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Part 1
Chapter 1

Alternative Paradise was celebrating its ‘a little over one month' birthday and it certainly had
turned into the place to be in Laguna. The Center had been buzzing with clientele since the doors
first opened to the public, hardly giving Alex and Samantha a chance to think about anything
else in their lives.

In a way that was a blessing, especially with the young blonde trying to surmount the hurdle of
her father disowning her after he found out that she and the beautiful dark-haired executive, his
long-time nemesis, were lovers.

Most of that fateful day had been laid to rest, with only a few loose ends to tie up before they
could continue moving forward with their lives. Alex still intended to have a long heart-to-heart
with Nikki about the part Cassandra had played in the horrid experience. But, she was having a
difficult time getting together with her ex-lover; every time she called to talk, Nikki was out of
town, or at least not answering her phone.



Samantha was not looking forward to the reunion of the two old flames, but she knew that to
bring some closure to the nasty ordeal, the meeting was a necessary evil. When they first
discussed involving the ex-girlfriend so they could truly understand the hatred Cassandra was
carrying around for Alex, Samantha had balked at her lover going alone. She had wanted to be
present. But Alex had, as delicately as possible, explained to Samantha that if they wanted all the
grizzly details, such as what had happened to Cassie since that day and whether or not she was
going to continue to be a problem in their lives, then Alex had to meet with her 'ex’ alone. In an
uncomfortable atmosphere Nikki would never open up and talk. Alex knew Nikki well enough to
know there would be no civility if Samantha were present.

Today, all thoughts of the fiasco were tucked away in deep recesses to make room for the party
Samantha thought would be a nice 'thank you' to the people who had contributed to making
Alternative Paradise the success that it was well on its way to becoming -- the supporting patrons
and the Center's employees.

The vivacious blonde had insisted on balloons and a catered lunch for the customers and the staff
to celebrate the acceptance that the small town had given the new and now thriving business. She
had dubbed the affair a 'No-Labor Day Party', as today was the beginning of the popular holiday
weekend.

The success of the establishment was unsurpassed in all of Laguna. Starting from the very first
day there had been a waiting list for the extremely popular climbing wall, as well as people
flocking to the martial arts classes, the esoteric lectures, and the large variety of new age and old
school massages available. The doctors in the small beach town were delighted to be able to send
their patients to a fully equipped physical therapy clinic where they didn't have to worry as to
whether the treatments were legitimate and whether or not the individuals treating the patients
were licensed and experienced.

Within the first week the front desk had been bombarded with a constant stream of requests from
parents whose children wanted to learn how to swim in the huge pool with the frolicking sea
creatures. The demand became so great that Alex decided to go ahead and add a swimming
program to the list of Center activities. She had never dreamed that the painted sea animals
would cause such a boost in the popularity of the establishment, but she certainly was grateful
for the enthusiasm of the customers. Her dream was definitely beginning to fulfill more than just
her desire to help others, and her investors would be grinning all the way to the bank.

The same decorating and catering crews that had been used for the open house just 30-some days
before were invited back to recreate their magic for this new celebration. The buffet table had
been laid out in the exact location as the first along the west windows, showing off the
magnificent seascape. There were, of course, ice sculptures - this time in the guise of small
otters, and the fountain was a spinning dolphin with champagne punch constantly streaming from
its mouth.

"I love balloons!" Samantha exclaimed when the decorating was almost completed.



"Come on Alex, help me decide where these extras can go," the small blonde begged with a
come hither grin on her impish face.

"Hey, you know that's your department. Us executive-types don't go in much for the frilly stuff.”
She grabbed the excited towhead around the waist and spun her, then whispered. "You really
know how to throw a party. Want to have a private one a little later tonight while the balloons are
still flying, but the guests have all gone home?"

"Behave yourself -- someone will think we're intimately involved." Sam giggled, giving the tall
brunette a quick peck on the cheek then disengaging from the strong hands.

As Alex feigned pouting, her lover added, "But to answer your question, you got yourself a date!
By the way have I told you lately how proud | am of you and your vision?"

"Well, maybe once or twice, but you can always repeat statements like that."”

"Okay, then -- I'm really proud of you Alex. This little building full of fun mixed with pain is just
what Laguna ordered. The people love this place."

"Yeah, they do seem to gravitate here don't they? The only problem is we haven't been able to
take a weekend off in over a month. But, ya know, we're going rectify that really soon. Now that
we know the crew and I have people around I can trust . . . we're going on a short vacation."

"Oh, Alex -- what fun! Where, when, who's going to watch the Center?"
"Whoa, girl. Give me a little time to coordinate things."
"Then why did you tell me about it already?"

"To let you know that | haven't forgotten about the important date that's coming up soon." Alex
smiled, took a balloon out of Samantha’s hand, and let it float to the ceiling. "Why don't you just
let some of these float around, adding a touch of color wherever they land?"

"What an uninhibited idea -- you sure it's yours? Are you feeling okay?" The small blonde
touched her hand to the taller woman's forehead in a mocking gesture. “No, no fever," she
laughed. "Actually, it's a great idea, floating happiness, I'll put long strings on them so the kids
can grab one and take it home and maybe put some weights on a few for the little ones to reach.”
She changed the subject back to that of a vacation. "So, tell me Alex where and when?"

"Where and when what?" The quizzical eyebrow ascended as a tiny smile graced the executive's
face.

"You know exactly what I'm talking about. You can't just drop a vacation thought and then go
merrily on your way without giving me a least a crumb of a detail.” Samantha's eyes squinted in
her most intimidating of looks. "Come on Alex, tell me something!" She pleaded.



"Tonight. I'll tell you something tonight. Right now I've got a few clinic notes to dictate before
this little affair of yours gets underway."

"Alex," the small blonde whined.

"Seriously, Samantha, Dr. Sona sent an entire family over here yesterday after a three-car
collision and I've got evals to finalize."

Concern replaced the pout. "I hope no one was hurt too badly."

"No, nothing really serious, but a few of them will have some extended therapy to undergo. I'll
be in my office if you need me." She turned and headed down the hall with Samantha watching
as she disappeared from sight.

"You got away with not telling me a damn thing," Samantha yelled at her lover's disappearing
form. She is so good at changing subjects when she doesn't want to answer! Oh, well, I'll get it
out of her later tonight when | have the upper hand. Sam smiled knowing the effect she had on
her dark angel and that Alex could deny her nothing.

Alex shook her head, smiling as she continued to walk toward her office, seemingly ignoring the
scolding she was receiving from her golden girl. The 20th of September would be here before
they knew it, and she had arrangements to solidify. This would be their first birthday celebration
and Alex wanted to make Samantha's 27th an affair to remember.

Originally Alex had wanted to whisk Samantha off to the Greek Isles where her fair-haired
beauty could bask in the sun under ancient trees and gaze at the same evening sky as the
illustrious Sappho had done in days long forgotten. She told the younger woman of a ‘female
only' cruise line where they could relax and be themselves for the entire trip. She was becoming
almost as enthusiastic as Samantha and felt she had best check the itinerary of the cruise line
before continuing. After checking the schedule on the Internet, she had to reluctantly inform
Samantha that they had missed the yearly trip that that particular company made to the
Mediterranean. As it turned out, the ship had sailed right around the time Samantha was falling
from a climbing wall into eagerly awaiting arms.

