyes made contact with yours, a song by one of my favorite
jazz musicians began to play. Do you know the song "At Last" sung by Etta James?"

The title of the song nor the singer sounding familiar, Sonny shook her head. "No, | don't think |
do."

Feeling in the mood to sing, (she figured that the Vicodin still must have been in her system)
Jack lightly cleared her throat before starting to hum the opening music to the song. Soon in a
melodic voice, the brunette started to sing.

At last, my love has come along

My lonely days are over

And life is like a song

Ooh yeah yeah

At last, the skies above are blue

My heart was wrapped up in clover



The night | looked at you

Raising her head, green eyes stared deeply into blue, almost being hypnotized by them as well as
Jack's sultry voice. Both were weaving a spell on Sonny and she found it impossible to tear her
eyes away from Jack's. Also, the hand still massaging the back of her neck was proving to relax
Sonny as the seconds ticked by.

| found a dream, that I could speak to

A dream that | can call my own

| found a thrill to press my cheek to

A thrill that I have never known

Ooh yeah yeah...

You smile, you smile

Ooh and then the spell was cast

And here we are in heaven

For you are mine at last

Before she thought about the possible consequences of her actions, Sonny pressed her lips to
Jack's in a tender kiss. Softly moaning, Jack wrapped both of her arms around Sonny as she
eagerly returned the Kiss. As the blonde's lips parted, Jack slowly almost hesitantly slipped her
tongue inside, seeking out the other woman's. Like the lyrics to the song she had just sang, this
really was heaven. It just had to be.

Score: Jack: 1-- Blueyez: 1

Growing a bit bolder, Jack slipped her hand under the back of Sonny's shirt, lightly brushing her
fingertips across the woman's skin as their tongues dueled for space in each other's mouths. If she
knew that she would have received this type of reaction, Jack would have privately serenaded
Sonny along time ago. Just as her hand reached the middle of the smaller woman's back,
fingertips touching the clasp of her bra, Sonny pulled away from the kissed and leaped off of the
couch as though it was on fire. Jack inwardly sighed. So very close yet so very far. Well she was
keeping the point regardless. This had to be progress.

A little winded, Jack looked up at Sonny who had by now taken a seat on the coffeetable. Jack
attempted to make eye contact but the other woman refused to, as she looked down towards the

floor in embarrassment. Sitting up, Jack pushed the blanket aside before reaching over and
placing two fingers under Sonny's chin, gently pushing up until she could see to her amazement,



green eyes brimming with tears. As Jack softly inquired what was wrong, Sonny burst into tears,
covering her face with her hands.

Although she hadn't started this, Jack suddenly felt like a scoundrel as she helplessly watched the
love of her life sob. Getting to her knees on the floor, the brunette wordlessly wrapped her arms
around Sonny, holding the shaking and crying woman to her tightly. As she felt a pair of arms
slip around her, Jack started to gently rock Sonny from side to side as she stroked up and down
her back hoping to soothe her. Sonny pressed her face into Jack's neck as she tried to get control
of her emotions. Taking a series of deep breaths, she finally calmed down. Wiping at her cheeks,
Sonny sat back, placing both of her hands in her lap as she regarded Jack with an apologetic
look.

"I'm so sorry about this Jack," Sonny started. "I don't know what came over me. | mean when |
kissed you."

The brunette arched an eyebrow. So, she was apologizing for being the best kisser that Jack had
ever encountered? An apology definitely was not necessary. Placing a hand on Sonny's cheek
and starting to caress the soft smooth skin, she told her as much. The blonde shook her head as
she stood up and moved over to sit on the couch, putting one leg beneath her. Running a hand
through her short locks, she took a deep breath, watching as Jack sat on the couch, choosing to
leave ample space between them.

"Sonny tell me what's bothering you, please,” Jack asked in a quiet voice, her blue eyes filled
with concern. She craved to reach out and hold the woman, but figured that Sonny didn't want to
be touched right now.

"I never should have kissed you," Sonny started in a voice that was so soft that Jack had to scoot
towards her a bit to hear. "That was so wrong. So very wrong."

"But sweetheart | didn't have a problem with it. Did you see me complaining?" It was so right.
So very right! She wished that Sonny would just stop fighting her feelings and give them a
chance.

Distressed green eyes gazed into affectionate blue ones. "I still shouldn't have done it. Jack, |
don't want to lead you on. That wouldn't be at all fair to you."

"What are you talking about?"

"Blueyez." Jack stared at her blankly. "You know, the woman from the Internet who | was
supposed to meet at Disneyworld,” Sonny went on to say.

"Oh!" Jack nodded as though she hadn't already known that. Blue was starting to be a real pain in
the butt. "Right, her. What does she have to do with you kissing me?" Like | don't already know
the answer.



"Jack I..." Sonny paused while trying to find the right words. She didn't want to hurt Jack, but
there really was no easy way to say something like this. "I told Blue in an email | sent today, that
| love her."

The brunette managed to look just a tad bit hurt by the 'new' information. "Define love please. |
have a feeling that you love her more than as a friend. Am | correct?"

Sonny nodded, hardly being able to look at the hurt expression on Jack's face. The last thing she
wanted to do was hurt her, but she had to be honest. "Yes, you are. Truthfully, I can't say that I'm
in love with her, but my attraction and feelings are quite strong. And based on the reply she sent
me, she feels the same way."

Jack nodded, appearing solemn. "I see.” So, Sonny wasn't in love with Blue after all. Well that
might turn out to be a good thing.

Reaching over, Sonny covered one of the other woman's hands with her own as she peered into
her face. "Hey, are you okay?" Sonny softly inquired. Jack looked like someone who had just
lost their very best friend.

Jack sighed softly as she placed her other hand over Sonny's, sandwiching it. "1 will be," she
silently replied. "Thank you for being honest with me. | appreciate it." She gave Sonny a slight
smile. "That Blueyez is a very lucky woman and | hope she's aware of that fact. | hope she
realizes just what a precious gift you truly are, Sonny." And this years Academy Award for best
actress goes to Jacqueline Foster! She would be lying if she were to say that she didn't the least
bit guilty about doing all of this, but Jack convinced herself that it was for the greater good.
Yeah, that was it.

Sonny's cheeks became a nice shade of red as she smiled warmly at Jack, thanking her for the
compliment. For an insane moment, Sonny fantasized how it might be if she had both Jack and
Blue. She shook her head. She was going to have to stop watching television all together because
it was proving to be a bad influence.

"Did you want to finish your dream?" Sonny asked, trying to change the subject.

"Yes, I'd like to. Where did | leave off?"

"You had umm.. .just finished singing the song that was playing in your dream," Sonny replied
shyly as she remembered what happened next. "Oh, and your singing has jogged my memory. |
remember hearing that song in that movie with Tom Cruise and Dustin Hoffman." She thought
for a moment. "Oh, yeah. It was called 'Rain Man'."

"That's right. It was in the scene where Raymond was trying to teach his brother to dance. | love
that movie.” Removing her hands from Sonny's, the brunette stretched out on the couch until her
feet were in Sonny's lap and the back of her head was touching the arm of the couch. Noticing
the eyebrow arched in her direction, Jack winked, the faintest hint of a grin on her lips.



"Who gave you permission to put your big stinky feet in my lap?" Sonny asked, her voice laced
with amusement. Actually, Jack had a very nice set of feet, but Sonny just felt like teasing her.
They were the kind that would probably be chosen to appear in commercials such as ones for
sandals or toenail polish. Wondering if Jack was ticklish, Sonny had the sudden urge to run her
fingertips along the bottom of the woman's feet.

A mock frown appeared on Jack's face. "Hey my feet may be big but they're not stinky!" Hearing
Sonny chuckle, she joined in before adding, "And don't even think about it."

"Don't think about what?" The look on Sonny's face was pure innocence. At least she hoped it
looked convincing.

Jack smirked, not buying the act. "You know what. I know what's going through that mind of
yours. You wanna tickle me, but I wouldn't do that if | were you." A gleam appeared in those
blue eyes.

Wearing a challenging look, Sonny raised a hand towards Jack's feet, her fingers a mere inch, or
two from them. She started to wiggle her fingers as though she was threatening to attack.

"Sonny," Jack said in a warning tone, though she was grinning. "Be a good girl and allow the
former Conqueror to finish telling her dream."

The other woman groaned as she dropped her hand to the couch. She gave Jack a "you're no fun”
look, trying not to smile as the brunette richly laughed. Sonny failed as the corners of her lips
lifted. She loved the sound of Jack laughing. Settling back into the couch, Sonny asked Jack to
proceed with her dream telling.

"Much better.” Jack stacked her hands behind her head as she looked up at the ceiling and began
to speak. "As | said the song "At Last" began to play just as I laid eyes on you. My feet must
have been drawn to you, because before | could even think about it, | was headed in your
direction, weaving through the large crowd. Finally making it to stand at the bottom of the stairs,
| outstretched my hand towards you and watched, as you seemed to glide down the stairs to me, a
ghost of a smile playing on your lips. Our eyes kept constant contact as | wordlessly led you by
your gloved hand to the dance floor where | pressed my body against yours and we danced to
Etta James' song. Everyone else in the ballroom seemed to melt away as we danced, allowing the
music to carry us away." Jack moved her eyes from the ceiling to Sonny, who was looking at her
intently. "In the dream we had just met but it felt like we had known one another for an entire
lifetime. And | remember thinking that | never ever wanted that song to end because | wanted to
hold you in my arms for the rest of my life. | wanted to hold you in my arms and dance with you
for an eternity." She grinned lopsidedly. "I know it probably sounds corny but it was true...it iS
true," Jack finished in a whisper, as her blue eyes remained glued to green ones.

Finally, Sonny broke the stare as she blinked rapidly. How were they going to be just friends if
they kept having moments such as this one? Well somehow, Sonny vowed that it would work
because she didn't have any intention of losing Jack. The mere thought of doing so saddened her.



"That's a very sweet dream, Jack." Sonny stated while smiling at the other woman. "I believe one
of the best I've ever heard.”

Jack smiled back at her. "And | believe it's one of the best I've ever had."

Feeling another moment coming on, Sonny asked Jack if she would like something to eat.
Nodding, the brunette removed her feet from Sonny's lap and sat as she asked what time it was.
Glancing at her watch, Sonny informed her that it was about a quarter to ten o'clock.
Remembering that she hadn't told her about the phone call to Leslie yet, Sonny filled her in,
making sure to tell her what Chloe said.

"I don't know," Jack slowly said. "Maybe I should just leave you home and go there."

Sonny shook her head. "Jack, she gave specific orders that she didn't want to see you until
morning. She, Leslie, and | want you to rest. Now we can head over to the hospital first thing in
the morning after | make us breakfast."

Jack smiled at her tenderly. "Sonny, you don't have to go with me. Chloe's out of the woods now
so I'll be fine."

Reaching over, Sonny took the woman's hand in her own, giving it a light squeeze as she gazed
into Jack's eyes. "l know | don't have to go. | want to be there with you."

Feeling overwhelmed with emotion, Jack swallowed hard before pulling Sonny into a warm
embrace while wondering how it was she got so lucky. The more time she spent with Sonny, the
greater her love became. It was on the tip of her tongue to tell the woman so, but she kept silent,
knowing that it wasn't time yet. This was much too early. Quietly thanking Sonny for being such
a great friend, Jack pulled back so that she could kiss her on the cheek.

"Now | believe you said something about food." Both women laughed as Jack's stomach chose
that moment to grumble.

After they finished eating, Jack washed the dishes before Sonny dried and put them away. When
they were done, Sonny asked Jack if she would like some tea and started to make them both a
cup after the woman said that she would. Walking over to the kitchen table, Jack took a seat
before beginning to watch Sonny move around the kitchen. Grinning a little, she especially
watched the blonde's rear end while thinking how lucky those pants she was wearing were.

Having the distinct feeling that she was being watched, Sonny started to blush as she poured
steaming dark liquid into two mugs. While keeping her eyes on her task, she asked Jack if she
would like anything in her tea.

"A little sugar would be nice."” A slow grin curved Jack's lips. "I like my tea like my women.
Sweet," she added in a low throaty voice.



Glancing over her shoulder, Sonny smirked at Jack though both the comment and the way it was
spoken had affected her a great deal. She felt flushed from head to toe and those butterflies were
moving around in her stomach again. Thinking it best to keep her mouth shut, the blonde added a
couple teaspoons of sugar to both of their mugs before stirring them vigorously. She stirred much
longer than was needed because she wanted to give the blushing time to fade away before she
allowed Jack to see her face.

Grabbing a mug in each hand, Sonny finally turned around and walked over towards the kitchen
table, setting one of the mugs in front of Jack before taking the chair opposite the woman's.
Nodding as the brunette thanked her for the drink, Sonny brought her mug to her lips, blowing
softly to help it cool faster. She made the mistake of glancing at Jack, noting that the woman's
eyes were riveted to her puckered lips. Quickly relaxing them, Sonny took a cautious sip before
setting her mug down on the table. She was about to say something, when Jack started speaking.

"Is this more chamomile?" she asked.

Sonny shook her head. "No, it's just plain lemon tea. Do you need more sugar?" The blonde
could have smacked herself for the careless choice of words. She would have bet money on it
that "Flirty Jack™ would have a field day with the innocently asked question.

Jack inwardly grinned as she took her first sip of the tea while watching the expression on
Sonny's face. Nah, I don't have the heart to say anything. She looks almost terrified. It was
difficult...quite difficult but she refrained. It was time to be more nice than naughty. "No, it
tastes great already," Jack said in a pleasant voice. "Thank you though." She smiled at Sonny, not
commenting on the look of surprise that passed across the younger woman's face.

"You're welcome." Sonny shook her head a bit. Good thing I didn't put money on it. Never know
what you're going to do Jack. "Jack, I'd like to resume our conversation from the bathroom."

The brunette sat back in the chair, bringing her right leg up until her ankle was resting on her
knee. She folded her arms across her chest as she regarded Sonny with a curious look. "What
conversation was that?"

"The one about you deciding to close your coffeehouse. Are you still planning on doing that?"
When Jack nodded, she went on to say, "Don't do it, Jack. You'd be making a mistake."

"l would?"

Sonny nodded. "Yes! First, think of all the people you would be putting out of work if you were
to close down Brew n' Paradise. And think of all the people that live in that general
neighborhood you would be disappointing if they couldn't get their daily coffee in the morning
before going to work, school or where ever they're headed. A lot of people would be affected
negatively by this decision. So you see you have to stay in business for the people."

Jack looked at the blonde curiously while thinking that she sounded like a politician. "You make
a lot of sense Sonny, but the workers I intend to layoff are all going to get severance pay. And



the customers always have your coffeehouse to go to. | never should have built there and coaxed
them over in the first place. It was wrong."

The blonde shook her head in disagreement. "No, | understand now that it was business and the
better business won. They need you Jack because if they don't have you then they won't have
anyone. You see, Sarah and | have decided to shut down Bean There, Done That this coming
Friday."

"You don't have to do that now. I'm closing down." Jack looked at Sonny imploringly. "I want
you to stay in business. I know how much that coffeehouse means to you and Sarah. It's like a
child to you both, whereas mine is like...a distant relative. You see what I'm saying? I'm only in
it for the money, but you two genuinely love what you do. I never should have jeopardized that
in the first place. I've done it time and time again and frankly, I've had enough of screwing other
people over. Like | said before, | don't want to be the Conqueror anymore.”

"Jack it's too late for me. Save your business."

Despite the seriousness of the conversation, Jack had to laugh at Sonny's statement. Looking
surprised at first, the blonde then joined in with a small chuckle of her own. She then told Jack
that she and Sarah couldn't keep their coffeehouse open even if she went out of business because
they couldn't afford to. Saying that she would be right back, Jack stood up from the table and
walked out of the kitchen leaving a curious Sonny behind.

Picking up her mug, Sonny took a few short sips as she heard the front door open and close. She
wondered where Jack was going and for a moment started to go after her but then changed her
mind, thinking that she would probably return soon. Sure enough, Sonny heard the front door
open and close again a few minutes later. Entering the kitchen, Jack retook her seat carrying a
pen and her checkbook in hand. Clicking the top on the pen, she asked Sonny to give her a
number.

"No." The blonde looked just a tad bit perturbed.

Jack glanced up at Sonny after filling in the date on a check. "Why not? This isn't like what |
tried to pull at the hospital when I injured you."

"What is it then?"
"It's business."

Sonny arched a golden eyebrow. "Business. Really? How is you giving me money considered
business? Is it a loan?"

Jack shook her head. "No, it's an investment. You and Sarah can make me a silent partner. I'll
take let's say five percent."”

"That's not very much."



The brunette shrugged. "It's enough for me. So what do you say?" Come on Sonny. Don't let
pride get in the way here. Help me to help you.

Shaking her head, Sonny replied, "I say no."
Jack frowned slightly. "Why?"

"Well for one thing Sarah probably won't even be involved in the coffeehouse because she's
going to be Hawke's songwriter."

"Oh really? That's great!" Jack paused thoughtfully. "In that case I'll still be a silent partner and
I'll take thirty percent which leaves you with seventy. How about it?" When Sonny shook her
head, Jack gave her an irritated look. "Why must you be so difficult?"

"Why must you always try to pay me off?" Sonny countered, matching the woman's tone of
voice.

"I'm not trying to pay you off. I'm trying to help!"

"Well I don't recall asking for your help and I sure don't need it!" Sonny shouted while starting to
become quite irate. Right now, she felt like throttling Jack. Sometimes the woman just didn't
know when to quit.

Blue eyes glaring at Sonny, Jack slowly shook her head from side to side. "Fine," she said
between clenched teeth. "I don't even know why | bother with you. I'm just wasting my time."
Snatching up her checkbook and pen, Jack pushed the chair back so that she could get up, almost
knocking it over in the process. Without another word, she stormed out of the kitchen leaving a
stunned Sonny behind.

Getting up, the blonde hurriedly left the kitchen and scanned around the living room not spotting
Jack anywhere. A few seconds later, she heard the bathroom door slam and looked over noticing
that Jack had her shoes and socks in hand. Asking the woman where she was going, Sonny
waited for a reply but didn't receive one as she watched Jack quickly put on her socks and stick
her feet into her shoes not bothering to unlace them first. Sonny repeated the question but didn't
get so much as a glance in her direction. She jumped a little as Jack left her apartment, slamming
the front door in the process.

Continued in Part 4.

"At Last" performed by Etta James
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Part 4

Finishing up her frozen yogurt, Chloe placed it on her tray before she turned her head to study
her sister whose eyes appeared to be riveted on the television. However, Chloe figured that she
wasn't really paying attention to what was going. No, her mind was a million...make that a
billion miles away. And it had been that way for the past six days. Sure, Jack attempted to act
like everything was copasetic, but her little sister was perceptive enough to know otherwise. She
hadn't been able to get much out of Jack, but what she knew was that Sonny and her sister had
exchanged words and were no longer on speaking terms. Chloe tried to talk to her on more than
one occasion about it, but Jack made it abundantly clear that she rather not.

The twenty-year old shrugged. If at first... second and third you don't succeed, then try again.
And she had to try again because although this was a hospital, Jack simply had to be the most
depressing thing in it. All she had done the entire week as sit in that same chair or sometimes



move to the window and perch there. Thank goodness, she was being released tomorrow so she
wouldn't have to watch Jack mope around all day. When she arrived home, she could retire to her
bedroom until her sister snapped out of this despondency.

Noticing Jack's tiny black cell phone on the small dresser next to her bed, an idea formed in
Chloe's head. She quickly weighed the pros and cons and was delighted when the pros won.
Returning her attention to Jack, she quickly thought of way that she could get rid of her. Calling
her sister's name, she waited until she had the woman's attention before asking her if she could
go get her an ice cream sundae.

Jack glanced at the empty cup that used to contain frozen yogurt. "But you just ate that." She
pointed at the cup sitting on the tray.

"I know, but they don't believe in giving decent portions of anything in hospitals and I'm still
hungry. An ice cream sundae sure does sound tasty.” Chloe gave her sister the smile she reserved
for when she really wanted something a lot. "Please?"

Jack grinned. It never failed. That smile always seemed to get to her and the softly spoken please
at the end was a nice touch. "Okay. I think | saw an ice cream parlor in this general area. What
do you want on it?"

"Everything except sprinkles. Three cherries,” she added as an afterthought. Chloe loved those
sweet juicy maraschino cherries.

"You've got it." Standing up, Jack grabbed her cell phone and started to put it in her pocket when
Chloe informed her to leave it. Looking at the younger woman curiously, Jack inquired why she
should.