Greece and the Isle of Lesbos were a definite future pilgrimage, but that now left Alex with a
blank canvas to work on as to what to do for this year's celebration. As luck would have it, Gary
Black had e-mailed her again, reiterating that he was ready to put some of his expansion plans to
work and would like her to come to Sedona to go over them with him. Realizing that she could
incorporate business with a mini-vacation, she took him up on the offer to stay at his resort while
they were there, with the stipulation that he would loan them a Jeep for a few days to explore the
territory around the mystic town. More than willingly he agreed to all her demands and Alex set
into motion planning for the trip. Now that she had everything blueprinted in her mind she
thought it time to begin getting Samantha excited without spilling the entire surprise.

Alex glanced at the gold plagque on her office door: Alexis Dorian, Physical Therapist/Owner. It
should read: Alex, lover of Samantha. It seemed that everything in her life now seemed to take a



back seat to the imp of a woman would appeared one night on a stretch of white sand and turned
her world upside down.

She opened the door and breathed in the salt air filtering through the open louvers. Gazing out at
her private view of the Pacific, she drifted off in thought to the plans she had for her lover's
birthday. First she had called her mom and asked if she had any press releases or speaking
engagements around the 20th of September. Aurora told her she wouldn't be needing the plane
until November, when she had a lecture tour starting, but that she expected to see the two young
women before they took off, after all they had to pass La Jolla on the way to the airport.

After talking to her mom, Alex called and informed the maintenance people in San Diego that
she would be taking the Cessna up on the 21st and for them to have it inspected and gassed
before they arrived. Initially trepidation about flying with Samantha in the plane had set her
stomach to tumbling. She had not soloed for at least six months, but flying had always been like
second nature to Alex, so she bid the negative thoughts to retreat to wherever it was they came
from and refocused on planning a trip that would surely become a precious memory. A
commotion outside her door made her glance at her watch. The party would be underway shortly
so she needed to get started on the dictation while she was still in the mood. There was no way
she was going to work over this holiday weekend, and she surely didn't want reports staring her
in the face first thing Tuesday morning.

Sitting down at her desk, the executive picked up the first chart and began dictating, "This 28-
year-old patient was involved in a automobile collisionon . . ."

*khhkkkhkkhkkkhkhkkhkkikkhhikhkkikikk

For approximately an hour and a half, the party had been going in full swing when the fair-haired
hostess decided that she had not seen her partner in far too long. Dodging patrons and crew Sam
made her way slowly to Alex's office in hopes of rescuing her from paperwork drudgery.

Unfortunately, meeting up with Alex was not going to be as easy a task as she had anticipated.
Every few steps someone wanted to congratulate her on the success of either the business or the

party.

khkkhkhkkhkhhhkhkkkhkkhkhkiikiikikkx

Kim Johanson had arrived from Seattle two weeks earlier to begin setting up the biofeedback
station. The tall woman, with soft gray eyes and prematurely graying hair, had been having some
technical problems with a few of the machines. She had sent them back and just received the new
equipment via UPS this morning. Time was fast approaching the deadline for opening up her
section of the Center. Clients had already signed up for treatments and lessons and today seemed
as good a day as any to try to get everything completed. Her only problem as she tried getting
everything arranged was that she needed an extra pair of hands to set the replacement equipment
into position and get it tested. Glancing out of the bio-room into the hall she spotted Samantha
heading toward the western side of the building.



"Hey Sam, could | borrow you for a few minutes?"

"Ah, sure, | guess so," came the reluctant reply, followed by a small grin to hide her
disappointment at being deterred once again while on her way to get Alex. "What kind of help do
you need?"

The mild-mannered neurobiofeedback therapist ushered Samantha into her two-room
wonderland. "I need a 'guinea pig' for a few minutes to test a few of the machines that have just
arrived. | know you're in the middle of a party. | promise not to keep you too long. It's just that
I'm leaving town tonight and won't be back until Tuesday when the first clients are supposed to
be here bright and early."”

"Uh, huh."

"If I don't get the machines set up now . .. well . . . it would just be a lot easier if you could play
‘patient’ for a minute or two."

"Sure, the party's going strong without me and Alex is tucked away in her office doing the
Goddess knows what by this time."

Equipment that looked like something out of Dr. Frankenstein's laboratory caught Samantha's
eye. There were headsets and monitors scattered throughout the room, as well as EMG, EEG,
and EKG machines.

"You know, Kim, we never have talked about exactly what it is you do with all this stuff. I know
Alex is familiar with some of it, but this . . ." she picked up one of the hand held galvanic skin
response monitoring devices for use at home, turning it over in her hands, " . . . what does this
do?"

"That's used to help monitor stress levels. You rest two fingers on those plates there and it helps
you learn to increase the temperature in your hands, it's called 'hand warming' biofeedback. It's
helpful for reducing headaches as well as tension and muscle relaxation.”

"Hum, interesting."”

The older woman came over and put her hands around Samantha's. "Feel the coolness of my
hands?"

"Ah, yeah."
"Well, if I had, say a migraine, my hands might even be cooler than this. Initially, until I could
learn to control my body temperature on my own, | would use one of these machines to let me

know when | was succeeding.”

"So all this stuff is for tension, stress and headaches?"



"No, Samantha, there are many uses for biofeedback. I'll be seeing clients with ADD/ADHD,
hypertension, anxiety disorder, depression, insomnia, fiboromyalgia as well as those with chronic
and migraine headaches. Then there is the ability to increase your memory, help with reaching
peak performance levels, and goal oriented functions as well. It's a field that we've hardly begun
to tap. But . . . I'm rambling. You asked a simple question and | began a lecture, sorry."

"Hey, that's okay. I should know a little about all the disciplines we offer here at the Center. That
way if I'm doing some PR work, at least I'll sound as if I know what I'm talking about. Actually,

| should probably spend a little time in here with you when you're first getting started, before it
gets so busy you don't have time to fill me in."

"That would be great, Sam, anytime you want, my doors are always open." She turned to the
nearest machine and began explaining, "Now, here's one of the programs | need to check out
today. Why don't you sit down here and let me check your temperature, pulse, heart rate and
respiration. The way they throw things around delivering them, | don't want to try it out on a
patientand . .."

" ... Fry their brains?" The small blonde laughed as she stared at the wires and accessories. "But
a guinea pig can be replaced?"

"No. I'd never do anything that I thought would hurt you." Kim smiled back at the small woman
sitting uneasily in the chair. She found herself thinking that Alex sure found herself a winner this
time and if the dark-haired executive was ever stupid enough to mess . . . Thoughts like that will
lose you friends . . . she reprimanded herself. Bringing her thoughts back to the present situation,
she concluded . . . "Besides, Alex would kill me, if anything happened to you while you were in
my care!"

Samantha was extremely patient with the new clinician, but each time they finished checking out
one piece of equipment, Kim would find something else that was a necessity to examine. Finally
they had inspected every piece of new machinery, and it all passed the therapist's scrutiny. Along
the way Samantha had received a few mini lessons and she came away more informed about and
a bit more comfortable with the field of biofeedback.

In the process the blonde also learned a little more about Kim, what she had studied after
graduating from USC, and why she had chosen her field. They skirted around the personal but
never really delved into the solitary life of the gentlewoman who healed with thought. A fleeting
image of pairing Kim up with Angel crossed Samantha's mind, but was quickly dismissed; she
liked the quiet woman, which was more than she could say for Angel.

Samantha's mind wandered as Kim fooled around fixing this control and monitoring that one,
until everything was running smoothly and to perfection. Sam thought back on how she had
gotten to know Angel a little better in the month or so the clinic had been operating and had
always tried her damnedest to be cordial to the petite brunette. It just seemed that Angel turned
into a different person whenever Alex walked into a room. From Samantha's observation, the
small olive-skinned woman would be handling a situation with ease until the tall executive
showed up, at which time Angel would find some excuse to get Alex involved in the treatment or



whatever it was she was busy doing. The 'l need your help' charade was enough to turn
Samantha's stomach and it didn't do much for her Irish temper, either. The green-eyed monster
that slept close to Samantha's heart still pinched her every time Angel went anywhere near her
Alex. Sam wasn't proud of the jealous streak that had attached itself to her personality since she
had fallen in love with Alex; it was a characteristic she had never had to deal with before, and
she hated the way it made her feel. The small woman was working diligently on vanquishing the
little monster, but was finding it an extremely difficult chore. In the meantime, Sam kept on
hoping that her instincts were wrong and that Angel would actually turn out to be the friend she
was giving lip-service to being.

Experienced fingers began unhooking Samantha from the machine they were testing, jogging the
blonde from her thoughts of the occasionally irritating Italian.

Out of the corner of her eye, Kim glanced at the face of her watch. "Damn, Sam. I've kept you in
here over an hour. I'm sorry." As quickly as possible the therapist unhooked the rest of the leads,
fumbling with the wires and blushing. "The time just flew by. I didn't mean to keep you away
from your party so long."

"That's okay, Kim. There's only so much small talk | can participate in at these functions, after a
while it tends to become repetitious and boring. Helping you out was actually fun and more than
just a little informative. I'm glad you pulled me into your lair."”

"So, you felt like a fly caught in the web, huh?" The soft-spoken woman smiled down at
Samantha. "I hope it didn't resemble a torture chamber too closely.” If the experience was at least
a little on the pleasant side, maybe she'll stop into my 'lair’ for a visit occasionally. That smile of
hers could have turned Mr. Hyde into a decent person.

Samantha blushed at the thought that perhaps she had offended the gentlewoman standing in
front of her by off-handedly referring to her office as a lair and web. She felt the need to rectify
the insinuation. "No . . . I didn't mean to imply . . ."

"It's okay, Samantha, | was only kidding back with you," Kim quickly interjected, not wanting
the blonde to steer clear of her part of the Center in the future.

"Oh...okay...ldidn't want to hurt your feelings . .. I was only fooling around and . . ."
Change the subject, stupid! "So, are you ready for your clients to come beating down the doors
now?"

"Yes, | think I am. I'm going to rearrange a few things but other than that I'll be open for business
Tuesday morning. Thanks again, Samantha. You had better get back to your guests.” She leaned
over and gave the smaller woman a 'thank you' hug and peck on the cheek.

Sam was beginning to take notice that all of Alex's friends were on the tall side. She had never
thought of herself as being of subnormal stature, but every time she got around any of Alex’s
buddies, she managed to come away feeling vertically challenged.



She smiled at the mild-mannered clinician. Having her come down from Seattle to join the ranks
at Alternative Paradise had been a good business decision and perhaps a good social one as well.
She and Kim were going to have to spend some time comparing their opinion of Washington
State with each other; it would be nice to talk about 'home' with another native.

"See you later, Kim. If I don't see you before you leave, have a good weekend."
"Will do, you, too. Tell Alex I'll see her Tuesday."

"Okay, I'll tell her."” Once again she headed in the direction of Alex's office, thinking to herself
that maybe now she could finally reach her initial destination and find her reclusive lover.

*kkhkhkkhkhhkhkhkhkkkkhkhkhkiihkikkx

The dark-haired executive was sitting with her chair turned away from her desk and toward the
ocean, when Samantha quietly opened the door. Through the window's reflection she spotted the
small blonde as the door quietly opened, but the executive gave no acknowledgement that she
was aware of the entrance. Feeling totally confident that Alex had not heard her enter, Samantha
stealthily approached the huge desk, the carpet muffling her footsteps. She crept around the side
of the desk and reached out her hand to touch Alex's shoulder.

Deft fingers almost closed around Samantha's before the blonde screamed and jumped back in
surprise, losing her footing and toppling to the floor.

"Well, I almost gotcha,"” the small woman squealed from an awkward sitting position, I was this
close.” She demonstrated the proximity with her fingers, holding thumb and forefinger within a
breath's width of each other.

"You were only that close, because I let you get that close," Alex smiled, kneeling beside her
fallen angel. "I've been missing you, sitting here all alone with nothing but these reports to keep
me company." The dark beauty leaned closer to the face she adored and planted a kiss on eagerly
awaiting lips. "You taste marvelous."

"Ditto. You know, | started after you almost two hours ago, that party outside your door has been
going pretty much on its own without either of us,” Samantha confessed.

"So, what took you so long to get here, dare | ask?" She arched and accusatory brow.
"It's a long story, I'll tell you later."”
"Okay, then, maybe we should venture out and join your little party in progress.”

"No hurry," Samantha replied as she reached out her arms, tempting the kneeling form before her
to bridge the distance between their bodies.



Never needing to be invited twice, Alex closed the gap between her lover and herself, drawing
the small frame close and inhaling the fragrance of Shalimar. "I've missed you today," Alex
professed as she showered her lover with tender Kisses.

Sans further discussion the two bodies reclined, padded by a soft, thick Oriental rug surrounding
the desk.

"This room hasn't been initiated yet." Sparkling blue eyes stared down into emerald green, a
devilish smile spreading quickly on the executive's face. Swift fingers found refuge under a soft
silk blouse, exploring even softer skin that had begun to ripple with bumps elicited by the
welcomed gentle touch.

"Hmmm. That is way too enticing.” The smaller woman snuggled into her lover's arms, then
whispered into her ear. "Tell you what . . . how about a rain check . . . say five minutes after
everyone is gone. I'm a little door shy after the near fiasco in the garage with the workman
walking in on us."

"This is not a public office, but | guess you're right, after all, you didn't bother to lock the door
on the way in."

"I didn't lock the door?" her green eyes twinkled as she pushed up on the taller woman. "I was
coming in to check on you, not to be seduced. I didn't have door locking on my mind."

"Too bad for you . . . now you'll have to wait . . . unless . . ." Bringing herself to a straddling
position above the small blonde she attempted one last sensuous tease to coax Samantha into
abandoning her desire to rejoin the party in progress. One strong hand found it's way between her
lover's legs as she pushed down, rotating her fingers to encompass the whole of Samantha's
passion.

"By the Gods Alex . . ." A shiver ran through Samantha's body, love bumps reforming on the
pale skin of her exposed abdomen. "To Tartarus with the . . ."

A knock broke the concentration of the pair, with a voice following the knock - "Alex are you in
there?"

Alex jumped up from her position, reached down and pulled Samantha up to stand beside her.
"I told you we'd get caught," Samantha whispered.

Alex turned to the door, "Um, Kim?"

"Yeah."

Quickly straightening their outfits the lovers grinned at each other and shook their heads.

"Come on in." Alex called out.



The door opened and an amused look immediately crossed the face of the executive's old
schoolmate when she spotted the two women standing awkwardly next to the desk. "Still
trapping women in offices, huh Alex?" She glanced over at the disheveled blonde, "Looks like
I'm on a roll of disturbing whatever it is you are attempting to accomplish today, Sam."

"Is that so?" Alex chimed in.

"Yeah, | held her up a little bit ago, getting her to help me set up a few of the new machines.
What | wanted to tell you was that I'm getting ready to leave. I'll be back Tuesday morning. |
guess | should have stuck with letting Samantha deliver that message, because it looks like | may
have interrupted an ‘important’ discussion here." Kim made the facetious statement as she cast a
whimsical look in the direction of the small blonde, who was still adjusting her clothing. "By the
way, don't you two know there's a party going on outside this door?" Shaking a disbelieving
head, she grinned broadly at the women who looked like small children, who had gotten caught
with their hands in the cookie jar.

"Of course we do," Alex started to answer. "Samantha had a problem with her . . ."