Why? Why do you have to make this so hard?! Chloe thought quickly, trying to come up with an
explanation. "Um because if you take it with you, you might get a phone call, which will
probably distract you and therefore you'll forget to tell them | want three cherries instead of only
one." Watching one of Jack’s eyebrows go up, Chloe almost rolled her eyes at how moronic that
sounded. "Well the truth is...I'm expecting a call and instead of giving the hospital's number, I
gave the person your cell phone."”

"And from whom are you expecting a call from kid?"

Shyly ducking her head, Chloe replied, "A boy. | met him while | was staying at Leslie's house.
He lives across the street. Well | called him yesterday when you went home to take a shower and
a change and he asked if he could call me tomorrow which is now today, so I gave him your cell
phone number." She glanced at the clock noting that it was almost four o'clock. "And he's
supposed to call me at four."

Jack grinned again as she reached out and gently ruffled her sister's hair earning a grin in return.
"I had a feeling you wanted me to leave. Okay, I'll be back in a bit with your sundae.” Putting the
phone back down on the dresser, Jack headed out of the hospital room.



Waiting a few minutes after Jack left to make sure that she was truly gone, Chloe then reached
over and picked up the phone. After messing around with the phone for a little bit, she then
found to her delight, that Sonny's number was preprogrammed. Putting the cell phone to her ear,
Chloe tapped a hand on her knee as she waited, hoping that Sonny was home.

"Hello?"
"Hi Sonny!" Chloe cheerfully said. "This is Chloe. How are you doing?"

"Hey there Chloe!" Sonny returned just as cheerfully. "I'm doing good. And how are you? Are
you gonna be able to go home soon?"

"A few aches and pains but I'm just fine. Jack's finally going to be able to break me out of this
joint tomorrow! | can't wait to sleep in my own bed and eat some decent food." Glancing at a
bouquet of gorgeous perky flowers and at the dark brown teddy bear laying next to her, Chloe
thanked Sonny for them. She had been pleasantly surprised when they were delivered early last
week along with a short but sweet note from the blonde woman.

The blonde laughed heartily. "I bet. And you're very welcome sweetie. It was my pleasure."

Chloe laughed as well. "That's the reason | called actually. You see, not tomorrow but the day
after, Jack is going to have a little coming home dinner party for me. Just a few people are
invited and you happen to be one of them."

Sonny arched in eyebrow as she took in that bit of information. She hadn't spoken with nor seen
Jack since the woman stormed out of her apartment nearly a week ago and now she was being
invited to a dinner party? This was very peculiar. "You mean Jack invited me?" Sonny dubiously
countered.

"Yes, she did,” Chloe fibbed, hoping that she sounded convincing. Lying wasn't exactly her
specialty. "You see, she mentioned that the both of you had had a squabble, but she wants to put
that all behind now and look to the future. She would have called you herself but she was afraid
that you might not be willing to speak to her so | offered my assistance. Anyway, she wants you
to know that she is deeply sorry and it would mean the world to her if you came to the party. |
would love that as well because I'd like the opportunity to get to know you better." Chloe
nodded, pleased. That sounded good to her. Now she hoped that it did the trick.

"Jack really said all of that?"
"You bet she did. All she's been doing since your argument is moping around looking so very
sad. It's obvious that she misses you dearly and I'm relieved that she's finally come to her senses

and is willing to apologize. So will you come?"

"I'd love to,” Sonny earnestly replied. "Can | bring anything?"



Chloe smiled into the phone while delighted that her plan was going so well thus far. "Just bring
yourself because everything has been taken care of already.” Chloe then went into detail
concerning what time the dinner party was and how the dress code was extremely casual. After
they conversed for a few more minutes, Chloe ended the call. Placing the cell phone back on the
dresser, she laid back in the bed, folding her arms behind her head with a broad smile spread
across her lips.

Jack found her this way when she arrived moments later, carrying a small white paper bag that
bore the title of an ice cream parlor across the front. Arching an eyebrow as she opened the bag
and took out a medium-sized cup, Jack placed it on Chloe's tray along with a plastic spoon and
napkin. She then asked her sister what she was smiling about, already figuring that it had
something to do with this guy she met from Leslie's neighborhood.

"You'll never guess who | just got a call from. Well you actually,” Chloe said, the smile still
firmly planted on her lips as though it was permanent.

Her sister grinned. "You just got a call from me, eh? God help us all. There is a clone of Jack
Foster running around somewhere!"

Chloe smirked. "No silly! You got a call on your cell phone. I'll give you a hint. She's someone
extremely special.”

Jack perched on the side of Chloe's bed as she smiled down at her. "The only she that | know
who is extremely special is you."

The younger woman playfully rolled her eyes, though she was touched by the words. "1 don't
think so. I know there is someone else you think is special.”

Cocking her head to the side, Jack asked, "And who praytell could that be?"
"Sonny of course!"

Both of Jack's eyebrows shot up high into her bangs. Had she heard her sister correctly or were
her ears playing tricks. "Sonny called me?" Her sister quickly nodded. "Sonny Campbell?"
Rolling her eyes, Chloe wordlessly nodded again. "Well...wh...what did she say?" Jack started
to feel her heart thump harder beneath her chest and she found that she was holding her breath as
she waited for her sister to reply. Countless times during the past week, she had been tempted to
give Sonny a call, yet had always ended up changing her mind due to uncertainty and sheer
stubbornness.

"She said that she was sorry for the disagreement you two had and that she wants to make up
with you because she couldn't bear to lose you. You're much too important to her." While
watching her sister's face light up, Chloe fought to keep a grin from showing on her face. Though
I'm doing this to help them, I'm so very bad! | must get it from Jack.

"She said that?" Jack asked, her voice filled with amazement.



Her sister nodded. "Absolutely."”
"And what did you say?"

"Well | told her that you would probably be delighted to hear that news and I took the liberty of
inviting her to the dinner party. She said that she would love to come."

Instead of smiling like Chloe presumed she would, a look of dread appeared on Jack's face.
Swallowing hard, the younger woman sensed there was a problem, but couldn't possibly think of
what it might be. Finding her voice, Chloe asked her sister what was wrong. Blue eyes made
contact with identical ones as Jack slowly shook her head.

"Ordinarily, | wouldn't mind you inviting Sonny over, but remember | told you that Leslie is
bringing a friend to the dinner party?" She waited for Chloe to nod before continuing, "Well that
friend is Sonny's ex-girlfriend Laura. They just broke up last weekend and | don't know how
Sonny is going to take seeing her ex showing up with Leslie, although I'm told that they are just
friends."

Chloe cringed. Oh dear that could be a potential problem. "Did Sonny take the break up badly?"

"No, I don't think so. In fact, I believe she's...well for lack of a better word relieved that they
ended their relationship. But still...I don't know how she'll take that."

"It should be alright then,” Chloe replied in a hopeful tone of voice. "Try not to worry Jack. |
have a feeling that everything will turn out just fine. Mark my words." Giving her sister a bright
smile, Chloe started to pull the tray up close. Her stomach was starting to growl in anticipation of
the sweet cool treat that was mere inches away.

"I sure hope you're right kid." Jack chuckled as she noticed her little sister's attention was now
focused elsewhere. Having an urge to, she reached out and ruffled Chloe's hair, earning herself a
mock look of irritation, which caused her to chuckle even more.

After taking nearly an hour to choose a pair of gray cargo pants along with a black v-neck short-
sleeved top to wear, Sonny hurried down to her compact car, getting in. Before starting the
ignition, she patted a pocket located mid-thigh to make sure that she had remembered to bring
her wallet. Pleased to feel the slight bulge there, she quickly fastened her seat belt, started the
car, and pulled out of the parking lot.

As she stopped at a red light minutes later, Sonny reached over and turned on the radio. Turning
the stations, she stopped on one that was playing the song "From This Moment On" by Shania
Twain. The blonde smiled while beginning to mouth the words of the beautiful song as she
proceeded to drive. Today she had a larger appreciation of country music because it caused her
to think of a very special person in her life. Sonny thought back to the surprise phone call she
received yesterday evening.



With a chocolate candy bar in her left hand, Sonny manipulated the mouse with her right,
moving the playing cards on the computer screen. This was her seventh game of Solitaire in the
past half-hour, and she was determined to keep playing until she won. Bringing the candy bar to
her open mouth, Sonny nearly took a bite when she stopped due to the phone ringing. Putting the
candy on a napkin, she reached over, picking up the phone hoping it wasn't another journalist
wanting to get the full story on her coffeehouse closing down a few days ago.

"Hello?"
"Howdy there," said a woman sporting a husky southern accent.

The blonde felt a searing heat rushing all the way to the apex of her thighs at the delicious sound
of that voice. She'd always been a sucker for women with southern accents, having once dated
one a few years back. If this turned out to be a journalist, she just might be tempted to give the
caller her much wanted interview. Sonny shook her head to clear it of the mischievous thoughts.
Jack, Blue, Leslie...Didn't she already have enough relationships going in one form or another
with women? No, no use in her being intrigued by the southern belle currently on the phone.

"Hello," Sonny repeated. "May | help you?"

"You have no idea who | am, do you?" the southern woman chuckled richly. "Well I guess you
wouldn't seeing how we've never orally spoken to one another."

Sonny arched a brow. No, it couldn't be...could it? "B..Blue? Is this you?" The rate of her
heartbeat began to dramatically increase. She had all but given up on her online friend calling
at the beginning of the weekend.

"Bing-o! I told you I'd call within a week. Sorry it took me so long to do it though. I barely beat
the clock." She laughed again, sounding just a tad bit nervous.

Wiping suddenly wet palms up and down her thighs, Sonny inhaled deeply before trusting herself
to speak. "Wow. | can't believe it's you," she gave a slight pause before continuing, "How did you
know it was me answering the phone?"

"Simple. My heart told me so," the southerner earnestly replied.

Speaking of hearts, Sonny felt hers melt into a puddle. "Wow," she said, thinking it was lame, but
at the moment she was having difficulty getting her brain to work properly. "H...How are you?
It's so good to finally hear your voice." 'You're sweet, sexy, wonderful voice.' That heat between
Sonny’s thighs was steadily growing.

"I'm doing very well. And you Madison? Or would you rather | call you Sonny?"

"You could call me dumbbell and I would be just fine with it," Sonny thought. "Either one is fine,
but most people call me Sonny. What's your name?" She chuckled. "I feel kinda silly talking with



you on the phone and not knowing it."

"I'm sorry. | hope that | haven't come off as appearing secretive Sonny. My name is Dixie
Monroe."

Dixie? Sonny smiled into the phone. Well that was sort of cute. She decided that the name fit
Blue perfectly. "No, you haven't come off in the least bit secretive. Mysterious is more like it, and
| find that to be very intriguing,” the blonde replied in a flirty tone of voice. Her smile broadened
as she heard the other woman laughing.

"Do you now?"

"Yes, indeed Dixie." Sonny grinned as she propped her feet up on the desk, crossing one ankle
over the other. "So, what can I do for you, hmm?"

"Well that depends,” Dixie said in a sexy whisper. "What would you be willing to do for me
darlin'?"

Biting hard on her lower lip, Sonny was barely able to hold in a pleasurable moan. This was
beginning to be sweet torture. "Just about anything you'd want me to," she replied, mimicking
the other woman's soft whisper though Sonny didn't think that she sounded half as sexy.

Dixie chuckled. "You sound like a very naughty girl Sonny. Are you?"
"Would you have a problem with it if | was one?"
"Not at all!" the southern woman quickly replied.

Sonny laughed, thoroughly enjoying the easy flirtatiousness going on between them. "'l had a
feeling that you wouldn't."

Noticing the broad smile plastered on the young woman's lips as she looked out of her window,
the driver in the adjacent lane returned it while wondering if he were to roll down his window,
would he be lucky enough to get her phone number. By the dreamy look in her eyes, he figured
he had a pretty decent chance of doing so.

Blinking, Sonny noticed the man in the BMW next to her was smiling quite broadly in her
direction. She also noticed that he was starting to roll down his passenger window and was
grateful when the light chose that moment to turn green. Giving the man an apologetic look,
Sonny pressed her foot to the gas, proceeding down the street. Her thoughts returned to Blue aka
Dixie as she started to smile again.

What a wonderful conversation the two of them had had yesterday! Sonny was relieved that they
lived in the same city because she would have hated to see what Dixie's phone bill would have
been like. They must have stayed on the phone for nearly an hour and a half chatting about
everything and anything, not to mention doing a lot of flirting. Sonny grinned as she thought



about the flirting. After that phone call, she was in dire need of a very cold shower.

Ever since last night, Sonny could not get Dixie off of her mind. The woman had even invaded
her dreams and what fascinating dreams they had been involving she and the blonde in a four
poster bed doing naughty yet delicious things to one another. The only disturbing part of the
dream was that she recalled Dixie looking precisely like someone she knew in real time. She and
Jack could have been identical twins.

On entering the den, Chloe spotted the huge array of appetizers that Jack had placed on the
coffeetable earlier. Glancing behind her to see that her sister was nowhere around, the petite
woman placed her hands on the wheels of her "vehicle" and began to move towards the
coffeetable while she licked her lips in anticipation of testing each and everyone of the delectable
looking items. Sure, she had been profusely informed to keep her hands off until the guests
arrived, but what Jack didn't know wouldn't hurt her. Besides, would Jack really begrudge her
little sister even the tiniest cracker when she was practically starving? Okay, perhaps starving
was too strong of a word, but Chloe was a tad famished.

As she reached the table, Chloe glanced behind her once again, pleased to see no one before blue
eyes turned back to the appetizers. Quickly deciding on which one to sample first, she stretched
out an arm towards the basket of warm crisp tortilla chips, planning to dip one...or two in the
bowl of chunky salsa sitting nearby. Fingertips came dangerously close to touching the treat
when Chloe suddenly stopped as she heard a commanding voice behind her telling her to freeze.

Smirking, Chloe glanced over her shoulder to find her sister standing about eight feet away. "Am
| under arrest?" she asked as she expertly maneuvered her wheelchair around so that she was
facing her sister, taking in the long-sleeved black buttoned down shirt, crimson leather pants, and
ankle length black leather boots. Chloe's expression became one of interest. The majority of the
time when Jack wore leather, she was attempting to win the affections of a woman. It always
worked. Something about her being in leather just seemed to drive the ladies wild. And men too
for that matter.

Jack grinned at her little sister who put the 'a' in adorable. Chloe was wearing a pair of stark
white pants overalls, of which the legs were loose enough to fit over the cast covering her right
leg. Underneath was a navy blue short-sleeved cotton shirt with the picture of a kitten playing
with a ball of yarn stitched on the front. Chin length dark hair was smoothed back with a
matching navy blue headband. Choosing to go without shoe wear, Chloe simply wore a pair of
white cotton socks over her small dainty feet.

Strolling over to the wheelchair, Jack kneeled in front of it as she placed her hands on her sister's
thighs. "I'm gonna let you go this time with a warning missy. But next time I'm afraid I'm gonna
hafta take ya in," Jack said in a southern accent. Reaching up, she pushed on the brim of an
imaginary cowboy hat.

Chuckling heartily, Chloe replied, "I promise there won't be a next time ma'am. I'm gonna obey
the law from here on out.” One dark eyebrow arched, perfectly mimicking those of her older



sister. "Question is, will you?" At the blank expression that appeared on Jack's face, Chloe
smirked at her.

"What?" Jack asked. "Did I do something wrong?" She pointed at herself while sporting a look
of total innocence.

Her sister smirked again as she folded her arms across her chest. "What do you think?"

Standing up, Jack walked behind the wheelchair and pushed her sister over to the couch before
she took a seat on it, facing the younger woman. "Okay. Spill it because | have no idea what
you're talking about kid."

"I'm talking about you being on the phone yesterday around oh say six o'clock in the evening. As
| rolled by the living room, | couldn't help but to hear you talking and | would have kept going if
it hadn't been for the way you were talking," pausing, Chloe slightly grinned. "So inquiring
minds want to know what's up with the southern accent Jack? You did quite well by the way. If |
hadn't known you, | would have thought you were straight outta Mississippi!"

Jack laughed though there was a tinge of a blush on her cheeks. "Oh, well I was..." How much
should she tell? Deciding that if there were anyone on this planet that she could trust with a
secret, it would be her sister, Jack said, "talking to PerkyGrrl."

Chloe's face took on a very interested look. "That's great! But why were you pretending to be a
southerner?"

Softly sighing, Jack sat back on the couch while folding her arms in her lap. Looking at her
sister, she replied, "Because PerkyGrrl is Sonny and Sonny doesn't know that I'm Blue."

The look on Chloe's face turned thoughtful as she absorbed that piece of information. "So...let
me get this straight. You have somehow found out that Sonny Campbell is your online friend
PerkyGrrl, but she doesn't know that you're Blue. And yesterday you called her pretending to be
Blue, which you really wouldn't be pretending.... giving yourself a southern accent so that she
wouldn't be able to tell that she was talking to Jack?"

Jack gave her a short nod. "In a nutshell yeah."”

Chloe's eyebrows rose. "Jackie, you've got some 'splanin’ ta do,” she said, mimicking Ricky
Ricardo.

The brunette laughed. She then began to tell her sister the whole story, starting from the day she
arrived at Disneyworld to discover that PerkyGrrl was actually her business rival Sonny
Campbell. When she finished, she observed the unreadable look on Chloe's face before asking
what she was thinking.

The younger woman sighed. "Jack this could blow up in your face if Sonny were to find out what
you're doing. Why didn't you just tell her the truth from the get go?"



"If I would have confessed at Disneyland that | was Blue she wouldn't have given me the time of
day. That would have been it. She wouldn't have been open to giving us a chance because she
sort of despised me."

"So what about now? You two are closer. You've bonded. Just tell her that you're Blue.” Jack
shook her head, causing her sister to sigh again. "Why won't you?"

"It's hard to explain."

Chloe indicated her wheelchair. "I've got plenty of time for you to do so because I'm not going
anywhere anytime soon. You may start."

Reaching up, Jack ran her fingers through her raven locks. "Well, | want her to want me not
Blue.”

Chloe's eyebrows arched. "Umm...aren't you Blue though?"

"Yes, | am but in order for her to have Blue in a sense, she has to accept the whole package,
which includes me and | know that she's not willing to do that. At least not yet. So, what | have
to do is somehow eliminate Blue, or make Sonny choose to be with me instead. | know that's
possible, because she has feelings for Blue, which means that she has feelings for me. She just
doesn't realize it yet." Jack looked at her sister closely. "You follow me?"

"I think so," Chloe slowly replied. "So in the meantime you'll just continue to deceive her until
one of these days she hopefully falls madly in love with you?"

Jack winced. "Deceive is such a harsh way to put it kid."
"And how would you put it?"

The look on Jack's face became thoughtful as she attempted to come up with an answer.
However, someone must have been looking down at her and taking pity because the doorbell
chose that moment to ring. Managing to give her sister an apologetic look, Jack stood up while
saying that she had to answer the door. As she began to walk out of the room, she was
unfortunately informed that they would continue this conversation later. She groaned.

Turning around, Jack asked, "You're not going to tell Sonny any of this are you kid? Maybe this
isn't one of my smartest ideas, but I really love this girl and I just want her to feel the same way
about me. Obviously you don't agree with my methods, but I think this is the best way to go
about making that happen.” Hearing the doorbell ring again, Jack looked over her shoulder and
yelled for the visitor to wait a moment.

The look on Chloe's face softened as she released the brake on her wheelchair and rode over to
her sister. Indicating for Jack to lean down, she wrapped her arms around the woman, hugging
her close. Leaning back, Chloe looked into Jack's eyes saying, "Though you're right that | don't



agree with how you're going about this, I'm here for you one-hundred and ten percent. And no |
won't breathe a word to Sonny."

Softly smiling, Jack kissed her sister's cheek. "Thanks Chloe. You're a great little sister, you
know that?"

Chloe grinned. "Of course | know that!"

Laughing, Jack stood to her full height before turning around and hurrying towards the front
door. Opening it, she smiled at the two women standing side by side. "Hello ladies. Glad you
could make it. Sorry it took me so long to answer the door." Stepping aside, she indicated for
them to enter. "Chloe and | were finishing up a conversation."

"Is everything alright?" Leslie asked as she reached for Laura's purse, hanging both of their
purses on the coat rack next to the front door. "I hope we didn't come at an inconvenient time."

"Well actually you did. Therefore, I'm gonna have to ask you to go away." At the look that
appeared on Leslie's face, Jack burst out in laughter. "I'm just kidding!" Gently pulling the
woman to her, she wrapped her arms around her, smiling as Leslie gave her a light squeeze.