"Yeah, right . . . do you think I just fell off the turnip wagon Alexis? | went through four years of
college with you, remember? Besides look at the color of your accomplice's face."

Crimson skin greeted the eyes of her lover as Alex gazed into guilty eyes. "You would never
make a business spy, Samantha, you are much to easy to read."

The three friends laughed at the thought of someone other than Kim having been the one at the
door, and the jest of the conversation that would have followed had that been the case.

Alex took full responsibility for the compromising position, but assured her friend she would do
it all over again, given the same situation. They laughed and talked shop for a few more minutes
then the lovers walked with Kim as far as the buffet table. Kim explained that she was traveling a
short distance up the coast to visit another buddy from school for the long weekend. She wanted
to get out of town before the traffic started getting bad. Samantha told her to be careful and to
watch out for all the ‘crazies' on the road. Alex dittoed the sentiment and the clinician took leave
of her friends.

"Okay." Alex began turning back to Samantha, "You dragged me out here, guess it's time to go
socialize." Giving her lover's hand a slight squeeze, the dark-haired executive put on her best
professional smile and demeanor, left her partner's side and began to mingle.

*khkhkkkhkkhkkkhkkhkkkhkkikhkkhhihkkikkikikk

Finally, the time had come to disengage the smile that had been pasted on her face for the last
few hours. What was supposed to have concluded at dusk had extended into early evening. Some
people never know when to call it a day - the thought had been roaming though her mind since
the sun had disappeared into the ocean. It had been an interesting party, but enough was enough.
Constant smiling had led to an aching jaw and a pounding head. After shutting of the lights and



locking the doors, she took a minute to rub her temples to try to dispel a little of the nagging pain
that was turning into a constant throb. Samantha was on the second floor making sure it was void
of guests and turning out lights up there. They had agreed to meet in the apartment. It had been a
long afternoon and she was definitely looking forward to a quiet evening alone with the small
blonde.

The ride up in the silent elevator was a blessing after the noise of the afternoon. Upon exiting she
set the security system. We won't be going anywhere this evening; 1 don't intend to move from
this area of the apartment. The aroma of vanilla tantalized her nostrils as she walked through to
the living room. Flickering light signaled that candles were definitely the origin of the sweet
fragrance, while soft jazz spoke soothingly to her ears. Thank the Goddess, she read my mind.
Candles, music and Samantha -- now all | need to do is find Samantha.

"If you had turned right instead of left coming in the door you would have found me," a voice
came from behind her.

Alex turned to see the love of her life carrying two glasses full of a dark red liquid.

"Merlot to soothe the savage beast?"

"Are you calling me a beast?" Alex grinned.

"If the fur fits," Samantha giggled, handing Alex a glass.

After taking a sip the dark-haired woman put her arm around the small frame of her lover. "I love
the atmosphere up here at the top of our world. What more could I ask for? | have candlelight,
soft music, good wine and you. | do consider myself quite lucky, you know?"

"I was hoping you'd feel that way. Maybe you would even consider picking up where we left off
hours ago downstairs in your office. Do you think that would be possible?" Sea green eyes
sparkled in the flickering light as a smile danced across her lips.

"Your wish is my command." Alex took the glass from the petite blonde standing beside her and
placed both goblets on the small coffee table. As she pulled Samantha close and leaned down,
two small fingers traced the outline of her lips.

"Before we go any further . .."

"Yes?"

"You made me walk around the entire day after telling me we were going on a vacation and then
left me hanging without a clue as to where or when. It's bartering time." Irish eyes twinkled as

the imp came out to play.

"So what are the stakes and what do | get if | play?" Alex wanted to know.



The small woman practically danced around the taller, making up the rules as she spoke. "l ask a
question. If you answer to my satisfaction, | take off a piece of clothing. If not - you do."”

Alex picked up her glass of wine and plopped down on the couch. "And . . . you get to say
whether or not the question was answered appropriately?"

"Uh, huh.”

IIWhy?II

"Because it's my game."

"I see. Okay . . . ask away." Alex silently counted the amount of apparel and accessories
Samantha had on and realized too late that she only had about five articles of clothing to discard
whereas Samantha had somewhere in the range of nine. Feeling she was getting the short end of
the deal she started to protest but was quickly stopped with the first question.

"So, when are we going on this mini-vacation?"

"I thought we would leave here early in the morning on Friday the 17th."”

Smiling blue eyes met green as she challenged Samantha to say she was unsatisfied with the
answer. The blonde sat down on the floor and removed one of her sneakers before asking the
next question.

"Okay, number two, where are we going?"

"La Jolla to spend some time with my folks." Alex stared at Sam arching a brow, "Next article of
clothing.”

Another shoe was discarded and placed by its mate.

Samantha thought for a minute. " For how long and what will we do there?"

"One question, one answer, one piece of clothing. No cheating Samantha.” Alex grinned at the
younger woman who was beginning to think she was not going to get any unsuitable responses
from her lover.

Starting to answer the question, Alex tripped over the amount of time they would be spending at
her parent's house, she began by almost saying four, caught herself and blurted out, "About, um,

ten days."

"Oh, no." Samantha shook her head. "Something was fishy about the beginning of that answer.
I'm not convinced you're telling the truth. Off with something Alex."

One leather sandal joined the pair of sneakers by the side of the couch.



"Now - how many days? And | don't have to undress for this one, you need to answer it right."

"You can't just expect me to answer everything . . ." Alex snapped her fingers, "That quickly,
Samantha. | have to have time to think."

"Thinking leads to untruths,” the small blonde chuckled.

"Truthfully, Samantha, I figure on about 10 days, that includes two weekends. It takes a while to
count the days in my head."”

"It's that difficult a chore?" came the sarcastic reply.

"Ask the next question.” Alex was beginning to tire of this game. She hadn't planned on spending
the rest of the evening divulging bits and pieces of what she had in store for the week of
Samantha's birthday.

"What will we do down there for 10 days?" Alex could hear the excitement in her lover's lilting
voice.

"Let's see, visit, sight see, visit, shop, visit, go to Sea World. Did | say visit?"

A smile flashed across the small blonde's face. She strutted over to the couch and proceeded to
straddle Alex's lap.

With faces almost touching and her energy level increasing she leaned toward the dark woman"
face. "That sounds like a marvelous vacation, Alex. Who's gonna mind the store?"

"Didn't you forget to do something after that last question, little lady?"

"Oh, yeah." Standing only long enough to strip off the sports socks, followed by the white
muslin culottes, Sam reclaimed her seat on Alex's lap.

"There, that's enough for another question,” Samantha smiled.

"Well, I have a therapist friend who will fill in for me in the clinic. You know, do the evaluations
and cover as therapist in charge. Angel knows most of the patients we now have and can carry on
quite well for a week, I'm sure. And, | already talked to Kim about staying at the apartment. She
agreed to open in the morning and lock up at night. She even volunteered to Kitty sit.
Consequently, Rainbow won't have to be alone or put into a kennel. So . . . there you have it.
What's my prize?"

Mellifluous soft jazz filled the dimly lit room as Samantha slowly removed the silk blouse
covering her sleeveless shirt. She had yet to move from Alex’s lap. The older woman could tell
Samantha was enjoying tantalizing her with near nakedness. Alex could feel the heat from her
lover's legs penetrating her own shorts. There was no way she was going to sit here without
totally undressing the nymph before her. She wrapped her arms around the slender body; long



fingers found their way into bikini pants as each of Alex's hands cupped a round, firm buttock
simultaneously. She drew her lover closer.