"So how are things going?" Leslie asked as their hug ended.

"They're going pretty well. Chloe is recuperating terrifically and she starts her respiratory
therapy treatments next week." Jack touched her chest. "You know, for her lungs. Everything
seems to be looking up and I'm quite thankful."

Leslie offered her a warm smile. "That's great Jack. I'm happy for both you and Chloe."”
Reaching out, Jack gave her shoulder a brief squeeze. "Thanks Les."

Glancing between Laura and Jack, noting that the two had barely looked at each other, Leslie
hoped that this wasn't going to be a tense evening. "Since you've already met, | suppose | don't
have to introduce you two," she said while smiling at them both.

"Uh yeah we have,"” Jack replied as she turned to Laura. "I could never forget a fist like yours."
She grinned and winked at the woman while holding out her hand. "Despite our past, it's nice to
see you Laura. Perhaps we could start over if you're willing."

Laura gave Jack's hand a brief yet warm shake. "1 would like that very much. And I'm glad to
hear that your sister is doing well."

"Thank you Laura," Jack paused as she glanced back towards the den while wondering just
where Chloe was. Usually she would have been at the front door to greet their guests by now. As
a thought popped into her head, Jack arched an eyebrow. Oh, I think I know exactly what you're
up to you little minx. Turning back to her guests, Jack asked them if they would like anything to
drink as she indicated for them to follow her into the den.



"You know how I like my martini's Jack,” Leslie replied as she slipped an arm through Laura’s
while they walked towards the den.

"One martini coming up." Jack glanced over her shoulder towards Laura. "And you Laura?"
"Ginger ale please, if you have it."

"I've got everything." Jack winked at her before turning back around and heading into the den
where she unsurprisingly caught her sister sitting near the coffeetable with her right cheek
bulging out. The brunette chuckled while thinking that Chloe looked like a chipmunk. "It seems
that someone has got caught with their hand in the hors d'oeuvres tray." A grin spread across
Jack's lips as she looked at her sister.

While looking at them all sheepishly, Chloe proceeded to chew the food in her mouth before
swallowing. Noting their looks of amusement, she smiled at Leslie and Laura. "Hi guys," she
cheerfully said. "What's up?"

—~— s e s e

As Leslie introduced her new friend to Chloe, Jack strolled over to the stereo, examining the
large assortment of compact discs. Choosing a Sheryl Crow CD, Jack inserted it into the CD
player and pressed play before she headed towards the bar to fix Leslie's and Laura's drinks.
Opening the mini fridge located behind the bar, Jack took out a chilled bottle of ginger ale,
pouring some of the clear liquid into a glass before dropping in a bright red cherry. While
mouthing the words to the current song playing, she added both gin and dry vermouth to a shaker
filled with ice. Lightly moving her hips from side to side, Jack shook the ingredients as she
caught Leslie staring at her from the couch. Winking and grinning at the gorgeous brunette, Jack
proceeded to strain the concoction into a martini glass. By the time she added a green olive
speared on a toothpick, Leslie had arrived at the bar, taking a seat on a barstool.

"I couldn't help but to notice the moving of your hips in those tight leather pants of yours,” Leslie
announced as Jack set the martini in front of her. "Pardon me if I'm being much too forward, but
you look very sexy tonight.” Leslie grinned as she noted the sudden red glow to the other
woman's cheeks.

"Thank you Les. You're looking pretty terrific." Picking up Laura's drink, she informed Leslie
that she would be right back. Moments later, Jack returned empty handed, as she took a seat on
the barstool next to Leslie's. "So what have you been up to?"

Removing the olive from her drink, Leslie held the tip of the toothpick as she brought the olive
to her lips, lightly running the tip of her tongue around it as she kept her eyes in steady contact
with Jack's. "Oh, you know this and that."

The other woman softly groaned as she leaned towards Leslie whispering, "Stop it. You're being
very cruel.”



Leslie chuckled as she took the olive away from her mouth. "What? What did | do?"

Jack smirked. "You know exactly what you did."

"So are you saying that I still have an affect on you?"

Before answering, Jack glanced at her sister and Laura, noticing that they seemed to be deep in
conversation. Looking back at Leslie, she quietly replied, "No. What I'm saying is that | haven't
enjoyed the company of a woman in a long while and I'm a bit sensitive right now so | really

don't need to watch you making out with an olive.”

Leslie gave her a broad grin. "So basically you're horny?" She laughed, as Jack's face turned
redder than a tomato.

Shaking a finger at Leslie, Jack replied, "You're too naughty."

"Nonsense Jack. You more than anyone should know there's no such thing as being too
naughty." Picking up her glass, Leslie took a sip of her martini before asking, "So what's
stopping you?"

Jack's brow knitted in confusion. "Stopping me from what?"

"What's stopping you from enjoying the company of a woman as you so gallantly put it?" Leslie
grinned. "I think you could have just about any woman you wanted, whether she be gay or
straight."

Deciding to be honest, Jack admitted, "Because there is only one woman that | want."”

"Oh. That's right." Leslie put her martini back on the bar before returning her attention to Jack. "I
had momentarily forgotten about the one you're in love with. How is that going?"

Jack sighed as she began to swivel from side to side on the barstool. "Let's just say that it could
be better, but I'm working on it."

"I would think that it would be easier to win her heart since Laura is no longer in the picture..."
Leslie trailed off as she brought the toothpick to her mouth and bit into the olive.

"You do, do you?"

Leslie chuckled. "Indeed. Just give it some time though. I'm sure that she'll come around."
Hearing the doorbell ring, the expression on Jack's face instantly brightened. Noticing it, Leslie
looked at her friend curiously. "I think she just did," Jack said, while beginning to smile. She was

almost hopping up and down on her barstool because she was so excited. Without seeing Sonny
for an entire week, Jack felt as thought she had been going through detox.



The other woman gave her a surprised look. "You mean Sonny was invited to the dinner party
too?" She glanced across at Laura. Well this was going to be quite an interesting evening.

Jack nodded as she stood up. "Though it's too late to do anything about it, you think there might
be a problem with that?"

Leslie shook her head as she stood up as well. "Nah. It should be just fine. You better go answer
the door before she decides that no one is home and leaves." She started to chuckle as she
watched Jack sprinting out of the den without uttering another word. Picking up her drink, Leslie
strolled over to the two women curiously looking in the direction Jack had just gone.

"She's really in a hurry to answer the door, isn't she?" Laura asked, looking up at Leslie as she
arrived.

Swallowing a guacamole laden tortilla chip, Chloe said, "That must be Sonny."

Nearly choking on her ginger ale, Laura asked, "Sonny's coming?" | suddenly feel like I'm in a
soap opera. Right about now the dramatic music should start playing as my ex walks through the
door and discovers that I've arrived with another woman. Laura glanced up at Leslie. Not that
there is anything between us, bur still...

Manipulating the wheels on her wheelchair, Chloe moved backwards enough so that she could
have a clear view of the front door, which was now open. Managing to look around Jack, she
could easily tell that the visitor was her sister's ex-business rival. Turning back to Laura, she
replied, "She's arrived.”

She couldn't help it. There wasn't a thing she could do about the goofy smile on her face.
Resisting the urge to pull Sonny into her arms, Jack waved at her, instantly feeling stupid after
doing so. Off and on all day she had been practicing how she would behave when she opened the
door to find Sonny standing there. The keyword was to act cool, so her original plan was to open
the door and give the blonde a charming come hither smile as she moved to lean against the
doorjamb while Sonny checked out her leather pants, noticing just how well they fit.

However, Jack had just blown it, but she really didn't care. The important thing was that Sonny
had decided to come and now they could make up. Thinking that one of them should take the
initiative to speak, Jack considered that it might as well be her. "Hey." Currently, it was all that
she could manage to get out as her eyes roamed over Sonny. Was it just her imagination or did
the blonde look even more beautiful then she remembered? Oh, Sonny. May | have your hand in
marriage?

Sonny smiled at her. She was trying to come up with the correct word to describe how Jack
looked in those tight red leather pants on legs that seemed to go on forever and the shirt that had
just enough buttons undone that she could catch a glimpse of the black lacy bra underneath. Um,
not that she was trying to look or anything. "Hi," Sonny shyly replied as she hooked her thumbs
into the side pockets of her cargo pants. A light bulb switched on in her head as she came up



with the word that she wanted. To put it simply, Jack looked h-o-t hot! Though not that that fact
meant anything to Sonny...

"I see you got your cast removed," Jack stated as she glanced at the blonde's now naked left arm.
She could have smacked herself. | haven't seen her in a week and this is how | decide to start a
conversation?

Sonny nodded as she unconsciously rubbed the arm being discussed. "Yes, it was taken off on
Saturday. I'm thrilled too because it was a nuisance! Especially when it itched under there."

"For future reference, if you ever have an itch that you need scratching, I'm your woman." Jack
slowly grinned at her as she wiggled her eyebrows up and down suggestively.

Instead of blushing at the comment, Sonny burst out in laughter when she noticed the dancing
eyebrows. "I'll keep that in mind, Jack. Thanks a bunch."”

Chuckling, Jack answered, "No problem. I think I've kept you standing on my welcome mat long
enough. Would you care to come in?"

Sonny glanced up towards the starlit sky. "Though it's a lovely night, | sure would." Breezing by
Jack, she caught a whiff of the woman's pleasant cologne. Turning around, she watched as the
brunette closed the door before turning to her, wearing a smile. Caught off guard by the
tenderness of it, Sonny felt a blush creeping up to her cheeks. Starting to turn away in order to
hide it, she abruptly decided not to. Based on the grin on Jack's lips, it was already too late. Jack,
you can't wait five minutes to tease me can you? She looked at the other woman, figuring that
those wheels were probably turning in her head. C'mon. | know you wanna do it.

"Ah, there's that blush that I've come to know and love. I've missed it." The grin metamorphosed
back into a tender smile as Jack softly added, "And I've missed you too. So very much Sonny
girl." Jack's heart hammered beneath her chest as she waited for a reply, having no idea of what
it might be. What would you do if | kissed you right now?

Sonny blinked rapidly in surprise, barely being able to believe her ears. That wasn't really
teasing. Instead, it was rather.... sweet and heartwarming. Having a bit of difficulty finding her
voice, the blonde finally managed to whisper, "I've missed you as well Jack."

Blue and green eyes met and gazed into each other while the rest of the world seemed to melt
away for a few precious seconds. Thinking that they should join the others, Jack was the first to
break contact as she slowly reached out for one of Sonny's hands, needing to touch her. The
other woman watched almost in a daze as the brunette brought her hand to her lips and turned it
over to place a feather light kiss in the center of Sonny's palm. Hearing Sonny emit a soft gasp,
Jack smiled at her while letting go of her hand, though not wanting to.

"I'um...I guess we better join the others in the den before they decide to come looking for us,"
Jack said, though she remained right where she was. What she really wanted to do was pick
Sonny up and carry her upstairs to her bedroom where they could have some privacy. She



inwardly grinned as she imagined the scenario. What would you do if | carried you to my boudoir
right now?

The blonde wordlessly nodded as she tried to ignore the pleasantly tingling sensations left after
the brief touch of Jack’s lips on her palm. She thought of Dixie, hoping that that would quell the
sensations, but they only grew more apparent. Turning away from curious blue eyes, she headed
towards the den while trying to get a hold on her emotions. What in the world is the matter with
me? This is Jack not Blue. My heart lies with Blue. Sonny repeated that to herself a couple of
times as she walked. Suddenly she stopped as a warm hand clamped down on her shoulder,
proving to create a fresh wave of sensations. Turning around, Sonny stared up into blue eyes as
she wondered why the woman's touches were affecting her so much. Perhaps it had something to
do with that quote that stated absence made the heart grow fonder. Well we best not spend too
much time apart. Sonny gave a slight shake of her head while thinking that didn't sound like a
wise idea.

Forcing herself to remove her hand since she now had the shorter woman's attention, Jack quietly
said as she stared into green eyes, "There's something | have to tell you."

Swallowing so hard that it was faintly audible, Sonny looked into open blue eyes filled with
warmth while wondering what Jack was about to say. She decided to ignore the fact that her
heart rate had increased considerably. "Yes?" the blonde softly inquired.

"I probably should have called you before to tell you this but Leslie invited Laura to the dinner
party and they're in the den now."

Sonny blinked. Was that it? For some strange reason she felt disappointed. "Oh. Okay." She
smiled because Jack was now looking at her peculiarly. "It's not a problem. I've accepted Laura
and | not being together and it's perfectly alright for her to move on and see other people. | mean
that's what you're supposed to do right?" Sonny laughed a little nervously because the brunette
was giving her that same look. Oh, Sonny just shut up! You sound like a rambling idiot!

Cocking her head to the side, Jack studied the shorter woman wondering why she was talking so
fast and nervously. She also wondered about the look of disappointment that had appeared on
Sonny's face only moments before. Sensing that Sonny wouldn't want her to, Jack decided not to
inquire about it. Instead she wrapped an arm around the younger woman's shoulders and asked if
she was ready to greet the others. Thankful that Jack didn't comment on her suddenly odd
behavior, Sonny quietly nodded her head while unconsciously wrapping her arm around the
woman's waist. She missed the smile that crossed Jack's lips as they made their way into the den,
their bodies brushing against one another as they walked.

The evening was going along rather well. Everyone was talking amicably and generally having a
fantastic time. All five women were outside now after having enjoyed a terrific Mexican feast
that Jack had catered. Sitting around a patio table eating slices of flan, they chatted with one
another. The current topic was about Hollywood and famous actors.



"So ladies let me ask you a question,” Leslie said as she waved her fork as though she was the
conductor of a musical group. "If you could date any famous actress," she glanced at Chloe while
grinning, "or actor in your case darling. Who would you all pick?" She pointed her fork at Laura.
"You first."

"Gee thanks." Laura grinned at her. "Well, there are so many beautiful actresses out there but I
think my choice would have to be Andie MacDowell. I've always held a soft spot in my heart for
her."

"Why Andie?" Chloe asked.

"One reason is | just love her southern accent.” Laura raised her eyebrow as she glanced at Jack
who was glaring at her sister after she started snickering. "What's so funny and why are you
glaring at her Jack?"

Chloe shrugged. "Oh no reason. It's just that I know a southern woman and the mere thought of
her causes me to laugh. You reminded me of her when you mentioned the accent.” She looked at
her sister who appeared to be a little tense at the moment. "Jack might have thought it rude that |
laughed while you were trying to explain, right Jack?"

Her sister slowly nodded while turning to Laura. "Right. | don't want you to be interrupted."

Laura smiled. "Oh, that's okay. It didn't bother me. | was mostly curious about your reaction to
her laughter. Anyway as | was saying, | also chose Andie because she seems like she would be a
real sweetheart and I think we would get along well." She looked around the small group. "Who's
next?"

After pointing her fork at Jack, Leslie had it swiped away from her by the woman. Jack placed
the fork on her empty saucer. Noticing Leslie's little frown, she said, "It's not right to point your
fork at people.” The frown disappearing, Leslie started to chuckle. "Okay, who would | choose."
A thoughtful look appeared on Jack's face. "Actually there's only one person on this earth that |
want..." Her blue eyes fell on Sonny, who instantly started to blush. Successfully keeping the
grin from showing on her lips, Jack returned her attention to Leslie who wasn't so successful
with hiding a grin. Glancing at the others, she noticed they weren't either. "But if I simply had to
choose someone famous, it would be Catherine Zeta-Jones because let's admit it. That woman
has got it going on!"

Laughing, Jack and Leslie high-fived each other while Laura and Chloe spoke up with their
agreement on the fineness of the Welsh actress. Meanwhile, Sonny fought hard with the sudden
jealousy she felt. What's wrong with me? So what if she thinks Catherine is hot. Hell, so do | and
a lot of other people! Shouldn't affect me in anyway. Pasting a smile on her lips so as not to draw
any questions, Sonny then noticed that the group was looking at her expectantly.

"Oh, is it my turn?" They nodded. "I've always had this thing for Michelle Pfeiffer. I've liked her
since | saw her in Grease 2 years ago." This earned her a few chuckles and she started to grin.



"Ooh, nice choice Sonny," Leslie said as she stole her fork back from Jack's plate because she
wasn't done with her flan yet. "In her forties and she still as Jack put it has got it going on!" This
time she and Sonny high-fived each other while breaking into laughter. After it died down,
Leslie looked at Chloe. "And now it's your turn darling."

Shaking her head, Chloe replied, "Nope. You go first."

Leslie grinned. "Okay. Well my choice is Halle Berry because she puts the f-i-n-e in fine. Since
she's a petite little thing, | imagine that she would be wonderful to cuddle up with." Her grin
became broader. "And | could happily do that every single night. Um, along with much much
more."

Laura whistled. "That's a pretty nice choice you made too."

Leslie winked at her. "Why thank you." Her eyes falling on Chloe, Leslie grinned at her. "And
now it's your turn. So who would you choose to be your boy toy, hmm?"

"Yeah kid," Jack started. "Who's your man? Brad Pitt...Tom Cruise?" A grin curved her lips.
Shaking her head, Chloe said, "Nope. I've decided to pick a woman like the rest of you."

Leslie arched an eyebrow. "Ooh, am | going to have to purchase another toaster?" Jack, Sonny,
and Laura burst into laughter as Chloe merely smirked at the one responsible for the joke.
Somehow, Leslie managed to look innocent.

"Les, sorry to tell you this but I haven't been reverted. I still like men," Chloe said, chuckling as
the woman pretended to look extremely sorrowful about this news. "I'm comfortable enough
with my sexuality to admit that I do find women attractive. A lot highly attractive." She decided
not to mention the fact that she'd had a crush on her eighth grade English teacher, Mrs. Arthur.
There was no telling how much they would tease her for that.

"Well who's your pick? Brittany Spears? Do you want to like hit her one more time baby?"
Leslie tried to maintain a serious expression but failed to as she broke out in a fit of giggles along
with Jack. Sonny and Laura at least had the decency to cover their mouths with their hands
before they started laughing.

Chloe smirked while thinking that she might as well have told them about her teacher. It couldn't
have been any worse. "No, Miss Comedian not Brittany Spears."

"Oh, I'm sorry sweetie. | shouldn't tease you like that." Scooting her chair closer to Chloe's
wheelchair, she kissed the young woman's cheek and then gave her a genuine smile that was
quickly returned. "I think I had too many martini's." Winking at Chloe, Leslie asked, "So who
would you pick to date?"

Chloe opened her mouth to answer but then shut it as she shook her head. "Nah, | don't feel like
divulging that information now. I'll just keep her to myself." Grinning, she unlocked the brakes



on her wheelchair before starting to roll away from the table. "It's been real ladies but I'm gonna
head on to bed now. I'm bushed.” Declining her sister's offer to assist her to bed, Chloe waved at
the others before heading toward the sliding glass doors leading into the house.

"Hey, wait a minute!" Leslie called after her as she arose from her chair. Chloe however, kept
rolling along with a broad grin spread across her lips. "Tell me who she is. You've got me
curious now!" Noticing that the young woman didn't intend to stop, Leslie added, "That's alright.
I'll call you tomorrow. Sweet dreams kid!"

Chuckling, Chloe raised her hand and waved back at Leslie before continuing on her way, soon
to be out of sight. Turning back to the group, Leslie noticed that Jack’s attention was focused on
Sonny, who didn't seem to notice as she chatted with Laura. Concluding that Jack might want
some time alone with the gorgeous blonde, Leslie asked Laura if she would be interested in
going to get a cup of coffee with her.

"That'd be great,” Laura replied as she stood up and looked at Jack. "Thank you for a loving
evening. I've thoroughly enjoyed myself. We got off to a rocky start, but perhaps you and I can
become friends." She smiled at the woman.

Jack nodded as she returned the smile. "I'd like that very much Laura. I'll see you two to the
door.” She started to arise from her chair but was quickly advised by Leslie to remain seated.
Watching as Laura gave Sonny a kiss on her cheek, Jack told herself that she wasn't at all
jealous.

Leaning down, Leslie wrapped her arms around Jack while she whispered in her ear, "Go get her
tiger." Standing up, she winked at Jack as the other woman simply shook her head while
grinning.

Minutes later, Jack and Sonny heard the front door closing. Turning to each other they smiled,
neither of them knowing what to say. This was the first time that they had been alone in a week
and they were now at a loss for words.

"So...what have you been up to?" Jack asked as she gathered the dishes. She suddenly felt like a
nervous teenager on her first date.

"Not too much. I closed up Bean There, Done That on Friday and now I'm trying to figure out
what | want to do next. So | suppose you could say that I've been doing a lot of thinking.”

"Have any ideas?"

Sonny shook her head as she lightly chuckled. "Not a clue. But I'm working on it," pausing, she
looked at Jack. "How have things been going with you this past week?"

Jack shrugged. "Ah well...honestly?"

The blonde mutely nodded.



Averting her eyes to the pool, Jack quietly said, "I've felt kind of lost without you around. There
were times that | almost called you or came over but I just couldn't bring myself to do it." Daring
to look at the other woman, Jack tried to decipher the unreadable expression she wore. "I'm glad
that you decided to make the first move because | don't think 1 would have lasted much longer
without talking to you." A slight smile curved the brunette's lips as she suddenly ached to draw
Sonny into her arms.

Though a tinge of a blush graced her cheeks, Sonny's brow knit in confusion. "Me make the first
move?" she asked as Jack nodded. "But you had Chloe call me so in a sense didn't you?"

Both of Jack's eyebrows arched. "Um...no I didn't. You called me but since I wasn't there, Chloe
answered the phone. She told me that you apologized for what happened between us and that you
wanted to make up with me because you couldn't bear to lose me."

"Well that's funny because she told me that you were sorry for what happened and that you
wanted me to come to her welcome home dinner party. She also said that you would have called
me yourself but you were afraid so that's why she did it. Am | wrong?"

The brunette shook her head. Why that little sneak. Chloe you've learned too much from me.
Looking at Sonny she said, "I do believe that we have been set up by my mischievous little
sister. Though I suppose that | shouldn't be too hard on her since she was only trying to help.”

"So you never apologized?"

"Why would | apologize for wanting to help you?"

Oh, brother, Sonny thought. Here we go again. "Jack you're idea of helping seems to always
involve shoving money into someone's face. | didn't want to take a handout and though you
referred to it as 'business' you and | both know different. Now when | didn't accept it, you got
pissed off at me, claiming that you were just wasting your time and stormed out. Does it sound to
you like | should have apologized?"

It suddenly dawned on Jack that Sonny wasn't in the wrong. It was she who should have made

the first move and apologized for her behavior last week. Jack had just become so angry when

Sonny refused to accept her offer. All she'd wanted to do was help but Sonny was correct. Jack
relied on her money far too much. It wasn't the answer to everything.

As she softly sighed, Jack scooted her chair closer to Sonny's before gingerly placing her hand
over the other woman's. She was relieved and happy when the blonde didn't pull her hand away.
Blue eyes making contact with green ones, Jack quietly said, "I'm so sorry Sonny. I should have
apologized to you days ago, but I was just too stubborn to see that this was my own fault.
Sometimes I just get hotheaded and | don't listen. | didn't mean what | said about wasting my
time. Nothing could be farther from the truth. I really am sorry. | hope that you can forgive me
for once again acting like a jerk."

Surprising them both, Sonny arose from her chair and walked over to Jack. Taking the woman by



the hand, Sonny gently pulled until the brunette was standing as well. Smiling at her, Sonny
wrapped her arms around Jack and squeezed her tight, smiling even more when she felt a pair of
strong arms encircling her body. Wordlessly, the two women embraced each other for a couple
of minutes before they let go, neither really wanting to do so.

"So does that mean that you forgive me?" Jack inquired, a faint grin on her lips. She desperately
wanted an encore of that hug.

Sonny waved a dismissive hand. "Let's just forget about it. Doesn't matter anymore. Perhaps we
both got a little too upset. The important thing is that we're talking now and that we're still
friends. Okay?" She smiled at Jack.

Smiling back, the brunette nodded. "Okay."

After conversing over cups of coffee in the kitchen for nearly an hour, Sonny announced that she
should be getting home. Unhappy to see her go, but knowing that it was inevitable, Jack walked
the young woman to her car. After opening the car door for Sonny, Jack wrapped her arms
around her, wanting to feel her at least once more before she left. | have turned into such a sap,
Jack thought as they shared a brief yet tender embrace. It was on the tip of her tongue to ask
Sonny to stay over, but she quickly thought better of it.

"So when will | see you again?" Jack asked after their hug ended.

Green eyes filled with amusement looked up at her. "That depends. When do you want to see
me?" Sonny leaned back against the car as she waited for a response.

Jack arched an eyebrow. Was it just her imagination or was this woman flirting with her? She
certainly hoped that it was the latter. Based on the expression written across Sonny's face, she
definitely was. "Well if it were up to me I'd see you morning, noon, and night twenty-four
seven," Jack replied in a low throaty voice. It had the desired effect because she instantly
detected the red blush appearing on Sonny's cheeks.

Finding her voice, the blonde swallowed before softly saying, "I'll call you tomorrow. Goodnight
Jack." Standing on her tiptoes, she lightly kissed the woman's cheek before disappearing inside
her car.

Wearing a silly little grin, Jack watched while the car drove off until it was out of sight. Bubbling
with excitement, she walked back into her house. She could hardly wait until the phone rang
tomorrow and it was Sonny.

After leaving her car with the valet, Jack walked into the restaurant carrying a bouquet of
flowers. When she informed the maitre ‘d of whom she was supposed to be meeting, the tuxedo
dressed man plucked a menu from a stack before indicating for her to follow him. While doing
so, Jack attempted to calm the racing of her heart but failed to do so. She was much too excited
and nervous. You would think that I'd get used to spending time with her, but every time feels like



the first, Jack mentally said as she spied the blonde she had been looking. She was sitting at a
small table near a window, which showed a spectacular view of the ocean.

Smiling as the taller woman neared, Sonny arose from the table and hugged her in greeting. As
Sonny thanked Jack for the flowers, the two women sat down, their seats facing one another.
After the maitre 'd gave Jack her menu and walked away, the brunette stretched her arm across
the table, covering Sonny's hand with her own. Looking into her green eyes, Jack smiled broadly
while absolutely thrilled to be in Sonny's presence again. True, just two days ago they had spent
the evening with each other, catching a movie at a theater and then playing miniature golf which
Jack found that she was quite unskilled at, but she had missed this woman terribly.

Jack lightly shook her head at the irony. She used to be known as the Conqueror and now she
had been the one conquered. She just wished that soon Sonny would be open to the idea of
giving them a chance. It had nearly been a week since they mended broken fences at Chloe's
dinner party and Jack felt that she hadn't come any closer to making Sonny her own. However,
Blue seemed to be getting closer based on the emails she had received last week. Jack shook her
head again. How was it that she could beat other people in business, yet she couldn't defeat
herself? Wonder how upset Sonny would be if ‘Blue’ suddenly dropped off of the face of the
planet?

Cocking her head to the side, Sonny gave the brunette a curious look. "What are you thinking?"
she asked, watching as the sudden faraway look in Jack's eyes disappeared with a blink.

"Hmm?"

Lightly chuckling, Sonny repeated her question. "Physically you're here yet you seem to be far
away. Is something wrong? Is Chloe alright?"

Jack softly smiled at her while rubbing the hand beneath her own. Sonny's great concern for
others only proved to cause Jack to love her even more. "I think she's becoming a little anxious
to be free of that wheelchair but other than that she's doing well. And everything else is fine," she
paused as she gazed into attentive green eyes. "l was just marveling over how beautiful you look
tonight. Though to be honest you look beautiful every time that I see you." Jack mentally rolled
her eyes though she was speaking the truth. Sonny looked positively breathtaking in the mid-
thigh length red tank dress she was wearing. Just call me Jack the Sap.

Her cheeks turning a color that perfectly matched her dress, Sonny softly thanked the other
woman for her compliment. Before either woman could say anything more, their waiter arrived
at the table carrying a chilled bottle of champagne. After he opened the bottle and poured
champagne into the two flutes already sitting on the table, the waiter informed Sonny and Jack to
signal him when they were ready to order.

The brunette smiled at her dinner companion. "Did you set this up Sonny? The champagne |
mean."

Nodding, Sonny replied, "Yeah. | told the waiter that | was expecting someone and when he



noticed a gorgeous blue-eyed woman sitting across from me that he was to bring this
champagne.”

A grin spread across Jack's lips. "Gorgeous?"

Sonny rolled her eyes while thinking that she should have edited out the gorgeous part. She tried
to shrug nonchalantly. "Yeah, well you are gorgeous." Picking up her champagne, Sonny
decided to change the subject. At least she hoped Jack would allow that to happen. "Anyway, |
invited you to dinner because | have some terrific news and | was in the mood to celebrate.”

"And out of everyone you know you chose to celebrate with me?" How sweet and touching was
that? Jack instantly felt a lump forming in her throat, which was one of the signs of an impending
cry. Grabbing her flute, she took a short sip while trying to get control of her emotions. Just what
have you done to me Sonny Campbell? I'm turning into an emotional cornball!

Perhaps it was just the lighting in the restaurant or the candlelight but Sonny could swear that
Jack's eyes looked glassy as though she was on the verge of crying. She was about to dismiss it
when she noticed that the woman seemed to be swallowing an awful lot. Reaching across the
table, Sonny took one of Jack's hands in her own.

"Hey are you alright Jack?"

Not trusting herself to speak right now, the brunette merely nodded as she gave the hand holding
hers a brief yet reassuring squeeze.

"You look as though you're about to cry,” Sonny quietly stated. "Are you sure Chloe is doing
okay? You know that you can talk to me about anything. That's what friends are for.” Smiling,
Sonny squeezed Jack's hand back.

"She's fine. Really," Jack replied in a hoarse whisper. Quietly excusing herself, she arose and left
the table as the blonde curiously watched her.

She didn't have to wonder for long where the woman was headed because Jack soon arrived at
the small stage where a band was playing. Raising a curious golden eyebrow, Sonny continued to
watch as she noticed Jack slipping the band members bills, though she couldn't tell which
denominations. What is she up to now? Sonny wondered as she turned back around to take a sip
of champagne. By the time she turned back to look at Jack, the tall woman was standing behind
her chair, a soft smile on her lips.

"Dance with me please?" Holding out her hand, Jack said, "That is unless you have a problem
with us being women, dancing together in public. | completely understand if you'd be
uncomfortable."”

Shaking her head, Sonny placed her hand in the other woman's as she stood up, a smile evident
on her face. "I'd love to dance with you Jack. I don't care what other people think about that.
Lead the way."



With the smile on her lips growing, Jack led them toward the dance floor, which happened to be
empty. As Jack wrapped her arms around Sonny's waist, a familiar song began to be played by
the band, the only female singing. Instantly knowing what song it was Sonny began to smile and
blush simultaneously, as slipped her arms around her companion'’s neck and they started to dance
close.

"All that's missing is your leisure suit and my ball gown,” Sonny said, recalling Jack's
Cinderella-like dream. Her green eyes twinkled merrily as she unconsciously pressed her body
closer. She found that wanting to touch Jack was beginning to become a habit she had to break.
Not that she and Blue had yet to make any type of commitment to each other, but she felt guilty
all the same. Blue should be the only woman that she wanted to constantly touch.

Barely containing a moan of pleasure as Sonny pressed closer, Jack smiled down at her. Her
body temperature has rose considerably and her heart was beating quite fast as Jack wondered if
them dancing together was such a bright idea. | can do this, Jack mentally coached herself. | am
a grown woman and I can control my urges no matter how good she feels...no matter how good
she smells ...

"Jack?" Sonny called for the fourth time, relieved when the other woman finally blinked before
focusing on her.

"Hmm?"
"Are you okay? You look a little flushed.” Sonny pressed a palm to Jack's cheek.
"You know what's one of the most spoken phrases in movies?"

Both of Sonny's eyebrows rose high as she wondered where this question was leading. She shook
her head. "I haven't the slightest idea. Tell me."

"It's let's get out of here. You wanna?"

A little under an hour later, both women were sitting at the edge of Jack's pool with their legs
submerged in the water. Discovering that she and Chloe were the same size, Sonny wore a pair
of the younger woman's shorts along with a tank top. It proved difficult to do but she managed
not to ogle Jack in the black two piece bikini she wore. Good gracious | knew she had a nice
rack, but that bikini top just accentuates it! Green eyes slowly traveled down Jack’s body,
completely unnoticed as the woman stared towards the empty beach. And such beautifully long
legs. As Sonny looked up, her face turned as red as a tomato when she noticed amused blue eyes
gazing at her. Busted!

"See something you like?" Jack asked in a husky voice. She'd picked this particular bikini on
purpose, hoping that it would have the desired effect. Her lips curved upward into a smile. It
seemed to be working perfectly.



It was on the tip of her tongue to flirtatiously reply that maybe she did, but Sonny quickly
changed her mind. If she did there was no telling where this would lead. Instead, she decided to
change the subject by informing the scantily clad woman seated next to her that she still had
terrific news to tell her.

An apologetic look appeared on Jack's face. "Oh, yes. I never did give you the chance to tell me
what we're supposed to be celebrating. What's your big news?"

"Yeah, that's when you got all weird on me,” Sonny replied, a playful smile on her lips. "You
never did tell me what that was all about," she added, wondering if she would get an answer
now. After the bill for the champagne was taken care of, the two women got in their separate cars
before Sonny followed Jack back to her mansion as the blonde referred to it. Still curiously quiet
when they arrived, Jack suggested that they lounge by the pool, yet she didn't say much else.

"I'm interested in hearing your good news."

"And I'm interested in knowing why you suddenly became quiet back at the restaurant. What
happened back there?" Sonny delicately inquired.

Unreadable blue eyes traveled to Sonny's face. "You've been wanting to tell me and | really want
to know, so go ahead," Jack softly insisted. "Please."

Knowing when she was defeated, the blonde relinquished with a nod. "Okay. As you know I've
been looking for employment all week and I have finally found a job. I start bright and early
tomorrow morning in fact.”

Jack brightly smiled as she congratulated Sonny while resisting the urge to use this new
information as an excuse to reach over and embrace her. She figured that she might not be able
to let go if she gave in to the urge. "So what will you be doing? Does it have anything to do with
coffee?"

Sonny lightly chuckled as she shook her head. "No, I've decided that I'm probably going to be
out of the coffee business from here on out. Have you ever heard of that women's resort called
Serenity Palace?"

The brunette mutely nodded. In fact, when they were seeing each other, she had been to the
resort numerous times with Leslie. It was one of the their favorite spots. However, Jack decided
not to mention that little tidbit.

"Well I'm going to be a masseuse there,” Sonny stated, a smile on her lips. "Working from eight
to four, Monday through Friday. Great pay, great benefits, and I'm quite pleased with the amount
of vacation time I'm allotted."

"A masseuse? You're going to be a masseuse?" Jack questioned as one lone eyebrow raised. If
asked, she couldn't have been able to tell what Sonny had said after relaying the news that she



was going to be a masseuse. That one word had gained her full and complete attention. Jack
didn't like the sound of this. She didn't like it one bit and the scowl on her face made that
obvious. It was bad enough that the love of her life was going to be interacting on a daily basis
with solely women upon women by working at a female only resort. But now she learned that
Sonny was going to be a masseuse, which meant that she would have her hands on these women.
She would have her hands all over their bodies and quite possibly see them naked. Sonny would
be subjected to naked or barely dressed women all day long. Women who wanted her to squeeze
and knead their bodies. The scowl on Jack's face deepened.

Sonny cocked her head to the side as she observed the brunette's expression. Did she have a
problem with it? "Yes, | am. Is there something wrong with that?"

Jack quickly shook her head as she forced a smile onto her lips. Well, a faint smile anyway. It
was the best she could do because she felt a bit nauseous. "No, there isn't. I just umm...never
knew you had those types of skills. Don't you need a license in order to be a professional
masseuse?"

"Oh, I have one," Sonny quickly supplied as she glanced toward the ocean, missing the
disappointed expression on Jack's face. "Back in college | took some courses dealing in massage
therapy and that was around the time | received my license to practice it. | was a masseuse at a
resort for a little over a year and though | don't mean to toot my own horn, | was pretty great at
it," pausing, she broadly smiled as she winked at her companion. "It wasn't long after that that
Sarah and | started our coffee business.”

"S0 now you get to return to it, eh?" Jack asked, trying her best to sound upbeat. Have |
mentioned that | don't like this one little bit? She couldn't just work at McDonald's or
something?

Nodding, Sonny waded her feet back and forth in water. "I'm quite excited about it. I've always
loved working with my hands."

Though it was innocently stated, Jack couldn't help but to wince while imagining just what the
young blonde could do with those petite hands of hers. A rush of heat went through her when
Sonny added that perhaps she could give her a massage sometime. A small smile tugged at Jack's
lips as the less than desirable images roaming through her mind were replaced with sizzling ones
of Sonny's soft palms slowly gliding over her body, bringing her pleasure that she never knew
existed.

Starting to feel rather overheated, the brunette informed Sonny that she was going to take a dip in
the pool. Without waiting for comment, Jack took a deep breath before diving headfirst into the
Olympic-sized pool. Easily gliding through the lukewarm temperature water, Jack completed
four laps within a matter of minutes before she heard a small splash. Glancing over her shoulder,
she noticed that Sonny was swimming in her direction. Being on the shallow end, Jack placed
her feet on the bottom as she leaned against the side of the pool.

Arriving in close proximity to Jack, Sonny gained her balance, standing in the water as well.



While smiling at the other woman, the blonde reached up and smoothed back the short strands of
hair hanging on her forehead. Unconsciously, Sonny licked her lips causing Jack to softly mewl,
as she moved to stand directly in front of her.

"Awesome pool you have here. The pool in my apartment complex is nice but it doesn't begin to
compare to this one," the smaller woman stated as she looked up into blue eyes that were slightly
darker than usual. She watched as Jack silently nodded her head in agreement and then grinned.
"Cat got your tongue Jack?" she teasingly asked.

Jack felt her resolve melting away as she faintly smiled in return. "You want to know why?" she
softly asked.

Raising an eyebrow, Sonny questioned, "Do | want to know why your pool is awesome?"

Bursting into laughter, the brunette shook her head. "No, do you want to know why | grew quiet
at the restaurant?"

"Ooh, that. Yes | would."

"It was what you said," Jack briefly paused. "Well actually what | concluded that you were
implying but you never really answered me so I'll ask you again. Out of everyone you know, you
chose to celebrate with me?"

Warmly smiling, Sonny nodded. "Yes."

Jack's heart started to beat at a faster pace. "Not Sarah?" The blonde shook her head. "Not
Laura?"

IINOpe.ll
"Not Hawke or Peter?"

Green eyes twinkled as they gazed up at the taller woman. "Nope and nope. Truthfully, you were
the first person to enter my mind and | thought it was a grand idea to celebrate with you which is
why | gave you a ring."”

A damp dark eyebrow quizzically raised. "You mean it wasn't Blue?" She was on Sonny's mind
before the 'Southern' woman. Jack inwardly smiled, filled with glee. That had to be progress.

Sonny shook her head. "No," she whispered. "Jack sometimes it frightens me how much I think
about you, how much you've come to mean to me within such a short amount of time. It feels as
though I've known you far longer than a mere month."

Jack nodded in total agreement. "It feels that way for me too, though I'm not at all frightened by
the depth of my feelings for you," she softly replied, a touch of a smile evident on her lips.
"Sonny | feel that I've been waiting for someone like you all of my life and I'm thrilled that



you've finally arrived. | think about you the majority of the time and | welcome those thoughts.
Before it was just Chloe, but you and she, both now mean the world to me. You two are my
world." Noticing that Sonny was about to say something, Jack briefly touched a finger to her
lips. "And the reason," taking a deep breath, the brunette started again as she stared into attentive
green eyes, "the reason | became so quiet was because | truly touched that you would think of me
first. You don't know how happy that makes me. Perhaps I'm making too much out of it, but it
did me a world of good. My emotions got the best of me and | was nearly rendered speechless
because | was so choked up. All | wanted to do was take you in my arms and hold you forever."
Raising a hand, Jack gently cupped the younger woman's cheek. "I don't have a clue how you'll
react, but there is something that I want to tell you," pausing again, Jack observed the blonde.
She was so still that it didn't appear like she was even breathing. "Sonny girl I've always
wondered what true love felt like and now | know because of you. | love you."

Her vision growing bleary, Sonny inhaled deeply before slowly letting it out. This was quite
unexpected. Looking up into anxious blue eyes that were also bleary with unshed tears, she
whispered, "I don't know what to say Jack."