Samantha moaned. Her eyes hazed as she went to that place where only Alex could take her. Her
dark angel reached from behind, one muscular arm stretching to its length, moving between the
buttocks and continuing toward to the front of her lover's body, searching and finding the soft
wet center that ached to be explored. Samantha buried her face in Alex's shoulder and gently bit
the skin at the base of her lover's neck then nibbled her way up to Alex's chin, continuing up to
eagerly awaiting lips.

Without breaking the passion of the kiss, Alex rose from the couch, small arms encircling her
neck and legs wrapping around her waist. She practically floated into the bedroom with her
precious bundle in her arms. Promises of deeds to be done were whispered into the well-formed
ear at mouth level. All thoughts of any moments beyond the ones they were now living were
erased or placed in limbo for safe keeping. "I love you, Samantha.” Alex crooned as she placed
her lover on the bed and joined her. "It's been quite a busy day. The long weekend will not go to
waste - that | can guarantee."

*kkhkhkkhkhhhkhkhkkkkhkhkhkiihkikx

Cursing the inner alarm that had never learned to differentiate between weekday, weekend, or
holiday, Alex awoke as the first rays of light entered the bedroom. She knew the naked beauty
beside her would sleep a good two hours more if left undisturbed and even though the thought of
awakening her with kisses was more than tempting, she had no intention of spoiling Samantha's
days off. The small blonde fought with herself each workday morning to rise and did her
damnedest to shine. The early morning to late night routine they had found themselves falling
into was not an easy one for Samantha, but she seldom complained as she struggled to keep pace
with the seasoned executive who was used to early mornings, late nights and little sleep.

On Alex's mind right now was the invitation she needed to extend to her lover to attend a Labor
Day party at Angel's on Sunday. She knew the two were barely on speaking terms when not
negotiating business, but she felt that schmoozing with the personable Italian would be good for
the morale of everyone involved, including Samantha. She hated watching the way the small
blonde reacted to the olive-skinned brunette. Angel was the only person in the Center who did
not honestly receive Samantha's charm and friendship.

Perhaps if they did something special together today it would be easier to introduce the invitation
later on this evening. Maybe after dinner and a movie the proposition would be more palatable.
Alex wasn't sure, but she felt if she handled the offer delicately, Samantha would have no
recourse but to agree to the outing.

Gently she untangled herself from the caring arms that had surrounded her throughout her
dreams. A kiss placed on the Sam's forehead elicited a slight smile on the slumbering woman's
face as Alex rolled quietly out of bed and tiptoed into the bathroom. She turned to watch as her
sleeping beauty grabbed the pillow with the essence of Obsession permeating it and curled up in
a tight ball, hiding her eyelids from the penetrating rays of the morning sun.



Rainbow scurried into the bathroom for her ritual rub, and the dark-haired woman picked the
kitten up to keep her from leaving the bathroom and pouncing on the bed. It wouldn't do to have
you be the cause of the princess awakening too early, not that a small creature like you could
awaken Our sleeping princess. Alex chuckled inwardly as she reminisced over the old fairytale
about a princess who could not sleep on even a mountain of mattresses if there was a pea under
the very last of them. That certainly was not true in Samantha's case. Alex had never seen anyone
who could fall asleep as quickly and as deeply as Sam could - as well as being able to
accomplish the feat under almost any circumstances.

The kitten she held, though having grown since the night she was found, could still curl up and
rest safely in the palm of one of Alex's large, strong hands. She held Rainbow up to her face and
nestled her nose in the soft midnight-colored fur. "You're almost as spoiled as your Mommy, do
you know that?" She whispered to the fur-baby as she rubbed eagerly awaiting ears. "Come on,
let's go feed you and brew me some tea."
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Cascading light filled the entire room and began to slowly drench the apartment in eye squinting
brightness, as early morning found its way to maturation. The sound of the air conditioner
kicking on as the temperature continued to rise with the sun broke the silence of the room. Last
night's newspaper lay strewn across the floor in front of the couch as Alex consumed section
after section. Searching the room for something useful to do, she reached for one of her "how-to"
books. She had put it aside weeks ago when Samantha came into her life, and up until this very
moment she had not found the time to return to what used to be one of her more time consuming
pastimes.

The flush of the toilet sounded like an alarm in the quiet apartment. The dark beauty smiled,
knowing how Samantha loved to sneak up on her. Alex placed the book on her face in a mock
gesture of having fallen back to sleep while reading and waited for her prankster to appear.

Almost silent movements could be heard breaching the space between the bedroom and the
living room as the recently awakened blonde tiptoed toward the couch.

Samantha's fragrance betrayed her close proximity to the 'tall drink of water' stretched out on the
oversized couch. Without batting an eyelid, Alex allowed the book to be gently pried from her
hands, but she could not control the involuntary appearance of love bumps beginning to cover
her body as sweet breath tickled the hair follicles on the side of her face near her ear. Just as
Samantha was about to place a kiss on the perfectly formed lobe, Alex changed her head
positioning and caught the lips squarely with her own, her hands coming to rest on either side of
her angel's face.

"Good morning, princess,” she mumbled.

"I thought you were sleeping,” Samantha replied, surprise in her voice.



"Shows what thought did." Long arms helped position the smaller body on top of her own. "Glad
you finally decided to join the land of the living; | thought you were going to sleep right through
this gorgeous day."

"Alex, it's only 9:30! It's still early enough to go out for breakfast."

"Oh, but then I'd have to share you with the rest of the world and | have no intention of doing
that today. If you're hungry, I'll cook - consider yourself a love-hostage."

"Pancakes?"

"Pancakes it is. But I, unlike the restaurant, will give you the total expense of your meal before
you even receive it."

"And what would be the cost of a pancake breakfast this lovely morning?"

Dazzling blue eyes glistened as they bore deeply into sea-green pools, "Ah, let me think. The
cost of breakfast . . . don't want to scare the customer away." She smiled seductively, her legs
intertwining with those of the body that lay atop of her as she turned the two of them to lay side-
by-side on the couch. "I know you must be starving so . . . nourishment for the body and then
nourishment for the heart. You consume my food and I, in turn, get to devour you." A
questioning look threw the finality of the agreement back to Samantha.

"Sounds like a fair enough price," the blonde smiled impishly. "Yeah, I'll sell my body for a
pancake breakfast."”

"By the Goddess you're easy," Alex chuckled as they sealed the agreement with a kiss.
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Breakfast strips, juice, and many pancakes later it was decided that the day would be spent only
in the company of each other. Samantha suggested a picnic on the beach, and since they both
wanted to take advantage of the sun, Alex agreed to postpone Samantha's paying for breakfast
until later in the evening.

The mess from the morning meal didn't take long to clean up, but Samantha found it difficult to
concentrate on lunch with breakfast still digesting in her stomach. Alex made herself busy after
changing into her bathing suit by rummaging through one of the storage rooms and some
unpacked boxes. Her quest did not leave her empty handed. Grinning broadly she waltzed back
into the kitchen and deposited a picnic basket on the counter.

"I knew this old thing would come in handy one day. Mom, rotic that she is, insisted | take it
when | left home to remind me of the beach picnics we used to have when | was little. I've carted
it from place to place and this is the first time it's ever been put to use."

Samantha stared blankly at her lover, "Did you call your mom a 'Rotic'?"



"Yep, that's what I said," her full lips curling into a teasing smile.

"Okay, I'll bite. What in the name of Hades does 'Rotic' mean?"

"Oh, but that is so easy, Bard of mine, | would have thought you clever enough to figure it out.”
"Well, I'm not, so would you please educate me?" Samantha hated to feel stupid, she blushed
when she felt stupid, and she could feel the red beginning to spread from the base of her neck up
into her face.