Two tears ran down her cheeks, as the brunette softly replied, "You don't have to say a word."
Her resolve completely gone now, Jack slowly leaned down aiming for the other woman's lips.
Moments later, their lips touched in a kiss that at first was tentative as though it was their first
one. Soon, the kiss grew bolder and more passionate as Sonny and Jack wrapped their arms
around one another, both softly moaning. With her arms wrapped around Sonny's waist, the
brunette turned them around in the water so that the smaller woman had her back pressed against
the side. Breaking the passion filled kiss, Jack began a pleasurable assault on her companion's
neck, her mouth tenderly sucking at the warm flesh.

Moaning, Sonny's body writhed against Jack's as she wrapped her legs around the woman's waist
under the water. She was so turned on, she concluded that it should be a crime. What am | doing?
She mentally asked herself. | have Blue. Well I intend to have Blue so what am | doing making
out with Jack? Another moan escaped her as Jack's tongue laved the spot she had been nibbling
on. God, it feels so incredible. Sonny let out a small yelp as a pair of strong arms suddenly lifted
her out of the water. Hanging on for dear life while being transported, the blonde soon found
herself laying on a wide padded chaise lounge. As Jack's hot mouth descended upon her neck
again, one of the woman's hands slipped up the front of her tank top, a warm palm coming to rest
on her stomach.

Her hands seeming to have a mind all their own, trailed up Jack’s smooth and damp back until
they touched the tied strings holding her bikini top together. Deft fingertips tugged at the strings
until they were untied, each limply falling on either side of Jack's back. Releasing the patch of
skin she had been laboriously working on, Jack knelt on the chaise lounge between the blonde's
legs, her darkened blue eyes gazing into Sonny's equally dark green ones as she removed the
bikini top, tossing it over her shoulder. Swallowing with much difficulty, the blonde gazed up at
the beautiful full breasts that she had only caught a glimpse of on a particular day weeks ago at
the local gym. They were as marvelous as ever. Simply two works of art.

A sexy little grin appearing on her lips, Jack took a hold of the small hands grabbing at the



padding of the chaise lounge rather tightly and placed them over her breasts. As she swallowed

again, Sonny gave the breasts she was now touching a light squeeze, eliciting a deep moan from
their owner. Spurred by this, she allowed the edge of her thumbs to lightly graze back and forth
across Jack’s rose colored nipples, gaining more moans in the process.

"Oh, Sonny do you have any idea what you're doing to me?" Jack asked in a throaty whisper,
loudly groaning as nimble fingers gently tugged at her sensitive tips, stimulating them all the
more.

"I think | have a vague idea," the blonde whispered thickly as she left Jack’s breasts, fingertips
traveling down to the woman's taut stomach. She was debating on whether to remove those
bikini bottoms when Jack seemed to become temporarily psychic, disposing of the flimsy piece
of cloth within seconds. Now Sonny had a full frontal view of Jack and she had to admit that it
was quite lovely. Having lost her ability to think correctly, the blonde's right hand continue
traveling down, until the back of it came in contact with a delicious heat. A pair of tanned strong
thighs slightly quivered as Sonny started to brush her fingertips against a rather damp mound.
Hearing soft moans, Sonny increased the pressure of her fingertips, almost mesmerized by what
she was doing.

"Sonny, | need you," the brunette breathlessly stated as she gently removed the younger woman's
pleasure giving hand before moving to lay on top of her, capturing Sonny's mouth in a scorching
kiss. Straddling one of Sonny's thighs, Jack began to press her thigh into the woman's center
through her shorts as their kiss continued, tongues dueling for space in each other's mouths. The
brunette moaned as a thigh was placed at her own center, beginning to create friction by rubbing
up and down. Succeeding in not breaking the kiss, Jack started to slide her hands under the
woman lying below her tank top. She craved to feel more of the blonde's soft skin.

Ending the Kiss, blue eyes filled with love, affection, and desire gazed into green ones. The blue
eyes closed as a soft hand lifted to caress Jack's cheek, fingertips lightly trailing over her skin.
They grazed across her forehead to her eyebrows, down her nose, across to her other cheek, chin,
and finally up to her lips, which were slightly parted. Opening her eyes, Jack looked at Sonny as
she took the woman's middle finger into her mouth, beginning to run her mouth back and forth
over it. Shuddering in delight, Sonny kept eye contact as Jack started to suckle on her finger, her
tongue rolling around it. She moaned, pressing her thigh harder against the other woman as Jack
increased her own pressure.

Continuing to suck on the blonde's digit, Jack pushed her dampened tank top up far enough so
that her pert breasts were in view. Allowing Sonny's middle finger to slip out of her hot mouth,
Jack leaned down, starting to place butterfly kisses across the tops of the other woman's breasts,
her strong thigh still grinding into her. Sonny arched her back as a warm tongue began to circle
around her right nipple and then her left. Softly moaning, she rocked her body against Jack's, her
hands sliding down to cup the woman's rear, pushing Jack into her.

"Ooh, Jack. God you're incredible,” Sonny called out in a husky voice, knowing that she was
close to climaxing. Small hands squeezed Jack's naked buttocks as a thigh slick with her natural
juices moved against her mound faster and harder. Sonny arched her back more as the brunette



tenderly suckled her nipples. Quickly running her tongue across dry lips, the blonde whispered,
"I'm almost there...I'm coming..."

Hearing the bittersweet declaration, Jack left a trail of hot damp kisses starting in the valley of
Sonny's breasts up her neck, her chin, and then her lips where the brunette lingered for a few
moments, her teeth gently nipping at the soft flesh. Finally leaving that sweet mouth, Jack placed
tiny kisses along the blonde's jaw, steadily making her way to the woman's left ear whispering,
"Let's do it together. | want to come with you."

A rush of delicious heat sped through Sonny at the words softly spoken in her ear. The mouth
now sucking on her earlobe only proved to feed the fire that had been ignited within her.
Moaning into the balmy night, the new lovers rocked their bodies in perfect rhythm, both nearing
the precipice. Letting go of Sonny's earlobe, Jack gazed into the woman's eyes as though she was
trying to see deep into her soul. Their breaths mingled as they kept eye contact, holding on to
each other tightly. Only when twin orgasms arrived did Sonny and Jack break their steady eye
contact, the blonde opting to close her eyes as she focused on the mind-blowing pleasure rippling
through her and the brunette pressing her face into her companion's neck.

"Sonny | love you," Jack called out as she felt the last vestiges of her orgasm. "I love you so
much."” Tenderly, she pressed her lips to the blonde's neck while waiting for a response, though
she was greeted with mere silence. Raising her head, Jack looked at the woman lying beneath
her, noticing that she was looking toward the sky. After softly calling her name, Jack was
relieved when Sonny looked at her, warmly smiling. "Are you alright darling?" the brunette
quietly asked.

The blonde nodded. "Yes, I'm fine thank you," she replied in an equally quiet voice as a tinge of
a blush appeared on her cheeks at the endearment. "I really should head on home now though. |
have to get up early in the morning and I'd hate to either be late, sleepy or both on my very first
day." Reaching between them, Sonny pulled down her tank top far enough so that her breasts
were completely covered.

Ignoring the alarm bells trying to warn her that Sonny was pulling away both physically and
emotionally, Jack replied, "You can stay here if you like. I'm sure we could find something for
you to wear tomorrow."

Shaking her head, the blonde tried to sit up, managing to do so when Jack helped by moving off
of her. Placing her feet on the ground, Sonny glanced at the woman sitting next to her saying,
"That's really sweet of you Jack but | have a specific outfit that | have to wear for work and it's at
home so..." she trailed off, softly sighing. "I...I better go. It's getting late." Standing up, Sonny
indicated for Jack to stay put when she started to arise as well. "No, | can see myself to the door,
she quickly explained. "You need to put something on before you catch a cold. Wouldn't want
you to get a case of the sniffles.” Sonny smile, however it looked forced.

Giving her a wan smile in return, Jack merely nodded. She knew that something was wrong but
she didn't know what to say in order to fix it. Half of her wished that she had never kissed Sonny
back in the pool, yet the other half was glad that it had happened. If it weren't for that kiss that



had broken down what remained of their defenses, they never would have made love that night.
And it was so beautiful. Didn't you think so Sonny? Or are you repulsed by what we did? The
brunette felt like crawling into her bed and weeping. How could a person be so overjoyed one
moment and in the next feel such pain and desolation?

"Talk with you later okay?" Sonny asked, barely making eye contact with the seated woman.

After Jack silently nodded, Sonny began to walk toward the sliding glass doors leading into the
house. Jack gave the young woman ample time to collect her belongings and leave before she
grabbed her string bikini and wrapped a towel around her body before heading inside the house.
She managed to hold the tears at bay as she wandered into the kitchen to make herself a cup of
tea. Deciding to take the tea to her room, she stopped by Chloe's temporary bedroom located on
the first floor. Looking in on her, she found her little sister to be sleeping peacefully and
managed a soft smile as she closed the door before heading upstairs.

On reaching her bedroom, Jack walked over to her bed taking a seat on the side of it as she
cautiously sipped from the cup in her hand. She tried not to think about what had just taken
place. Instead, she focused on finishing the contents of her cup. Within ten minutes she was
finished and placed the now empty cup on the nightstand before heading toward her private
bathroom, removing the towel wrapped around her body on the way.

Turning on the shower, Jack walked inside, closing her eyes as the hot water fell on her body. As
an unbidden image of Sonny walking away from her entered the brunette's mind, her legs
buckled, causing her to slide down to the floor of the tub. Tears fell down her cheeks as she
wrapped her arms around her legs, pressing her face against her knees.

"Have you talked to Sonny lately?" Leslie inquired as she reclined back in her king-sized bed. A
delightful smile appeared on her lips as she gazed at the lovely nude woman coming toward the
bed with a bag of chips that she had just found in the kitchen. The smile changed into a slight
grin. Guess it was so good that she got the munchies. Actually, I'd like to have some of those
chips too. And some more of the gorgeous girl carrying them. The grin widened.

Nodding, Laura slipped into the bed, snuggling close to the other woman as she began to open
the bag she held. "I saw her Tuesday when | stopped by the women's resort she's now working at.
| wanted to see how it was going for her. We had lunch and chatted a bit."”

"How did it go?" Reaching inside the now open bag, Leslie grabbed a couple of chips, popping
one inside her mouth.

Laura shrugged as she munched on a chip. "I don't know. She seemed like she wasn't all there. |
don't mean crazy not all there but...like she'd lost a huge chunk of herself. The sparkle was gone
from her eyes. | tried to ask what was bothering her but she kept saying that everything was just
fine, though | know different. | just have no idea what it is." Swallowing, she added, "I've talked
with her on the phone a couple of times since then but she doesn't sound any better. | feel
helpless because | don't know what I can do to help her."



Finishing her other chip, Leslie replied, "I know what's bothering her."
"You do? What is it?"

Leslie looked at her lover, nodding. "Yes, it's the same thing that's bothering Jack. Apparently,
they're not on speaking terms."

"Again? What happened this time?"

"Well she wouldn't go into much detail, but basically she and Sonny spent this past Sunday
evening together celebrating Sonny's new job. As the evening worn on they got a little ‘close’ and
afterwards Sonny sort of closed herself off saying that she had to go home because she had to get
enough sleep for work in the morning. Jack hasn't heard a word from her since that night. She
called twice and left a message both times but Sonny didn't return either one. So, it appears that
she's avoiding her and I'm thinking that Jack is slowly slipping into a depression because of it. If
it wasn't for Chloe who knows what shape she'd be in right now."

Sitting up in the bed, Laura folded her legs beneath her. "I don't understand this. It's so obvious
that they should be together. | knew that even before Sonny and | broke up. I just don't know
why she doesn't realize it."

Glancing at the phone, Leslie said, "I have an idea. | think I might know a way that we can get
them in the same place and hopefully they'll take the opportunity to talk." With a curious look,
Laura silently waited for her to continue. "You know how we're going disco bowling
tomorrow?" Laura nodded. "Well what if | were to ask Jack to come along and you asked
Sonny? Except we don't tell either one that the other is coming."

The expression on Laura's face was apprehensive. "I don't know. They might not take too kindly
to us tricking them like that."

Leaning toward her new lover, Leslie tenderly kissed her lips and then waited for Laura to
reopen her eyes before asking, "Don't you want them to be as happy as we are now that we've
found one another?" Looking into Laura's eyes with a little smile planted on her lips, Leslie
trailed a lone finger up and down the woman's naked thigh. "They just need a boost. Don't think
of it as trickery. We're helping. | just want them to be as happy as | am with you baby."

Ah, damn. | can't object to this idea now. The sweet kiss on the lips, the light stroking on the
thigh and the tenderly spoken endearment had made up Laura's mind. She hadn't quite figured it
out yet, but somehow Leslie Antigone knew how to press all the right buttons. Not that she
minded, but it was just bewildering how well this woman seemed to know her in such a short
amount of time. Laura inwardly smiled. Maybe it's because she's my soulmate. Though this all
appeared to be happening fast, she instinctively knew that it was right. She and Leslie were right
for each other.

"S0?" A dark eyebrow raised as Leslie gazed at her lover, waiting for an answer.



Nodding, Laura said, "Let's do it."

A grin slipped onto Leslie's lips. "Sure, | would absolutely adore doing that again with you, but
first things first lover."

Smirking, Laura playfully slapped her on the arm, eliciting a chuckle from the older woman.
"You know what | mean. Let's call them. Who first?"

Turning slightly, Leslie reached for the cordless phone. "I'll call Jack.” Glancing at the clock, she
noted that it was a few minutes after nine in the evening. "Hopefully, she'll still be awake."
Having her ex-girlfriend on speed dial, Leslie simply punched a couple of buttons before
bringing the phone to her ear. Coming to a decision, she reached over and pressed the button so
that the speakerphone would be activated. Now both she and Laura could listen though she
indicated for the other woman to remain silent. On the fourth ring, Jack answered the phone, her
voice sounding dry as the Sahara desert.

"Well don't we sound cheery," Leslie said as she reached into the bag for another chip.

"Sorry to disappoint you Leslie but I don't have much to be cheery about as of late,” Jack
remarked, the tone of her voice bordering on anger.

The older woman sighed. This might be tougher than she had originally thought. "You haven't
spoken with Sonny yet?"

"No and please don't mention that name to me. | don't care to hear it."

Leslie and Laura shared a look, both wincing at the other woman's statement. Someone sounds
royally pissed off, Leslie thought to herself. "Okay, | promise to not say the "S™ word again. Jack
| think you need to get out of the house and have some fun, which is why I'm calling. | want to
invite you to go bowling tomorrow night with Laura and I. How about it?"

"NO_"

Leslie sighed. If it were possible, she would have reached through the phone and throttled the
woman. "Okay, I'm going to ask again and this time | want you to respond with yes. Now Jack
would you like to go bowling tomorrow evening? Just get out of the house for at least a couple
hours? You remember how much fun we used to have bowling." It was true. During the time that
they had dated, they visited one bowling alley or another at least four or five times a month.
Having quite a few skills at the sport, Jack had won her fair share of trophies.

"Yes...I remember. But no I don't want to go."
A small frown appeared on Leslie's face. "Jack, I think you're in desperate need of some f-u-n

and I plan on making that happen. Now, you are going disco bowling tomorrow night with us.
We need a fourth so we can pair up into teams. It'll be you, Laura, her friend, and me."



"Who is her friend?" Jack's voice sounded suspicious to both women's ears. They both wondered
if she thought Laura's friend was the one whose name was the "S" word.

Leslie thought quickly. "It's Betty." Glancing at the crispy treat still in her hand, she added,
"Chip. Betty Chip." Catching movement out of the corner of her eye, Leslie looked up to see her
lover's shoulders shaking as she tried to stifle a laugh. Her lips curving into a smile, Leslie softly
chuckled, hoping that Jack hadn't heard it.

"Betty Chip?" Jack repeated in a disbelieving tone of voice. "Her friend's name is Betty Chip?"
"Yes, itis," Leslie replied. "Do you have a problem with her name?"

A loud sigh emanated through the speaker. "No | don't. Listen can't you get someone else to go?
| don't want to leave Chloe on her own."

"You're just using that as an excuse. You know that Chloe will be just fine for a couple hours.
She's capable of taking care of herself. Now please Jack don't make me beg. Please come with
us. I want you to. You might actually end up enjoying yourself. All you've done this week is
work and take care of your sister.” In a gentle tone of voice Leslie added, "Honey you need to
have your own life."

There was a brief silence from the other end of the line before Jack sighed in resignation. She
knew that the business consultant/agent was not going to give up until she got her way. "Alright,
I'll go. What bowling alley should I meet you guys at? And what time?" She didn't sound the
least bit thrilled.

Laura and Leslie smiled triumphantly at each other as they soundlessly clapped their hands
together. Looking back at the speakerphone, Leslie informed Jack that she would pick her up
around seven o'clock the next evening. Moments later, the call ended, and Leslie smiled as she
slipped the chip into her mouth. Picking up the discarded phone, she handed it to Laura so that
she could call "Betty". As Laura punched in her ex's phone number, she was informed to ask
Sonny to pick her up.

"That way if they fix things between them, Jack could go with Sonny in her car and you with
me," Leslie explained, her eyes twinkling. Reaching over, she grabbed the base of the phone and
placed it on the bed between them so that Laura wouldn't have to yell toward the speakerphone.

Laura grinned at her as she waited for her call to be answered. "I love how your mind works,"
she said while leaning toward the woman, giving her lips a quick yet sweet kiss. Her call was
then unfortunately picked up by the answering machine. "Hello Sonny, if you're there please pick
up. This is Laura. | need to talk with you about something. It's very important." She was to end
the call just as the other line was picked up. Unlike Jack, the blonde attempted to sound
courteous as she greeted Laura, though there was a tinge of sadness in her voice, which both
Laura and Leslie were able to easily detect.



"Is something wrong?" Sonny asked, sounding genuinely concerned.

"No everything is just fine," Laura quickly assured her. "I was just wondering if you had any
plans for tomorrow night.”

"No, I don't. Why?"
Laura smiled toward the speakerphone. "Good. How about we go bowling?"

"You know I'm not any good at that game. My last bowling score total was lower than the 1Q of
arock."

Laura lightly chuckled at the admission. "It doesn't matter Sonny. We'll simply be going to have
a good time, not compete. So, what do you say? Leslie, her friend, you, and I. We can even be
partners."

"And who is this friend of Leslie's?" Sonny asked, sounding just as suspicious as Jack had.
"Her name is Wilma." As soon as the name was out of her mouth, Laura watched as Leslie
covered her face with a pillow in the vain attempt to smother her laughter. She bit hard on her

lower lip to keep from joining in.

"Wilma? Are you serious?" Sonny asked, almost certain that she heard laughter in the
background.

Laura nodded, though the other woman couldn't see it. "Yes, | am. It's not her real name though.
Leslie informed me that she's called Wilma because she's slim, has red hair, and dated a guy
named Fred, but they broke up a while back. Obviously, the nickname stuck though." Laura
smiled as Leslie gave her thumbs up for the smoothly delivered explanation.

"I see.” Sonny fell silent for a thoughtful moment before saying, "Okay, | suppose I can go for at
least a little bit. Should I meet you guys there?"

"Actually, if you don't mind could you pick me up? We're supposed to meet Leslie and her friend
at the bowling alley at seven thirty."”

"Sure no problem. What time do you want me to come get you?"

Leslie and Laura exchanged another silent high five. "Seven o'clock alright?”

"It's perfect. I'll see you then Laura.”

"Okay. See you tomorrow night. Bye now." Ending the call, Laura placed the phone back on its

base before delivering it into the waiting hands of her lover. "Mission accomplished,” she
happily stated.



Winking at Laura, Leslie placed the phone back on the nightstand before she reached for the bag
of chips and rolled it up tightly. After dropping the bag on the floor, she scooted closer to her
new love, a grin now on her lips. "Come here Bam Bam," she said in a low sexy voice, both the
words and voice earning her a chuckle. Wrapping her arms around Leslie's neck, Laura smiled as
she was gently pushed down to the bed and lips descended upon her neck. A delightful shiver
went through her as Leslie left a trail of kisses leading up to her ear where she whispered, "Let's
make this 'bed rock' baby." Before their passion overtook them for the second time that evening,
both women had an attack of the giggles.

Standing in total darkness, her eyes became riveted on the door, which appeared to be quite a
distance away. There was a light bulb hanging from above it, which brightly illuminated the
door. Once again knowing what she had to do...what she had to at least attempt to do, she began
to move toward the door, her speed increasing with every step that she took. The familiar fear
and anxiousness crept upon her, driving her. Like every other time, she vowed that this time she
would make it there before it was too late. This time she was going to prevent it from happening.
There was no way that she was going to fail. Their lives depended on it so she couldn't.

Her calves began to tighten and cramp up but she kept running just as hard and fast, ignoring
the pain. She had to get there. She had to. Sweat poured down her face but she was chilled to the
very bone as she ran with all her might. As puffs of frigid air wafted out of her mouth, she kept
her eyes focused on the door, which appeared to be getting just a tad bit closer. She attempted to
scream that she was coming, but her voice box wouldn't work properly. 'Please, please don't let
me be too late,' she thought as she continued toward the light.

This time instead of opening the door like she regularly did by turning the knob, she simply
raised a foot and kicked it in, causing the big wooden door to slam back against the wall. Her
scream echoed off the walls of the tunnel as saddened eyes zeroed in on the small lifeless body
hanging from the shower stall. She hurried over to the body and gently lifted it before removing
the short rope tied around its neck. Tears of frustration and anguish came as she lay the body on
the floor before she caught sight of the face. All movement ceased to exist as she looked at a pair
of lifeless green eyes staring at her. The usually long dark hair was now short and blonde.

Completely horrified, she stared into the face of the woman responsible for her broken heart.
Her head shook in indignation. "No." This couldn't be happening. Reaching out, she gave her
beloved a light shake. "No, wake up." She shook harder, though unseeing eyes merely continued
to stare at her. "Nooo! You can't go! Not you too! No, no, no."

"NO!!" Jack bolted up from the couch momentarily disoriented as she looked around the room,
finding that she was completely alone. Taking in deep gulps of air, she collapsed back onto the
couch as sweat poured down her reddened face. Feeling her dampened flannel shorts and T-shirt
clinging to her body, the woman found that she was anxious to be out of them. Standing up, she
hurriedly headed upstairs to her bedroom, glancing at the clock on her nightstand. It was a few
minutes before six thirty, which meant that Leslie would be here to collect her soon. Groaning
because she still didn't want to go, Jack headed into her bathroom, shucking all of her clothing on
the way there.



After turning on the light and the shower, the thirty-two year old looked at her reflection in the
mirror, noting the dark circles around her faintly reddened eyes and her overall haggard
appearance. Blue eyes traveled up and down her body. Though others might not be able to tell, it
was plainly obvious to Jack that she had lost around four or five pounds over the course of the
past few days. Losing weight tended to happen when one hardly ate anything and exercised like
they were going to receive five hundred dollars for every calorie they burned. If | keep this up
I'm going to end up either doing permanent damage or kill myself.

Loudly sighing, Jack turned away from the mirror not being able to stand looking at herself
anymore. Walking over to the shower, she walked inside, closing the shower curtain. Closing her
eyes, she allowed the hot water to lightly massage aching and tired muscles as she reflected over
the nightmare she just had. Envisioning those lifeless green eyes again, Jack took deep calming
breaths in order to settle the nausea that threatened to come. She'd been having similar
nightmares all week, which was why she had barely been sleeping, but none of them were about
Sonny. The one she had this evening made the brunette wish that she could go the rest of her
without sleeping again.

Pushing all thoughts of the nightmare and Sonny out her mind, Jack proceeded to cleanse every
inch of her body from head to toe. Less than ten minutes later, she was done and started to dry
off as she moved into her bedroom and turned on the stereo, not being able to take the silence
any longer. Selecting a CD, she inserted it and pressed the play button before walking into her
closet to find something to wear. Choosing an outfit, Jack finished drying before putting on her
underclothes along with a pair of black slacks and a long-sleeved silk black shirt. Heading
toward her bathroom, she buttoned the shirt on the way, leaving the first four buttons undone.

Plugging in her blow dryer, Jack began to move it around her head as she brushed out the
tangles. Within minutes, her raven hair was dry and brilliantly shining. Deciding to leave it
down, she brushed it some more until she was satisfied with how it looked. Adding baby powder,
deodorant, and some Calvin Klein cologne to various body parts, Jack then reached into her
drawer, obtaining a tube of lipstick, which she proceeded to put on. Glancing up and down at her
reflection, the brunette then nodded, pleased with the results though the dark circles remained
under her eyes. A pair of dark shades could fix that problem although the sun had set a couple
hours ago.

After straightening up the bathroom, Jack switched off the light and entered her bedroom. Noting
that it was nearly seven o'clock, she grabbed her watch, a pair of black leather ankle boots, her
black leather jacket, and of course a pair of black shades and headed out of the room. As she
walked down the stairs, Jack heard the doorbell ring. Quickly making it to the bottom of the
stairs, she put on her watch and then her boots before walking toward the front door. When she
arrived, she slipped on the tinted shades before opening the door to see Leslie standing on her
doormat. She offered the woman a smile, albeit a strained one.

Leslie took in the outfit Jack was wearing before looking at her, grinning. "Well hello there
Zorro. Where's your whip?" Her grinned widened as the other woman smirked.



"I believe | left it at your mama's house."
Leslie burst into laughter. "Ooooh. Jackie's trying to be witty!"

The taller woman rolled her eyes though it was concealed behind the dark shades. "Let's go shall
we?" she asked as she put on her leather jacket. Reaching down, Jack picked up her Prada black
leather bowling bag.

"Wait a minute. | wanted to holler at Chloe before we left."

"You can holler at her but you'll have to do it pretty loud because she's about twenty miles away.
She went to stay at a friend's house tonight."

Leslie cocked her head to the side as she watched Jack come outside, closing and locking the
door behind her. She then softly called the woman's name.

Turning around, the blue-eyed beauty looked at her. "Yeah?"

"Could you possibly make an attempt not to be so...dry? That's liable to put a real damper on the
evening."

The blank expression on her face not changing, the brunette shrugged. "Yeah, 'spose | could give
it a shot." With bowling bag in hand, Jack headed in the direction of Leslie's car, the other
woman following along behind her thoughtfully.

Minutes later, they were headed toward the bowling alley. The only sound in Leslie's car was the
soft rock playing on the radio. As she drove, she glanced at Jack, noting that her earlier blank
expression had been replaced with one of desolation. Returning her eyes to the road, Leslie
hesitantly brought up the "S" word.

"Told you yesterday that I didn't want to discuss her,"” Jack replied as she continued to stare out
of the passenger side window through dark shades.

Leslie softly sighed. "Jack maybe she has a good reason for not contacting you all week. You
don't know what's been going through her mind." She was greeted with mere silence and started
to drop the subject but changed her mind. She was determined to get Jack to talk about Sonny
and what happened between them. "Jack please open up to me,"” Leslie softly said in a pleading
tone. "We're friends. You can talk to me about anything. I'm here to listen. You shouldn't keep
your feelings bottled up. It's not healthy.” There was more silence until she heard a barely
audible sigh.

"Fine. I-"
"Wait a minute," Leslie quickly interjected as she pulled into the parking lot of a grocery store.

Finding a space, she pulled into it before cutting off the ignition. Reaching up, she switched on
the overhead light, illuminating the car and turned in her seat in order to face Jack. "l want you to



have my full attention,"” she explained. "Now go on." Leslie gave the other woman an
encouraging smile and received a faint but genuine smile in return.

Running a hand through her hair, Jack quietly asked, "Where do | begin?"

Leslie shrugged. "Anywhere you want. Just talk to me. Tell me what you're feeling right at this
moment," she paused. "But before you do please remove the glasses. The sun went to bed a
while ago.” Half expecting an argument, Leslie didn't receive one as the other woman obediently
removed the shades, folding their legs before slipping them into an inside pocket on her jacket.
Though she instantly noticed the dark circles around Jack's eyes, Leslie chose to refrain from
commenting. Jack, you look like you haven't had a decent amount of sleep in days.

"What am | feeling right at this moment,” Jack repeated mostly to herself as she lay her head
back against the headrest while looking out the windshield. "I feel a bundle of emotions. Fear,
anger, pain and confusion."

"Why? Explain to me why you feel each of those emotions."

Jack continued to stare out of the windshield as she replied, "Fear because | don't want to be
alone. Anger because she's the cause of my feelings of loneliness. Pain because it seemed very
simple for her to leave me. And confusion because I don't even know why she walked out."

"Are you referring to Sonny?" Leslie watched as the other woman mutely nodded. "Do you
really think that it was simple for her? Jack | know that Sonny cares deeply for you. She's
probably just as confused."

Inhaling sharply, Jack turned her head in Leslie's direction, her blue eyes filled with hostility and
hurt. "She cares for me so much that she won't even talk to me? You know I tried to call her
twice and left messages and has she bothered to get back to me? No. She hasn't called, hasn't
written, visited-nothing. How do you think it made me feel when after we shared such an
intimate beautiful experience her leaving in a hurry?" The dark head shook as Jack attempted to
keep the tears from falling. "I've been behaving like some love sick puppy and you know what?
I'm thoroughly disgusted with myself. | mean look what I've allowed this woman to do to me. |
used to be the Conqueror. Highly respected, sometimes feared...a force to be reckoned with.
Sonny Campbell enters my life and I grow softhearted, mushy, and most of all completely blind
and stupid.”

"Jack, " Leslie nervously licked her lips as she attempted to prepare herself for whatever
response she might receive for her next words, "Sonny brought out the best in you." She
unconsciously held her breath as she closely observed her passenger for a negative reaction due
to the declaration. Surprisingly, Jack said nothing as she returned to staring out the windshield.
As she released the breath she had been holding, Leslie realized that she would have preferred an
outburst instead of this silence. When she uttered the woman's name, she still received no
response. Shoulders slumping, Leslie turned back around and secured her seat belt before
restarting the car while feeling that this short conversation hadn't helped in the least bit.
Hopefully, when we get to the bowling alley you and Sonny can work through this mess because |



no longer have a clue.

~——— s

Sitting side by side on the bench designated to Lane 12, Sonny and Laura busied themselves by
putting on the bowling shoes they had just rented. While tying her shoelaces, the blonde tried not
to think about how many pairs of feet had been in these particular shoes. She was informed by
the woman she rented them from that the shoes were regularly cleaned, but was still
apprehensive about sticking her sock covered feet into them.

After finishing, Sonny looked around her, noticing all of the people having fun bowling,
socializing and dancing to the disco music playing over the loudspeakers. The thirty-two-lane
bowling alley was crowded this Friday evening with the occupants ranging from preteens to
elders. Since this was disco bowling night, the usually bright lighting had been significantly
dimmed and the brightest lights stemmed from the multicolored flashing bulbs lining the lanes
and the disco balls strategically placed around the large establishment. Even the bowling pins
were multicolored and neon bright.

Laura chuckled as she followed her friend's observing eyes. "Really groovy isn't it?" she asked, a
huge grin on her face.

Chuckling, Sonny crossed one leg over the other as she sat back on the bench. "Oh, yeah man.
Totally outta sight!" They both burst into laughter. A couple minutes after the laughter died
down, the blonde looked at the woman sitting next to her and smiled. "You know Laura | think |
needed this." Reaching out, she fondly squeezed the woman's shoulder. "Thank you for thinking
of me and inviting me along."

Laura smiled in return though she couldn't help but to feel the least bit guilty about what she and
Leslie were up to. | hope this plan of ours doesn't blow up in our faces, she thought as the
butterflies started in her stomach. Glancing at her watch, she noticed that the other two were late.
It was a few minutes passed seven thirty and she hadn't heard a word from Leslie. Laura was
beginning to wonder if Jack had changed her mind about coming when she suddenly caught sight
of them walking through the entrance. However, Sonny had yet to see them since she was avidly
watching a man trying to teach his young son how to expertly roll the bowling ball down the lane
in the opposite direction of the entrance.

Raising her hand high in the air, Laura waved to get Leslie and Jack's attention. Her heart
beginning to hammer beneath her chest, she steadily watched as her lover along with Jack
headed toward them. Just as they arrived, Sonny turned back around intending to say something
to her companion when her green eyes fell on the near six foot Amazon standing close to the
bench. Blue eyes stared into green for a few silent seconds before Jack blinked, breaking the
steady contact.

Her throat suddenly feeling extremely dry, Sonny swallowed as she continued to gaze up at the
woman she hadn't seen since Sunday. Feeling compelled to break the total silence, Sonny opened
her mouth simply saying, "Wilma."



Jack loudly sighed as all three pairs of eyes fell on her. "Betty," she shortly replied. She then
glanced between Leslie and Laura as she shook her head in astonishment. "I don't believe this.
First Chloe and then you two. What? Does no one think I'm capable of running my own life
anymore?" Leslie opened her mouth to say something but Jack succinctly told her to shut up as
she glared at the matchmakers. "If | wanted your help, which I don't | would have asked for it.
I'm tired of people butting in. If Sonny and | aren't communicating then it is not your duty to
force us into doing so. You have no business getting involved, | don't give a damn how good
your intentions are. In short, what I'm trying to say is stay the hell out of my life! I'm out of
here."” Turning around, Jack marched away with her heavy bowling bag in hand, all three women
looking after her in varying stages of shock and sadness.

Glancing between Sonny and Jack, Leslie told the blonde, "You should go after her hon. She's
hurting and 1 think you're the only who can truly help. In fact, I think you two can help one
another. Don't just let her walk away." She gave Sonny a pleading look.

Slowly nodding, Sonny stood up and began to run toward Jack. By the time she was able to catch
up with her, the tall woman was already outside. Sonny watched as Jack extracted a small cell
phone from her bowling bag and began to dial a number. She stopped when she heard the
blonde's voice behind her, informing her not to. Punching one more button, which must have
been the end button, Jack dropped the phone back into her bag before slowly turning around to
face Sonny. The expression on her face was unreadable as she waited for the other woman to say
something. Hesitantly, Sonny walked toward her until there was only about a foot of space
between them. Looking up into guarded blue eyes, she offered a faint smile that she wasn't
surprised to not have returned.

Dropping the bag onto the ground, Jack folded her arms across her chest as she studied the
smaller woman. "What do you want?" she wearily asked.

"I want to talk with you."

The brunette humorlessly chuckled. "Oh, I see how it is Sonny. We can talk when you want to
but not me. Well you know what? | don't care to talk to you so please leave me alone.” Leaning
down, Jack started to pick up her bag when a small hand managed to grab the straps before she
could. Ignoring the glare she received, Sonny picked up the rather heavy bag, giving a fleeting
thought to how big the bowling ball inside was. "Give that to me."

The blonde shook her head as she attempted to keep from dropping the bag. What do you have in
here? A hacked body? "No. Maybe...okay, I don't have any right to think that you should talk to
me but | have something to say. Please here me out. I'm just asking for a few minutes of your
time."

Looking irritated Jack replied, "Fine, but we can't talk in there. It's too rowdy." She pointed
toward the bowling alley. Agreeing, Sonny said that they could talk in her car. Nodding, Jack
indicated for her to lead the way as she gently pried the heavy bowling bag from the smaller
woman's fingers.



Arriving at Sonny's car a few moments later, the blonde opened the car doors before both women
slipped inside. After placing her bag on the floor, Jack turned toward Sonny and waited for the
younger woman to get the conversation rolling. It appeared that she was having a difficult time
doing that based on the fact that her mouth kept opening and closing as though she either didn't
know where to start or what to say. At this rate we'll be here all night, Jack thought.

"I guess you might want to know why I've been avoiding you," Sonny finally started as she
looked at the other woman, waiting for a response. Almost imperceptibly, Jack nodded. "Well it's
because | felt guilty and confused over what we had done. | mean, I did like what we did Jack,"
she quickly added. "In fact, it was absolutely incredible, but immediately afterwards | felt
horrible about it and all I could think was that | had to get away. So many times | wanted to call
you or come see you but | couldn't bring myself to do either one. Jack, I really have missed you,
this has torn me apart, and I'm sorry for hurting you. | honestly never meant to. You do mean a
lot to me and the last thing I'd want to do is be the source of your pain. I hate myself for what
I've probably put you through." The apologetic look on Sonny's face was completely sincere.

"I don't understand why you'd feel guilty about us making love," Jack said, her voice filled with
emotion. For the thousandth time that week, she felt like crying. "I mean it's not like you're with
Laura anymore."

The blonde head shook. "This has nothing to do with Laura," she gave a slight pause. "It's Blue."

I'll be damned. There I go getting in my way again. Jack gave a slight shake of her head as she
let out an exasperated sigh. She should have known all along that Sonny's sudden withdrawal
from her had something to do with Blue. She was starting to think that maybe she should have
just been honest in the first place when she found out that PerkyGrrl was Sonny back on that
fateful day at Disneyworld.

"Still how could you feel guilty?" Jack inquired. "It's not like the two of you are an item. Or are
you?" She added, knowing full well that they weren't. And she planned on it remaining that way.
Blue was never going to ask Sonny for a commitment.

Shaking her head negatively, Sonny explained, "Although we haven't officially made a
commitment to one another, | feel that we have without words. That makes me feel terrible about
what happened between you and I this past weekend." Seeing a flash of pain in Jack's eyes,
Sonny paused as she gathered her thoughts. "Jack | never meant to hurt you. You have to believe
that. I know how you feel...or rather how you felt about me and I never should have let it go that
far but I couldn't stop. I wanted it...I wanted you. But you and | can never be. | have to give Blue
and I a chance. | feel that she could be my true love and I just can't walk away. I need to see if
we are made for each other because my heart tells me that we are,” Sonny finished in a gentle
tone of voice.

I don't know whether to be happy or saddened by that revelation. In a way, her heart is telling
her that I am her true love since I'm Blue and Blue is me. Jack inwardly sighed. Problem is she
just doesn't know it yet. Well I've decided not to give up hope. She and I can be together. It might
just take time. I just have to be patient and careful. Glancing at the anxious expression on



Sonny's face, the brunette slowly nodded as her lips quirked into a small smile. Reaching over,
she briefly squeezed the other woman's hand before letting go.

"I understand,” Jack softly stated. She then was totally unprepared for what happened next.
Covering her face with her hands, Sonny burst into tears. Quickly getting out of the car, Jack ran
around and opened the driver side door before kneeling on the ground. Reaching in the car, she
gently took the sobbing woman into her arms, rocking her back and forth, as soft palms caressed
her back. Jack continued to quietly hold the smaller woman until minutes later when the crying
passed. Leaning back so that she could look into Sonny's eyes, she asked what the tears were
about. Without giving it a second thought, Jack grabbed the tail end of her shirt and gently
dabbed at the tear-streaked face in front of her. She earned a smile and a soft thank you for the
sweet gesture.

Lightly sniffing, Sonny whispered, "I couldn't stand the thought of you being angry with me and
I'm just so relieved that you're talking to me now. When | saw the look on your face back in the
bowling alley | was certain that you hated me." Taking in a sharp breath, she felt the tears
threatening to intrude again. "I was beginning to think that I was going to lose a very dear friend
forever. And | don't want to lose you Jack," pausing, Sonny adamantly shook her head as a few
more tears fell down her cheeks. "I really don't.”

Pulling Sonny to her again, Jack held on tightly as she fervently whispered, "Sonny | could never
ever hate you. | know you might not want to hear it, but I love you too much.” Though it wasn't
likely to be returned anytime soon, Jack concluded that it felt wonderful to utter those three
precious words anyway. Leaning back again, the brunette cupped Sonny's cheeks as she looked
at her tenderly. "You should have just talked to me in the first place. | didn't know what to think
these past few days. Please know that you can tell me anything. I don't want you to ever hide
anything from me no matter what it is."”

Cocking her head to the side, Sonny gazed at the kneeling woman before her for a few silent
moments. "Jack can you honestly settle for us just being friends? You know that happened at
your house can never happen again."”

Sure, I can do the just friend's thing until | successfully eliminate my Internet self. Removing her
hands from Sonny's face, Jack picked up one of the smaller woman's hands and brought it to her
lips, tenderly kissing the back of it before adoring blue eyes met green ones. "Sonny | want you
in my life no matter if we're lovers or just friends. If Blue is what you want then | accept that.
Now I don't have to like it." At this point, Jack grinned a bit. "But | accept it. | hope she knows
just how lucky she is to have someone as incredible as you Sonny girl. As for what happened
between us Sunday I have no regrets. I will always cherish it. Twenty...thirty years from now I'll
think back to that night and smile.” Ooh! Perhaps I should get myself an agent and go to
Hollywood!

Squeezing the hand holding hers, Sonny leaned down and briefly touched her lips to Jack's
before straightening. Life suddenly seemed much brighter now that they were on speaking terms
again. A broad smile spread across the blonde's lips as she stood up and helped Jack to her feet.
Closing the door behind her, she looked up at the other woman who was currently gazing at her



with much affection and blushed. This just friend's pact was going to be tough to deal with if
Jack kept giving her those looks.