Alex stepped closer and let one arm drape over a small shoulder, her free hand tilting Samantha'’s
face toward hers. "Rotic, my Destiny, is romantic sans the 'man’." She bent down and kissed
Samantha's soft, partially opened lips, "And I believe you are one, also," she mumbled, her lips
barely leaving Sam’s.

"That is so your mother!" Samantha pulled away laughing. "She coined that term didn't she?"

"I couldn't tell you for certain, but I do know she's the first person I ever heard use it."

"Well, I'll be sure to thank her for the basket and for the new word when we go down to visit."
She began gathering the ingredients she had already finished with and started putting them in the
basket. "I won't be but a few more minutes."”

"Take your time, I've got a couple things to take down first,” Alex informed Samantha as she
opened the freezer and pulled out a package of batteries. She kissed the small blonde on the
cheek and exited toward the elevator where she had left the rest of the treasures she had
unearthed while looking for the basket.

Alex called to Sam as she re-entered the apartment minutes later. "You just about ready to Rock
‘N Roll?"

A bikini clad Samantha came traipsing out of the bedroom, towels in hand.
"No need for those, Honey, I've got everything but the picnic basket already down on the beach.

Alex spotted the wine skin lying beside the basket and chided her lover, "So, is it your plan to get
me intoxicated and then seduce me?"

"Gee, do | need to get you intoxicated to do that?" The small blonde grinned. "I must confess,
Alex, it's been ages since I've put together a picnic lunch and of course this one was made a little
more difficult because nothing really sparked my appetite with us just having eaten."

"I'm sure whatever you decided on will be more than adequate by the time we're hungry," Alex
assured, her hand reaching the handle of the basket before Samantha's. "I'll get this. You ready?"

"Couldn't be any readier."



Alex threw the wine skin over her shoulder, took the basket in one hand, and let her other arm
drape over her lover's shoulder. "Shall we go have fun?"

"By all means.”

Samantha's breath caught in her throat, as she left the air conditioned building for the heated
atmosphere the Santa Ana had brought to the California coast. "I didn't realize it was so warm
out here - this is great swimming weather."

As they walked toward the beach, Alex was carefully watching her lover's face to see what
Samantha's expression would be when she spotted the scene that Alex had so carefully laid out
on the shore below. The dark-haired beauty was by no means disappointed. Samantha's face
began to beam when she first caught glimpse of the 'rotic’ setting her lover had mapped out on
the deserted stretch of sand.

Along with the picnic basket, Alex had unearthed, a portable CD player, whose batteries had
long ago died and she had quickly replenished, a beach umbrella, and a couple beach chaises.
She had gone into the bedroom and brought down Samantha's journal and pen. It had come to
her attention that Sam had not been writing in it as often as she had before the incident with her
father had occurred, and Alex was hoping that today might be a turning point in getting her to
write again.

Samantha looked up at her lover, a mist covering her sea-green eyes, "Oh, Alex this is so
special."

"I'm glad you like it, Honey. Even Mother Nature seems to have gone out of her way to paint us
a picture perfect day."”

A few miles up the beach the atmosphere was one of parties and crowds, but here on their own
small stretch of paradise, the tone was that of quiet relaxation.

Alex put the basket down and the two headed for the sea. Scorching sand was replaced by cool
wet as the lover's began entering the welcoming water that was lapping at their feet. Exceedingly
warm winds had heated even the cool Pacific to a tepid temperature, making it a marvelous day
to re-acquaint themselves with the mer.

The busy weeks they had just left behind them had allowed little time for the luxury of basking
in the sun, by the time most evenings rolled around, the duo had been too exhausted to take even
a leisurely stroll down the shoreline. They more often than not opted to spend those precious
twilight moments wrapped in each other's arms on something soft and comfortable.

The water was welcoming and warm, but still cooler than the air. As they swam Alex's mind
digressed to the past couple weeks.

She had kept the promise she had made to herself to return to her exercise regime, using the gym
mostly on nights when Samantha was taking her Tae Kwon Do lessons. On nights when the



perky blonde didn't have class, the ritual had become one of the two of them practicing together.
Any time they shared only intensified the still growing relationship.

The climbing wall had become another duo attraction in the after clinic hours. It seemed as
though the martial arts lessons were increasing the smaller woman's agility, and soon she was
almost able to keep up with Alex as her increased flexibility allowed her to scurry from grip to
grip, making small quick moves as opposed to her lover's longer more calculated advances.

Samantha closed her eyes while swimming beside her lover and brought back the carefully
planned scene Alex had set before her on the beach. One of the first articles to catch her eye had
been her journal, which her lover had strategically placed in the middle of the blanket.
Samantha's mind drifted back to the day Cassandra had instigated all the trouble between her and
her father. That night when she had thought about relieving some of her grief into her writings
she had, for the first time in years, been unable to put down on paper any of her intense feelings.
Even now she was still having a difficult time trying to understand how one human being could
harbor so much hate for another. There was a see-saw in her mind's eye with Cassandra on one
end and her father on the other. Samantha was puzzled by the two of them and trying to
understand their hatred had turned her flow of creativity to stone.

She tried her best not to bombard Alex with her loss, but the destruction had gone deeper than
anyone looking at or talking to the vivacious blonde would ever realize.

Samantha was sure that even Alex thought it strange that she was taking the separation so well,
but she didn't know how else to handle it, except to act like she wasn't being torn apart inside.
Losing the love of her father because of her love for Alex made her physically ill at times and to
make matters worse she hadn't spoken to her mother since the incident.

The only glimmer of light on the situation, other than Samantha having Alex to lean on, had to
be the fact that her sister, Sally, had turned out to be more of an anchor for her sister than anyone
ever would have given the young woman credit for being. Sally called Samantha weekly and
kept the disowned daughter up-to-date on affairs of the family. Ironically, the split between
father and daughter had brought the sisters closer together.

The small blonde opened her eyes to find the love of her life floating close by, also drifting on
her back and staring into the vastness of the blue above them, totally lost in her own world of
thought. A gentle touch on the arm brought the dark-haired beauty back to the present and the
two frolicked together for a while longer in the liquid playground.

They were searching the ocean before them for a large swell to ride when Alex noticed that the
pale skin on the top of Samantha's shoulders had begun to redden. She insisted they retreat from
the water to the safety of the umbrella. Neither of the women wanted the entire weekend ruined
by easily avoided sunburn. Catching a final wave they rode it out to its destination and proceeded
inland, hand-in-hand back to the blanket and protective shade.

When they reached their small beach haven, Alex lavishly spread sunscreen on pink shoulders
that were already becoming tender. Samantha, in turn, insisted on putting a small amount of the



lotion on the already tanning body of her lover. Then the two of them stretched horizontally on
the blanket to bask in the warmth of old Sol. Alex suggested that the small blonde lay within the
realm of shadow, while she languished in the sun's rays, a bronze hue appearing on her tall,
slender form. One long, muscular arm found its way across the smaller body beside it and before
they had even realized they were the two women fell into a light sleep.

Samantha awoke, when her body sensed the absence of weight across her waist. She quickly
spotted the tall figure rhythmically swaying to a beat of her own, oblivious to eyes lovingly
watching her. Sam sat up cross-legged on the blanket as the unseasonable warmth of the sea
breeze countered the chilling thoughts that had begun floating through her mind. She had been
dreaming before the subconscious reality of Alex not being by her side had awakened her. Her
dream had been of the conflict that had been waged on this very beach a little over a month ago.
Now she found herself lost in the chaos of opposing emotions as she picked up the small black
ledger with the silver unicorn embossed on the cover and her favorite pen. It had been weeks
since she had tried to put onto paper the confusion and thoughts of despair lurking in the hidden
recesses of her mind.

With the assistance of nature's gentle roar, soft New Age music coming from the CD player, and
the combination of sun, sand and sea, her pent up creativity slowly began to seep out into her
consciousness. She sat quietly, her verdant eyes misting again as she took in the beauty
surrounding her. Love was an arm's length from her, practicing the graceful movements of an
ancient Oriental discipline. The wind was embracing her with a warm hug and the sea was
singing to her soul. The chip of ice that had been firmly lodged in a corner of her heart since that
day so many weeks before suddenly began to melt, and the thoughts of the poet began to once
again flow from her mind, through the pen, and onto the stark white paper. Copious words -
words that had been locked in a dark closet since that fateful day, rushed from her mind to the
pen in her hand as she began filling page after page of the small ledger. Time stood still,
allowing the young bard to vent via the only vehicle she had ever been able to use.

A soft touch of a hand on her shoulder, as Alex knelt down beside her brought the fair-haired
beauty back to the here and now.

"Earth to Samantha.” Alex smiled down getting her lover's attention. "I know this is your line but
... I'm starving. Are you ready to eat?"

The small blonde looked up into azure pools, "Of course I'm ready to eat. | was just sitting here
waiting for an invitation."

"Uh, huh,” came the incredulous reply. "Just like you always do."
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The remainder of the afternoon had disappeared before they had realized it. Alex had suggested
playing some beach games. Samantha sat waiting on the blanket while Alex ran back up to the
apartment. Within minutes she came scrambling back down the stairs, a Frisbee in one hand,
Rainbow in the other. She put the small black fur-baby down on the blanket and watched as the



kitten hopped onto the sand and began digging holes. The two women watched with amusement
as the tiny animal wore herself out and then scurried onto the blanket, under the protection and
shadow of the large umbrella. Exhaustion overcame Rainbow and she slept, while her mistresses
played child-like games on the beach. Content as only a day on the beach can make a person, the
consensus of the two lovers was to not re-enter the water but instead to go rent some videos,
have a nice relaxing bath and a leisurely dinner and then to kick back and watch movies.

The decision had made Samantha one happy lady as she had been raised on films, movie stars,
and live theater. When she and her sister were younger, Sheila would take them to the early bird
show on Friday after school, before their dad arrived home. As they got older, one night a week
was always 'girl's night out' at the cinema or at a live performance. Movie and theater going were
the only events Don permitted his wife to attend alone with the girls, other than occasional
shopping trips. While Samantha was still in high school, her father had decided to treat the three
Riley women to a long weekend in New York City. Don was attending a sales seminar and
figured it would be the ideal time for 'the girls' to take in their first Broadway play. Her mother
had ordered the tickets ahead of time and mother and daughters were able to attend one of the
earlier performances of what turned out to be one of the longest running shows on Broadway.
Samantha still smiled when she thought about the unforgettable memory of walking into the
Winter Garden Theater to see her all time favorite musical - 'Cats'".

Since moving to Laguna Sam could only remember going to the movies once and that was with
Suz. She had not been to a live performance in over a year and she missed the forms of
entertainment that had sustained her through her childhood. Several times she had hinted that
going to a movie might be a nice evening out, but Alex always supplied her with one excuse or
another. Her partner's favorite reason for avoiding the movie theaters was that she liked silence
when she watched a film and didn't want to have to deal with other people, laughing, talking, or
making eating sounds. Sam had to agree that some of the extraneous sounds in a dark theater
could be quite distracting, but that would have never stopped her from going.

For most couples going to a movie was part of the courting process, but tonight was the first time
for the two lovers and Samantha was delighted. Alex got a kick out of watching the blonde's
exuberance as the small woman stood in front of the rows of covers, carefully choosing which
films she wanted to see first and changing her mind with every two or three picks. As much as
Samantha had hated not going to the movies, the plus side turned out to be that all the new
releases at the video store were pictures neither of the women had seen.

Since they had until Tuesday to return their choices, Samantha cajoled and pleaded until they
ended up getting four. There was no way the dark-haired woman was going to tell Samantha four
were too many because she intended for them to spend most of Sunday at Angel's. Perhaps
giving in to two "chick flicks", a horror story, and a thriller would put her in enough good light
that getting Sam to agree to the party would not be too difficult.

It was decided that dinner would be pizza, salad, and Dos Equis. Alex phoned in the order from
the video store, knowing full well it would take Samantha an eternity to make up her mind
deciding which four she wanted to see.



Finally, with pizza, beer, and videos in hand, the two women returned to the warehouse.

"I'll make some popcorn later when we get hungry again, it'll be fun." Samantha smiled on the
ride up to the penthouse.

"Hungry again! We haven't even eaten the pizza yet, what makes you think we'll be hungry,
again?" Of course she already knew the answer, but the tall brunette could not help but tease.

"No one can sit through more than one movie without wanting popcorn.”
"Who sits through more than one movie at a time?"
"Ever heard of a 'double feature'?"

"Ah, I think | remember reading about those in an old flick magazine." Alex did her best to keep
a solemn face.

"Either you're pulling my leg, Alexis Dorian, or your mothers raised you funny. Everyone's been
to a double feature at least once."

"Funny, ha ha, or funny queer?"
"Alex!" Samantha walked into the living room and placed the videos on the VCR.

Alex plopped the pizza next to the oven and the beer into the fridge. She walked over and tickled
the small blonde. "What? Queer? You have a problem with the word Queer?"

"It's justsuch ... Alex ... lcan'ttalk whenyou..."

"Samantha, it's just a word like any other. I kind of think it sets us apart from the rest of the
sheep. And have you ever looked it up?"

"No, | can't say that | have. Okay, Ms. Smarty, I'm sure you have or you wouldn't have asked, so

"Okay. Well you know the obvious definition so we can disregard that one.” She stood in front
of her lover looking down into soft green eyes, as she draped an arm over each small shoulder.
"The positive synonyms are eccentric, unconventional, and even obsessed. | resemble all those,
how about you?"

She smiled and kissed Samantha on the cheek. "I am unquestionably eccentric, you can ask
anyone who has known me for more than a day. Unconventional - | would say we both resemble
that one and . . . obsessed . . ."



Alex leaned slowly down until her lips caressed her lover's ear. One adroit finger, barely
touching her lover's skin, ran the contour of the angelic face before her as she whispered softly,
"I definitely have my obsession."

Samantha found her knees beginning to buckle as Alex continued seducing her with words and
deeds. Long, sinewy fingers traveled down her neck while an experienced tongue traced the
outer edges of her ear that tasted ever so slightly of salt. The dark woman continued whispering
words of adoration into her lover's ear, her breath evoking love bumps which quickly covered the
length of the small frame she was caressing with her voice.

"Yes, my Destiny," Alex began her assertion, "I am most assuredly 'mildly insane, touched,
absorbed or interested to an extreme or unreasonable degree’ in my obsession and we both
know who that is."”

The kiss became passionate as long and short fingers vied with each other to be the first to
remove the beach robe from the body in front of them. Bathing suits quickly went the same route
as the robes. Dinner, bath, movies, beer . . . all were forgotten as four legs lost the will to remain
erect and two bodies found the floor. Consumed with a hunger that could only be quenched by
the touch, the taste, and the feel of each other, the lovers, true to the definition of the five-letter-
word that began with "Q", found themselves obsessed with each other,
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With the urgency of immediate desire spent, they remained intertwined and totally content to
linger there forever, that is until a small gurgling sound emanated from Samantha's stomach.

She giggled as the sound reproduced itself, only louder.
"I guess it's time to feed the monster and watch a movie," she apologetically announced.