Lightly clearing her throat, Sonny said, "Why don't we go play?" Noticing the lecherous grin on
her companion's lips, Sonny quickly amended her words. "I mean umm...let's go back inside and
bowl."

When Jack and Sonny arrived back in the bowling alley, the brunette headed straight over to
Leslie and Laura, who were just sitting on the bench at Lane 12 talking and apologized to both
for her earlier behavior. After they assured her that an apology was not necessary, the quartet got
down to having some serious fun. They stayed at the bowling alley nearly to closing time playing
games, dancing and singing to the loud retro music and eating their fair share of hot dogs, french
fries, and some messy yet delicious nachos.

Mostly all of the games they played, the women chose to have a partner, however after observing
her first game, Leslie, Laura, and Sonny practically fought over whom was going to get Jack.
Though she hadn't played in months, Jack still had many skills when it came to this particular
sport. Using her very own bowling ball, which beautifully sported her initials in gold script, Jack
managed to roll a strike on every turn except one. One gutter ball cost her a perfect game and it
was all because of Sonny who just as Jack started to roll decided to lean over and tie her shoe
therefore giving the brunette a lovely view of yummy cleavage. Before she could stop it, the
perfectly polished black bowling ball slipped from her long fingers and headed straight into the
gutter. Jack insisted that she be allowed a do-over but the others wouldn't hear of it.

Since they were seemingly the best players out of them all, Jack and Laura teamed up for the
majority of the games to the chagrin of Sonny and Leslie. As other inhabitants of the bowling
alley observed, Jack and Laura who nicknamed themselves "Bowler Babes" completely
annihilated the other two in four out of five games. Being paranoid Sonny and Leslie kept
insisting that they let them win the last game, but were repeatedly told that they won fair and
square. However, when they turned away from the pair, the Bowler Babes shared a knowing
smile.

At a quarter to eleven, the quartet decided to call it a night, promising to one another that they
would get together again soon. It was quickly settled that Laura would catch a ride home with
Leslie (though actually she would be going home with Leslie) while Sonny took Jack home.
After hugs and a few words were exchanged in the parking lot, both pairs headed toward their
destinations.

As Sonny drove toward Jack's home, she and the brunette chatted about what had been
happening during the week and about how well Sonny's new job as a masseuse was going thus
far.

"Have you gotten many clients?" Jack asked while mentally telling herself that there was no
reason to be jealous or uncomfortable by her friend's choice of employment. Sonny's new job
was just that-a job. I still don't like the idea of her putting her hands on all those naked women.



A small frown creased her brow. | bet they've been flirting with her all week. Grrr.

Nodding, Sonny turned her car into the other woman's driveway and pulled up as close as she
could get to the front door before turning off the ignition. "Yes, | have actually. They've been
great. | haven't received a single complaint.” A broad smile fell on lips that Jack eagerly
watched. "And a lot of them tip well too."”

"Well when you're good you're good." Jack slowly grinned as she gazed into Sonny's eyes. "And
Sonny you are very good.” The expression on her face let the other woman know that she wasn't
referring to massage therapy.

Lightly clearing her throat as she felt a blush creeping up, Sonny softly replied, "Well
umm...eer...thank you Jack." She felt her cheeks growing hotter as she attempted not to think
about that night.

The brunette's grin widened. "You're quite welcome." Turning her head toward her front door,
she added, "I better get inside.” Looking back at Sonny, she wished that she could lean over and
kiss those soft sweet lips. She missed the feel of them. "I had fun tonight and I'm relieved that
we're talking again. Let's not make this fighting thing a habit, en?" Jack displayed a cute little
crooked smile.

Softly chuckling, the blonde nodded. "It's a deal," she paused as she came to a decision. Leaning
over, she quickly but tenderly touched her lips to Jack's cheek before sitting back down. "And |
had a lot of fun too except for the parts where you and Laura kicked Leslie's and my butt." She
chuckled again as the other woman joined in.

Though not wanting to get out, Jack unbuckled her seat belt and reached out to open the car door
when she felt a small hand on her arm. Looking back expectantly, Jack remained quiet as she
waited for Sonny to speak.

"My parents,” Sonny started as she removed her hand from Jack's arm and wrapped it around the
brake, "fortieth wedding anniversary is coming up next weekend and they're going to have this
big party next Saturday in honor of it. I'm going to their house in Canova Beach next Friday-I
managed to get Friday off-- and will be staying there until Sunday. Anyway, | was wondering if
you'd care to join me? You'll get to meet my family and it might be some real fun. They're a
great bunch.” She smiled fondly as she thought of her siblings and parents. "You and Chloe can
come with me. I'd really love that.”

If the smile on Jack’s face grew in bigger her face might have been in jeopardy of shattering into
a million tiny pieces. Did she want to go to Canova Beach with Sonny for the entire weekend?
Do apples grow on trees? Does a cow moo? Did Jack find this woman totally irresistible? In
other words, heck yeah, she wanted to go! Hmm, she's taking me home to meet the family
already. Jack bit back a potentially large grin. Eat your heart out Blue! The brunette gave herself
an imaginary smack on the back of the head. Great, now I'm referring to myself in the third
person.



"I'd really like it too," Jack offered with a smile. "I can't wait to meet your family."

"Wonderful." Sonny smiled as well, thoroughly delighted that Jack wanted to come. She had
been thinking about inviting the woman all night and had finally built up the courage to do so.
"We can get together for lunch tomorrow and discuss the details and what not if you're not

busy?"

"Nope, my schedule is pretty bare tomorrow," Jack replied, winking at her. "How about you
come over for lunch say around one o'clock?"

The blonde nodded. "That'll be great. Then I'll see you tomorrow afternoon Jack."
The other woman smiled once more before she opened the door and got out of the car, making
sure to grab her bowling bag. Turning around, she leaned down softly saying, "Goodnight Sonny

girl. Drive carefully.”

To be continued in Part 5
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Part b

Arriving at Sonny's apartment ten minutes early on Friday morning, Jack rapped on the door as
she tried to conceal the goofy grin on her lips, but she failed to do it. She was so excited about
spending this weekend with the gorgeous blonde that she'd hardly gotten any sleep last night. All
she did was think about Sonny and her family and hopefully the fantastic time they would have
the next couple of days. Perhaps I'll be able to eliminate Blue this weekend and Sonny and | will
return as much more than friends. It was worth a try and Jack was more than willing to give it
her best shot.

Moments later, the door was opened by a brightly smiling little blonde who looked positively
adorable in the outfit she had chosen to wear. Sonny was wearing a pair of stark white cargo
pants along with a short-sleeved red cotton shirt which sported tiny white stars all over it. On her
bare feet were tennis shoes that precisely matched the shade of her shirt. Not only did she look
good she smelled good as well. Jack caught a pleasant whiff of vanilla and naughtily wondered if
the blonde would taste like it.

"Hey you," Sonny said in greeting, still sporting a smile that could light up a room as she
observed the woman before her, thinking how cute she looked in her casual clothing. Her black
silky looking hair pulled into a ponytail, Jack wore a backward purple baseball cap with an
embroidered dark blue 'J' on it. A pair of tight blue jean shorts clung to those strong thighs that
she remembered all too well, while a sleeveless purple pullover shirt hugged a pair of firm high
breasts and showed off well defined upper arms. On sock-covered feet, she wore a pair of white
high top sneakers trimmed with shades of purple and blue. Suddenly desiring a glass of ice cold
water for her dry mouth, Sonny managed to say, "Come on in. | was just trying to zip up my
suitcase." She pointed to a large rectangular navy blue suitcase laying on the couch as Jack
walked into the apartment.

"I'll take care of it for you," the brunette stated as she strode over to the suitcase feeling eyes
upon her but declining to make a comment. She merely grinned in delight. Picking the suitcase
up, she was careful not to tip it so that the items within would fall out and placed it on the floor
before looking up at Sonny wearing a bewildered expression. "What the heck do you have in
here? A ton of bricks? We will back on Sunday won't we? This coming Sunday?" Jack chuckled
richly.

Softly chuckling, Sonny closed the door before replying, "Yes, we will be back this Sunday. I
just tend to pack a lot of stuff. Clothes, shoes, toiletries, etceteras."

As a finger was crooked in her direction, the blonde obediently walked over to where Jack was.
After being informed to sit on the suitcase, she did so. Moments later Jack successfully had the
suitcase completely zipped up and ready to go. Smiling at her, Sonny arose to her feet while



thanking the other woman for her help. Smiling in return, Jack got up from her kneeling position
on the floor before she grabbed the handle located on the suitcase and picked it up.

"So are you ready to roll?" Sonny asked as she reached out for her suitcase. However, Jack
wouldn't allow her to take it, remarking that she would take it down to the car. Based on the
resolute expression on Jack'’s face, Sonny knew it was fruitless to argue that she was perfectly
capable of carrying her own belongings, so she gave up.

"Let's be on our way," Jack said with a cheery smile on her lips that the blonde found contagious.
"You sure you have everything?" Jack inquired as she opened the front door. She'd checked,
double checked and triple checked to make sure she had everything she wanted to bring along
before she left her house.

Nodding, Sonny joined the other woman out in the hallway before she turned toward the door
and locked it. They began to walk down the hall as the blonde inquired about Chloe, asking if
she was waiting for them in the car. Shaking her head negatively, Jack replied that when she
asked her sister if she wanted to come along to Canova Beach with them, she had declined
saying that she already had plans to spend the weekend at a friends house. Sure she left out a few
details from the conversation she had with Chloe concerning this weekend, but Jack decided that
it wasn't necessary for her friend to know every little detail.

A smile spread across Chloe's lips as she placed her fork down on the plate, having had her fill
of the tasty dinner her older sister had whipped up. "So Sonny invited us along to meet her family
for the weekend, hmm?*

Nodding, Jack could just imagine the wheels turning round and round in her sister's head.
Wearing a slightly curious expression, she wondered what Chloe was thinking. Remaining quiet,
Jack picked up her glass of lemonade and took a few sips while she waited for the younger
woman to continue.

The smile remained on Chloe’s lips as she casually stated, "Well that's a shame her parents
anniversary is next weekend because | can't go. | already have plans for the entire weekend to
spend with Antonia at her parent's beach house. Justine and Mary are coming along too.
Antonia's parents are going to be out of town so we'll have it to ourselves." She attempted to look
sorry that she couldn't make it, but her expression wasn't very convincing.

Sitting back in her chair, Jack regarded her sister thoughtfully. "Hmm, I thought you told me a
couple days ago that you didn't feel up to going?"

Chloe nonchalantly shrugged. "Well I changed my mind. I'm not going to let this wheelchair
slow me down."” She offered her sister a dazzling smile, which Jack quickly returned.

"I'm glad to hear you sounding so upbeat kid, but what's the real reason you don't want to go to
Canova Beach? Sonny mentioned that she has a sister around your age so I'm sure you two
could hang out together and have some fun. Plus, the Campbell's live on the beach too so, the
water will still be at your disposal.”



Not being able to come up with a valid excuse, Chloe decided to tell the truth. "Well this is the
perfect opportunity for you and Sonny to have some alone time together on the road trip there
and back. And sure, you guys will be surrounded by family once you arrive but the two of you
will still have ample time getting to know one another and maybe just maybe," a sly smile
appeared on Chloe's lips as she paused for effect, "you'll be able to successfully woo her."” Her
dark eyebrows wiggled up and down causing her sister to burst out in laughter.

Though she had tried her best to convince her sister to come along, Chloe wouldn't budge. Later
that day she had called her friend Antonia, who was thrilled to find out that she had changed her
mind about going to the beach house with her, Justine, and Mary. The three friends had picked
up Chloe earlier that morning, almost an hour before Jack left. Just like Hawaii, Jack informed
her little sister to call her daily on her cell phone.

Minutes later, Jack and Sonny arrived in the parking lot and the blonde started to search for her
companion's black Mercedes as they walked through the crowded lot. Glancing up at the other
woman, she asked where her car was. Concealing a little smile, Jack reached out for her hand
and gently tugged Sonny toward an automobile that had to be the most beautiful one in the entire
lot. Her green eyes becoming as wide as saucers, Sonny slowly walked toward the vehicle,
carefully looking it over. Never had she seen such a powerful magnificent car right before her
very eyes that she could reach out and touch. Sidling up next to her, Jack allowed a grin to show
on her face as she watched the other woman's reaction to the car.

"This is yours?" Sonny finally said as she looked up at her grinning friend.

The purple cap covered head nodded. "Yep, this is my baby." Jack looked between Sonny and
the car. "You like it?"

Slowly nodding, the blonde observed Jack's brilliantly shining midnight blue Lamborghini
Diablo VT. Though the windows were tinted, the driver's side window was down just enough
that she could make out the tan leather interior. It was truly exquisite and looked brand new.
Turning to Jack, Sonny asked if she had just bought it as she lightly ran the palm of her hand
across the sloping hood.

Shaking her head, Jack replied, "No. I've had her for almost a year now. | just don't use her
much. | figured since we were going to Canova Beach, though it's not too far of a trip, that we
could ride in my Lamborghini.” She gave her companion a mischievous grin. "Not scared are
you? | won't go too fast."

Though the thought of flying down the freeway in such a car as this one was a tad frightening,
Sonny offered Jack her best confident look. "I have a need for speed.”

"Slow down you maniac!!!"

Releasing a devilish snicker, Jack eased her foot off the accelerator as she glanced at her



passenger. As Sonny clutched onto her seat rather tightly, she stared out of the windshield, her
green eyes wide. When the speed of the car decreased to a normal rate, those green eyes glared at
Jack, who fought hard to keep from laughing again.

Jack unsuccessfully snickered, but just a little bit. "Gee Sonny, thought you said you had the
need for speed?” She looked at the other woman, smiling innocently. "1 was merely trying to
give you what you asked for."

"[...lied," Sonny replied through clenched teeth. Instead of clutching the seat now, she felt like
clutching onto Jack's neck and not letting go for at least five minutes. She gave Jack another
glare before settling back in her seat, releasing a loud exasperated breath.

Feeling just a tad bit guilty, Jack removed one hand from the steering wheel and reached over to
squeeze one of Sonny's as she looked at her apologetically. "I'm sorry Sonny girl. That was
terribly childish of me."”

Smiling now, the blonde lightly patted the hand still settled on her left one. She had a sudden
urge to add a kiss to the other woman's cheek, but quelled it. "It's alright Jack. No harm done."

Reluctantly, Jack took her hand away and placed it back where it belonged as she flashed her
passenger a charming smile. "We're cool now right?" she asked, seeking confirmation that all
was well between them.

Lightly chuckling, Sonny warmly smiled in return. "Cool as a pair of cucumbers.”

For the next fifteen minutes or so, the two women were completely silent before Sonny decided
to open the lines of communication. Turning her head to the left, she asked Jack if she would like
to hear about her family. Giving Sonny an interested look along with a nod, she waited for her to
begin.

"Well this weekend you will be meeting around thirty of my relatives.” As the brunette's blue
eyes opened wide, Sonny laughed. "And a good percentage of those are immediate family
members."” The blonde paused, gathering her thoughts. "Let's see, | told you that | have a sister
around Chloe's age, but I've neglected to tell you anything about her or my other siblings."

"How many do you have?" Jack interjected.

"Four." When she gained another wide eye look, she burst out in laughter again.

"Geez, Sonny." As she shook her head, Jack chuckled a bit. "Haven't we been keeping the
Campbell family a secret? I've known you for nearly two months and I just now find out that you
have four siblings. Tsk tsk. Do you have a husband and a couple of kids too?" How could | know
her for over a year via the Internet and not know that she comes from a big family? Jack
mentally chastised herself. The answer is quite simple. | never bothered to ask.

The blonde smirked at her. "Haha, very funny. | haven't been keeping them a secret. They just



never came up." Reaching over, she lightly slapped Jack on the arm, earning herself a playful
scowl. "And quite frankly dear Jacqueline you never inquired about them. I would have been
more than happy to tell you all about the Campbell clan had you done so."

The brunette arched an eyebrow at the usage of her full first name, but didn't make any comment
about it. Having always found her name much too formal, which is why she reduced it to just
Jack, she actually liked the way it sounded coming from Sonny's lips. She briefly imagined how
the blonde would utter her name while they rolled around in a king-sized bed all sweaty, hot, and
filled with unwavering passion for one another. Jack wiggled a little in her leather-covered
bucket seat, feeling a slight tingling sensation coming from the apex of her thighs. Perhaps it
wasn't wise to think such thoughts, no matter how delicious and enticing they were, as she drove.
If I keep up the vivid imagination I'm gonna wrap this Lamborghini around a tree!

"You're right fair Madison. Please excuse my sarcasm," Jack replied, gracing her companion
with a cute little grin. Sonny playfully rolled her eyes at both the name and the endearing grin.
"Do continue telling me about your siblings. Are any of them as cute as you?"

Starting to blush, Sonny reached into her pants pocket and pulled out her wallet. Opening it, she
found a photograph, which she removed and silently handed to Jack. The brunette managed to
pay attention to the road and observe the picture simultaneously. The picture was obviously
taken on the beach, where four women, Sonny among them along with one man posed for the
camera, all of them sporting bright cheery smiles. Sonny and one of her younger looking sister's
were reclining on the sand while the other three, with the tall young man in the middle stood
behind the pair, their arms wrapped around each other's shoulders. Jack decided that all of them
were indeed cute, the brother included in the observation, but not as cute as Sonny. However, she
could have been biased. All five had the same green eyes and fair hair, except for the guy, whose
hair was dark brown. A slight smile curved Jack's lips. Makes me wanna sing the theme song to
the Brady Bunch.

"Wow," Jack started as she took one last look before giving the picture back to its owner. "It's
the attack of the killer blonde's!" She laughed as Sonny lightly slapped her on the back of the
head, causing her baseball cap to become askew. Chuckling now, Sonny watched as Jack
reached up and carefully put her cap back the way she wanted it. Turning to the young woman,
Jack stuck her tongue out and briefly crossed her eyes, causing her to chuckle even more. The
brunette joined in, a delighted smile on her face. "No seriously, they look like a great group. |
know you're not the baby, so are you the second youngest?"

"Yes, as a matter of fact | am." Sonny looked down at the picture of she and her much loved
sisters and brother. A slight chuckle escaped her. "Briana and | were sort of 'happily welcomed'
accidents.” She pointed to the young woman sitting next to her on the photograph. Jack observed
that she and Sonny resembled each other the most out of any of them.

Sonny began to tell Jack a few details about her siblings, as she pointed to them on the
photograph. Candace, who was standing on her brother's right in the picture, was the oldest of
them all at thirty-seven years old. She and her husband Matthew lived in Tampa and were both
doctors at the same hospital, which was where they met over a decade ago. Whereas Matthew



was a pediatrician, Candace was an oncologist. They had two children, lan who was eight, and
Amanda who was four.

Next, was thirty-three year old Isaac. To be totally truthful, their father Paul was a tad
disappointed in his only son because one, Isaac felt the need to wander aimlessly from job to job,
and two, he had yet to give his father any grandchildren. The majority of the Campbell's knew
that more than anything, Paul wanted a grandson in order to carry on his name, which meant that
his only hope of that ever happening was through Isaac. Unfortunately, the young man didn't
show any signs of wanting to settle down anytime soon because he went through jobs almost as
fast as he went through women. Because of his 'pretty boyish' looks, Isaac could have just about
any woman that he desired and he desired to have a quite a few on a regular basis. He was both
sweet and charming, but he appeared to lack any real direction.

Next, was Melanie who was thirty years old. Like her eldest sister, she was married and she and
her husband Brian lived in Antioch, Florida with their thirteen-year-old son Jayme. Jayme was
actually just Melanie's biological son from a previous relationship in high school, but since his
real father had never really taken an interest in his life, Brian adopted him nearly four years ago
when he married his mother. The happy couple was now expecting their first baby together,
though they didn't know the sex since they wanted to be surprised. A few nights ago Sonny had
spoken with her sister on the phone and had been told that Melanie was expected to give birth
any day now. Melanie was in real estate and Brian was a high school math teacher. They met
through the real estate agency that Melanie worked for. She ended up helping him to buy a condo
and found her soulmate at the same time.

After Sonny came Briana, years after Paul and Annette decided not to have any more children.
Somehow, she slipped through no matter how careful they were not to get pregnant. However,
they soon warmed up to the idea of having another baby, Paul secretly hoping that it would be
another boy, though if anyone asked what he preferred he gave his standard answer of "I don't
care what it is as long as it's healthy." Now nineteen years old, Briana still lived at home with her
parents while she attended college as a freshman. She'd wanted to gain some independence by
telling them that she could live in a dorm, but neither parent would hear of it. They insisted that
she live at home at least during her freshman year and then promised that they would help her to
get an apartment near campus the summer before her sophomore year started. Briana was sold
the minute she heard apartment. That was much better than living in a dorm. Though she was a
science major, she wanted nothing more than to be a professional tennis player and planned
within the next few years to reach her most desired goal. She was well on her way, having not
lost a single match since her sophomore year in high school. Being on the women's tennis team
at her college, Briana was the most valuable player.

After having named and spoken about all of the people in the picture, Sonny placed it back in her
wallet before she went on to talk about her parents as Jack intently listened, trying to remember
all of these names.

Sixty year old Paul Campbell was the commissioner of the police department in Tampa, Florida
for nearly thirty years before he retired last year along with his wife who retired from being a
nurse. After Briana graduated from high school, they moved to Canova Beach to live on right



next to the beach. When Paul and Annette met a little over forty years ago at a restaurant Annette
had been working at as a waitress, it was love at first sight. Within a couple of months, they were
married despite the warnings from their parents to wait at least a year. Now forty years later, they
were as much in love as they were the day they said their wedding vows. Everyday was like their
honeymoon.

"So those are the immediate relatives,” Sonny said, finishing up. "They'll all be staying at my
parent's house, so you'll meet them today. I'll tell you about the rest of the family tomorrow when
you see them at the party."

"Where will they be until then?"

"Although Mom and Daddy have a big home, there's not enough room for everyone, so they'll be
staying nearby at a hotel,” Sonny explained as she spotted a sign on the road, noting that they
were nearly in Canova Beach. Turning back to Jack, she asked if she had any questions.

The brunette nodded. "Yes, | do. Do your parents know that you're bringing a friend?" At
Sonny's nod, she went on to ask, "And do they know that it's me?" Jack was beginning to get
nervous. She could just imagine Sonny's retired police officer father glaring at her as he asked
why she had put his daughter out of his business. | sure hope he doesn't still carry a revolver. He
might take a notion to use it on me. I know | might want to if I was him.

Sensing Jack's sudden nervousness, the blonde reached over and patted her thigh, deciding to
leave her hand there a few moments. "I've told them who you are Jack. Don't worry. It's going to
be alright.” She grinned at the dark haired woman. "I wouldn't knowingly take you into
dangerous territory so relax." Patting the woman's thigh again, she added, "I'm sure they'll love
you." I do. Um...as a friend that is.

It was nearly ten o'clock when Sonny and Jack pulled up next to the two-story beach house
belonging to Paul and Annette Campbell. Instantly noticing the red Honda parked next to them,
Sonny informed her companion that Melanie was already there. Getting out of the car, the two
women walked up to the front door, Sonny almost skipping along in her excitement. She hadn't
seen her family in months and was anxious to do so. After they stepped on to the porch, the
blonde continuously pressed the tiny round white button next to the door, hearing the bell ring
four times before she stopped pushing.

Moments later, the door was opened by a tall young man who Jack noticed as being Isaac. After
politely smiling at Jack in greeting, he gave his little sister a mock frown while putting his hands
on his hips. "What are you trying to do girl? Break the doorbell? No one here is half deaf!"

Laughing joyously, Sonny threw her arms around Isaac's neck, happily screeching as he twirled
her around a couple of times before setting her back down on her own two feet. Chuckling, Isaac
grinned down at his younger sister. "Missed me, eh?" He looked behind her to Jack, still
grinning. "What can | say? I'm her favorite brother.”



Jack chuckled as she watched her friend lean up on her tiptoes to give Isaac a sweet kiss on the
cheek before she stated, "You're my only brother silly.” Sonny smiled at him, thoroughly glad to
see him. "May we come in?"

The dark haired man glanced behind him and then looked at Sonny, the expression on his face
apologetic. "No, sorry | don't think so. We're kinda all booked up here at the Campbell house.
Though I could give you directions to a hotel not too far from here."

Smirking, Sonny gently pushed past him while indicating for her silent friend to follow. Smiling
and waving at Isaac almost shyly, Jack slipped into the house making sure to stay close to the
blonde she had come with. After he closed the door, Sonny introduced her brother to Jack. The
brunette shook the warm hand offered to her while looking up into a pair of green eyes, which
were identical to Sonny's.

"It's nice to meet you Jack," Isaac sincerely said, deciding not to mention anything about she and
his sister having been business rivals not too long ago. I'll just let sleeping dogs lie.

Jack smiled, liking this man already. "And good to meet you Isaac."

"Is that my little sister that | hear?" asked a female voice coming from upstairs. The trio looked
up to see a very pregnant blonde carefully making her way down the steps with the help of a
young boy. Smiling broadly, Sonny walked toward the stairs and greeted her with a big hug as
she made it to the bottom. The two women examined one another, making sweet comments
before Sonny turned to the boy standing next to her sister. Remarking that he was as tall as she
was now, they hugged too, the boy revealing a shiny set of braces when he smiled. After they
parted, Sonny turned and indicated for Jack to come over.

"Jack, this is my sister Melanie, though you know her from the picture I showed you. She's even
prettier in person. And this is my hunk of a nephew Jayme." Jayme blushed as he reached out
and shook Jack's hand while not being able to make full contact because he already had a crush
on the blue-eyed beauty. On first sight, he decided that she was the hottest woman he had ever
seen. However, he noticed the gazes she had been bestowing on his aunt when she wasn't
looking so he knew he didn't have a snowball's chance in Tartarus. Plus, there's the fact that I'm
a little on the young side.

As Jack and Melanie greeted each other, Sonny turned toward her brother asking where their
parents were. She didn't inquire about Briana, because she knew that her younger sibling was
either in a class or on her way home from one.

"Mom sent Dad and Brian to the store with a grocery list." Isaac grinned. "A long one." He then
pointed toward the sliding glass doors leading outside as he added, "And she is reclining outside
on the deck reading a magazine. Though with all that doorbell ringing you did, I'm surprised she
didn't hear you." He smirked as he headed in the direction of the deck with both his sisters and
Jack following along. Jayme decided to go back upstairs since he was in the midst of playing a
very important video game.



Once they made it out to the expansive deck, Isaac cleared his throat, successfully gaining his
mother's attention. As her hazel eyes fell on her second youngest daughter, Annette quickly
dropped the already forgotten magazine as she stood up to her full height of five feet five inches.
Giving Sonny a smile filled with love, she gently pulled the younger woman into a tender
embrace, both not saying anything for a few moments. Finally, Annette pulled back so that she
could take a good look at her daughter, smiling all the while. She acted as though it had been
years instead of months since they'd see each other. However, she'd done the same exact thing
with Melanie, Brian, and Jayme when they arrived. She would have with Isaac too, however
since he lived in town, and made a point of stopping by at least three times a week, Annette was
quite used to his presence.

"You look terrific Madison," Annette said, using her daughter's full name like she always did.
Not once in the past twenty-seven years had she slipped and called her Sonny.

Sonny smiled at the fair-haired fifty-eight year old who could have passed for being in her mid to
late forties. "So do you Mom. So do you. I've missed you."

There were tears in her eyes as Annette drew her daughter to her again, embracing her tightly as
she replied, "And I've missed you sweetheart. How have you been?" she asked as she withdrew.

The younger blonde smiled at the sweetest woman that she had ever known. "I've been just fine
Mom. I'd like to introduce you to someone." Looking behind her, Sonny indicated for Jack to
come near. Wearing an expression filled with shyness and nervousness, Jack complied, smiling
at the woman who was an older version of Sonny. "Mom, this is my friend Jack. We've become
quite close in the last month or so,” Sonny started as she placed a hand on her tall friend's upper
arm while smiling up at her. "Jack this is my mom Annette, one of the most terrific women that
you'll ever meet."”

Blushing and playfully rolling her eyes at her daughter's compliment, Annette turned to Jack,
smiling at her warmly as she subtly appraised her. Her mind still sharp as a tack, Annette acutely
remembered having seen Jack on the news speaking about her new coffeehouse. She also
remembered wanting to get in her car and drive straight to Orlando so she could give the cocky
sounding woman a piece of her mind for trying to destroy her baby's business. Now Annette
looked up into the gorgeous face and didn't detect a trace of the arrogance, which had been
plainly displayed on the television week's prior. Hm, looks as though the Conqueror has left the
building, Annette thought, sensing nothing but gentleness and warmth, along with a bit of
anxiousness. I'll give her a chance. | know my Madison is a good judge of character, so if she
trusts this woman then far be it from me not to give her one.

"Jack, it is wonderful to meet you," Annette graciously said as she ignored the hand that was
held out to her. Instead she walked up to the brunette and wrapped her arms around her in a
tender hug. Though very surprised by the display of affection toward her, Jack wound her arms
around the smaller woman, fervently returning the hug. As thoughts of her own mother hugging
her, entered her mind, Jack blinked back the tears, not wanting anyone to see them.

"And it's wonderful to meet you Mrs. Campbell," Jack thickly replied as the embrace ended. She



instantly found that she missed the contact. Glancing at Sonny, the brunette smiled again at the
older woman standing before her. "Sonny calls you terrific and now | know where she got
her...'terrificness' from."

"Oh, that's pretty slick," Isaac interjected, playfully smiling at Jack. "Complimenting both Mom
and Sonny within the same sentence.” He winked as she faintly grinned at him. "I'll have to
remember that one.”

Mother and daughter blushing, Annette reached up and gently padded Jack'’s cheek as she
thanked her. She noticed the hint of sadness and pain in those big blue eyes, but decided that now
was not the time to inquire about it. Annette made a mental note to have a private talk with Jack
later. "And please call me Anne," she said as she looped an arm through Jack's and turned her
toward the sliding glass door. "Now let's all go inside, have some coffee, and chat while we wait
for Paul and Brian to return from the store. I'll then make everyone a big breakfast.” She shook
her blonde head as they all headed inside the beach house. "They've been gone for quite a while.

| do hope they know what they're doing."

Less than twenty minutes later, Paul and Brian arrived, carrying three full bags of groceries each.
After setting his part of the bags on the kitchen counter, Paul walked over to the kitchen table
where his wife, Melanie, Sonny, and Jack sat. Getting up to hug him, Sonny then introduced her
father to her guest while her mother and sister arose to help Brian put the groceries away and to
get breakfast started. Towering over Jack by five inches, the imposing man gave her a firm
handshake as he greeted her.

His mother-in-law telling him that she and Melanie could handle everything, Brian walked over
to the table to meet Sonny's friend. Though Jack extended her hand for him to shake, he declined
to do so. Instead, he brought it to his lips, lightly touching the back as his wife gave him a mock
glare near the refrigerator, where she stood with a carton of eggs in her hands. Extracting a
pristine white egg from the carton, Melanie pretended like she was going to throw it at him.
Brian ducked underneath the kitchen table, causing everyone in the room to burst into laughter,
as they heard the front door close.

Moments later, a pretty young blonde woman appeared at the kitchen entrance, her green eyes
traveling around the room in amusement. "What's so-" She stopped speaking as she noticed the
shorthaired blonde who hadn't been there when she left a little over two hours ago. "Sonny!"

Turning around, Sonny grinned widely at the young woman who had just excitedly called her
name. "Brianal!™ Emitting cute little squeals, both women started to run towards each other,
meeting somewhere in the middle, as they threw their arms around one another. Nearly bubbling
with excitement, Briana hugged her favorite sister (though she would never admit that) for a full
minute before she let go, taking a step back to look Sonny up and down. A tiny frown creased
her brow as the teenager put her hands on her hips, remarking that her sister looked as though
she had lost weight.

Sonny inwardly sighed, about to refute her sister's claim but then quickly reconsidered. She's



always read me better than anyone so there is no use lying. She would see right through that. I'll
just see if I can get away with a little white lie. Sonny shrugged, attempting to look nonchalant.
"Just about a pound Bri. I've been busy lately."”

Briana smirked. "That's no excuse. You're already small enough and you can't afford to lose too
much weight. Plus, I'm willing to bet that you've lost five...maybe six pounds." Crossing her
arms over her chest, Briana gave her older sister a stern look, making Sonny feel she was
behaving more like her mother than her sibling.

Before Sonny could offer a reply, Isaac meandered into the kitchen saying, "Don't worry Bri."
He winked at Sonny. "We'll fatten her up real good this weekend."

—~— s e s e

"Hey Jack is that your Lamborghini parked outside?" Briana asked as she speared a couple
pieces from her pancake stack on a fork. Having always loved automobiles, when the young
woman pulled up earlier in her Nissan, she had walked around the Lamborghini a few times,
aching to reach out and touch it, but resisting. It was one of the most beautiful cars Briana had
ever seen in person, including the ones from various auto shows she had went to.

Nodding, Jack smiled at her. "Yes, it is. You like it?"

Briana granted Jack with a dubious expression. "Are you kidding? I love it. It's totally sweet!"
She was nearly bouncing up and down in her chair, her food completely forgotten as she beamed
at the brunette sitting directly across from her.

Putting her fork down on her near empty plate, Jack fished into the pocket of her shorts and
pulled out a ring of keys. Dangling the keys in the air, she grinned at Briana as she asked,
"Would you be interested in taking her for a spin?"

Practically salivating as she quickly nodded, Briana made to catch the keys as they were tossed
in her direction. However, before she could, Sonny snatched the keys out of the air and held onto
them tightly as she ignored the disapproving expression on her younger sister's face. Sparing the
curious looks her family members gave her a glance, the blonde quietly asked Jack if she would
meet her in the living room for a private conversation. Without waiting for a reply, Sonny
excused herself from the table and walked out of the kitchen.

Reaching the living room, Sonny chose to stand as she folded her arms over her chest while
waiting for Jack. Moments later, the brunette ambled out of the kitchen with a near fuming
Briana close on her heels. Situating her baseball cap back on her head, Jack walked up to Sonny,
asking if she had a problem with Briana driving her car. The blonde answered her with a curt
nod, causing her younger sibling to glare at her.

"Why?" Briana asked. "It's not your car."

Jack nodded in full agreement. "Yeah, Sonny it's not your car. It's mine and | can let whoever |
want drive it without having your permission.” Turning to Briana, she asked, "You have a



driver's license, correct?"

The longhaired blonde beamed at her while nodding enthusiastically. "I do. Plus, Daddy taught
me how to drive when | was only fourteen. I'm a very responsible driver Jack. Just ask anyone.
Never had an accident or a ticket."”

Ignoring her sister, Sonny looked up at Jack. "Jack are you really going to trust your expensive
sports car to a teenager? That car cost what? A quarter of a million dollars?"

"A teenager?!?" Glaring at her sister again, Briana wondered what would happen if she were to
slap Sonny. "For your information Sonny | am almost twenty years old. | am not a child and |
resent you treating me like one.”

Feeling partially responsible for this argument, Jack decided to intervene as she indicated for
both women to be quiet. Looking thoughtful for a few silent moments, the brunette then turned to
Sonny, announcing that she had a compromise. Neither uttering a word, Briana and Sonny
waited for her to continue.

"Why don't we do this?" Jack started. "I won't allow Briana to drive the Lamborghini, but I'll
take her for a little spin so she can ride in it to see how it feels." She grinned adding, "And |
promise not to drive like a maniac." Catching the younger blonde's look of protest at not being
able to drive the car, Jack gave her a conspiratorial wink. Having been about to verbally
announce her protest, Briana quickly shut her mouth, instantly comprehending what the wink
meant. The protesting expression slipped into a pretend one of mild irritation.

In full agreement with this compromise, Sonny nodded her head, the look on her face plainly
showing her relief. Turning to her sister, she asked if she would be all right with merely riding
along in the passenger's seat instead of taking control of the wheel. Managing to still look
slightly irritated with the 'change of events', Briana nodded her blonde head as she emitted a sigh
of resignation.

"You're bumming me out Sonny, but I'll take whatever | can get," Briana replied, sticking her
tongue out at her sister, the action causing her to briefly look sixteen years old again. Sonny
lightly chuckled as she shook her head at her younger sibling's antics. "At least | still get to ride
in the Lamborghini.” Bright anticipating green eyes and a pair of smiling reddish lips turned to
regard Jack. "Can we go now or did you want to eat some more breakfast?" Please say you're
full! A person could get filled up on just one of Mom's thick yet delicious pancakes. You must be
full after consuming three!

Jack chuckled heartily, finding the younger woman's enthusiasm contagious. Out of everyone
she had met thus far, Briana was her favorite with her sweet and charming mother coming in at a
close second. Replying that she was finished with breakfast, Jack grinned as Briana let out a
small yelp of excitement. Looking at Sonny, she held out her hand expectantly, her fingers
closing around the keys after they were placed in her palm. Looping her arm through one of
Briana's, she started to lead the young woman towards the front door when she noticed that
Sonny was following them. Stopping, Jack turned around to face the smaller woman as she



quickly came up with a plan to get rid of her long enough for she and Briana to make it to the
Lamborghini.

"Sonny I'm a bit thirsty, so could you do me a favor and go pour me a glass of orange juice? I'll
take it with me in the car."

The blonde nodded, not having the slightest idea that those two were up to no good. "Sure Jack.
Not a problem.™" Looking at her sister, Sonny asked, "Bri, would you like me to bring you some
juice too?"

Smiling, Briana nodded while thinking that if her sister had to pour two glasses of orange juice,
it would buy them more time. "That would be awesome Sonny. Thanks."

After Sonny left to obtain their beverages, Jack and Briana fled from the house, running toward
the Lamborghini. They were settled and ready to leave by the time that Sonny walked out of the
beach house carrying two cups of orange juice, both sporting plastic tops with straws inserted
into them. Only making it a few feet passed the threshold because she stopped walking, Sonny
observed the person in the driver's seat through the sloping windshield. Green eyes narrowed in
suspicion. Now unless Jack had a blonde wig that she had just put on, Briana was going to drive
the Lamborghini.

Sonny shook her head. I've been duped! Before she could utter a word, Jack and Briana poked
their heads out of the windows, both women wearing mischievous grins that they directed at the
previously clueless blonde. It must have been planned because simultaneously they said,
"Sucker!!!" before the ignition started, the sports car peeling out of the driveway moments later,
two hands waving back at Sonny as they flew down the street.

Quietly, Sonny watched the midnight blue Lamborghini until it was out of sight, wearing an
expression of amusement the entire time. Raising one of the cups of juice to her lips, the blonde
took a long sip as she turned around and headed back into the house while thinking of ways to
retaliate on the mischievous duo. She started to lightly chuckle as she pushed the door closed
with her foot. I'll get you my pretties!

Around two thirty that afternoon found Paul, Annette, all five of their children, grandchildren,
son-in-laws, and Jack out on the deck enjoying each other's company. Everyone patiently waited
for Paul and Brian to finish cooking the hamburgers and hot dogs on the grill so they could dig
into them and the array of food placed on a picnic table. Currently, Sonny, Jack, Briana, and
Isaac were playing their second game of Scrabble. Having decided to play in teams, Jack and
Briana had annihilated the other two during the first game, so now Sonny and her brother were
on the warpath. Neither intended to lose again to the bragging and triumphantly grinning duo.
However, so far Jack and Briana were in the lead by twenty-two points.

Watching her closely, Sonny narrowed her eyes as Jack methodically arranged her tiles on the
board, creating a triple word score that gave she and her teammate fifty-four points. Emanating a
joyous whoop, Briana shared a high five with her partner, both wearing broad grins. Meanwhile,



Sonny and Isaac graced them with suspicious looks.

"What the heck is a zither?" Sonny asked, green eyes narrowed in Jack's direction. "I've never
heard of it."

"Well dear I'm quite certain that there are a lot of things you've never heard of." As the blonde
woman smirked at her, Jack flashed her a saccharinely sweet smile before explaining the word
she used. "A zither Sonny girl is a stringed musical instrument shaped like a flat box. A person
who plays it would be considered a zitherist." When the expression on her friend's face remained
doubtful, Jack shrugged as she pushed the dictionary they had been frequently referring to, over
to her. "If you don't believe me then check for yourself. | assure you that it's in there."”

Concluding that the dark haired woman wasn't trying to cheat her and Isaac, Sonny shook her
head as she pushed the dictionary back in Jack's direction. "I guess that's not necessary. I'll take
your word for it." Glancing at her brother, she quickly discovered that he agreed.

"That's real gracious of you Sonny," Jack replied with a grin planted on her lips. "I believe it's
your turn now." Turning towards Briana, th