Alex watched as the smaller woman stood and stretched, her naked form highlighted by the lunar
illumination cascading into the room. From where Alex now sat Samantha appeared
superimposed onto the ocean, a sea-nymph glimmering in the moonlight, dancing on the water -
truly a vision to behold.

The fantasy was extinguished when the small blonde, chilled from leaving the warmth of her
lover's arms, went in search of a nightshirt.

When Samantha re-entered the living room, on her way to the kitchen, Alex asked if she could
lend a hand. Rising to her full height from her position on the floor, the dark woman shook off
the unusual illusion still remaining in her mind's eye . . . Samantha's imagination must be
rubbing off on me - sea-nymphs, please Alex!

"Here, Samantha, let me help you," she repeated the suggestion and started toward the kitchen,
also.



"No, I can warm the pizza," Sam countered, rejecting the offer of assistance. "But, you might
want to grab a nightshirt and cover that body of yours so | can concentrate on the movies we
rented." She winked at the dark-haired beauty now standing just a few feet from her.

"And if | chose to remain like this," Alex spun slowly, the magnet of temptation challenging the
smaller woman to a re-enactment of the past hour.

Samantha closed her eyes and slowly shook her head, continuing toward the kitchen. "No, Alex.
It's show-time and | mean movie show-time, not Alex show-and-touch-time. You can have a
repeat a little later, but right now my stomach is insisting on sustenance."

"Well, if you're going to be a party pooper . . ."

"Nightshirt, my darling, then you can put the movie in if you want, and get it past all those damn
previews and commercials, please."

Ten minutes later they were sitting in front of the television, eating and watching the first of the
films Samantha had picked out.

The pizza box was soon empty, as were a few bottles of beer. Night was beginning to seep into
early morning as the lover's snuggled, partially reclining on the comfortable sofa with Samantha
snuggled between Alex's strong, muscular legs, her back to the taller woman, and her head
resting cozily on her lover's chest. Rainbow had made a nest for herself on the pillow that had
been thrown on the floor next to the couch, and the little family of three was all tucked in for the
evening.

As the credits began to roll, signifying the conclusion the first movie, true to her word, Samantha
insisted it was popcorn time. She pleaded with Alex to sit through "just one more" when the
lanky brunette had wearily suggested they call it a morning and go to bed.

In actuality, Alex knew she would never make it through a second film, she had barely made it
through the first. Her parents had probably never taken her to a 'double feature' because neither
the girl she had been nor the woman she had become was in the least bit interested in movies;
physical activities had always been far more appealing and her views on the subject had not
altered through time. She would rather be on the volleyball court or in a martial arts competition
than sitting quietly in a dark room with people play acting on the screen. But for Samantha, she
would try her damnedest to stay awake.

As the second film began, it was Alex’s turn to get comfortable. They traded positions and Sam
extended the recliner at the end of the sofa to enable her to stretch out her legs, allowing ample
room for Alex’s head to rest in the welcoming lap. Caressing fingers gently massaged the scalp
under thick dark hair, occasionally extending to the taller woman's neck and shoulders. Within
minutes Alex drifted off, stirring only when Samantha fidgeted. She had been in a rather long
stretch of sleep when suddenly the small blonde jerked and let out a gasp.



"What? What's wrong? Did you hear something?" Alex panicked in reaction to Samantha's
utterance and quick movement.

Samantha looked down into blinking, sleep filled eyes - eyes that had widened with alarm as the
abruptly awakened sleeper started to get up.

"Down girl!" Samantha grinned at her disheveled lover. "You've been asleep, haven't you? I
thought the idea was to watch the film together? This is a horror movie and . . ."

"I'm sorry, Honey, | just got so damn comfortable lying here with you rubbing my head . . ."
"It's okay, Alex, the movie's not that good anyway. Come on it's really late, let's go to bed.”
"Are you sure, I'll try to stay wake until the end if you want to watch it."

"Nah, I'd rather snuggle than get scared.” She nudged a now hesitant Alex, who was displaying a
guilty conscious, to get up.

Great, now you've done it . . . up until this point there was every indication that she would go
along with whatever you had planned for tomorrow - rather today, but now . . . now you went
and fell asleep when you were supposed to be watching a movie with her! "Just great,” she
mumbled almost inaudibly.

"Did you say something, Alex?"
"I said . . . you're just great for not getting mad at me for falling asleep.”

"Don't be silly. It's just a stupid movie. At least you were there for something to hold onto."”
Samantha threw a loving glance in Alex's direction as she carted the popcorn bowl and glasses
into the kitchen. "You go ahead in, I'll be right there."

"Okay, I'll turn off the TV and VCR."

Normally Alex would have had no problem staying awake, but the combination of sun, ocean,
fun and making love, topped off with food and beer, and followed by nestling and a massage -
who wouldn't have fallen asleep? She came out of the bathroom just as Samantha entered the
bedroom. Sam hadn't noticed the slogan on Alex's nightshirt earlier in the evening when she had
first put it on, but it now struck her as rather humorous.

"I don't believe you're wearing a shirt that states, 'l Don't Do Mornings'." The small blonde burst
into laughter.

"Is that ever the wrong shirt for you! You need one that states, 'l Don't Do Nights'. The one you
have on ought to be my shirt!"



"You know," Alex replied, taking the shirt off and carrying it over to her lover. "You are
absolutely right."”

Night had always been Sam's favorite part of the day and now, standing in their bedroom with a
stark-naked Alex bewitching her, an oversized T-shirt dangling from the long outstretched arm,
that thought rang truer than ever before. If there was anything on the young blonde's mind as she
ran her eyes leisurely down the full length of her lover's voluptuous body, it certainly wasn't
sleep.

Ignoring the proffered piece of clothing, she stepped closer to the tall beauty and trailed her
fingers down the well-defined muscles of the extended arm.

Alex dropped the nightshirt and bent to grasp the hem of Samantha'’s shirt as she pulled it up over
the smaller woman's head. She drew Samantha close to her and nuzzled her face into the golden
crown, taking in the sweet fragrance that was typically Samantha.

Never losing touch they walked over to the bed, and for the second time that day, or rather the
first time that morning, lost themselves in a world of sense, touch, passion and love. Speed was a
word that belonged in this world about as much as sleep did. Alex made love to Samantha, who
in turn made love to Alex, who reciprocated yet another time before totally exhausting her lover.
Tears of joy ran down the smaller woman's face as she searched for the words to express her

feelings. "By the Gods Alex, | love you," was probably the first complete sentence Samantha had
uttered in over an hour.

"I love you too, my Destiny." Alex retorted as she kissed away the happy tears and rolled onto
her back, giving Samantha room to get into her favorite position.

"Alex, you make me feel marvelous. | wonder if everyone who's in love feels this way."

"Speaking of other people . . ." Alex interjected, quickly changing the subject, " . . . how would
you like to go to a party tomorr. . . today?"

"What kind of party?"
"A Labor Day party, remember . . . the holiday?"
"Right. Who's giving the party?

"Angel, she figured Sunday would be better than Monday so people wouldn't be going to work
with hangovers, she . . ."

"When did she ask you, Alex?"
"Oh, Samantha . . . she invited Us on Friday, while you were busy putting up decorations."

"And you waited until Sunday morning to discuss it with me?"



"You know, I could have sworn we just finished making love and now . . ."

"Alex, why didn't you ask me sooner?"

The taller woman sighed, a slight grimace forming on her face. "Because, Samantha, | was afraid
of having This conversation. Look, I didn't know how to say no, so I kind of promised we'd make
an appearance. She even invited Marcy and her friend up from San Diego. | know you don't
really like Angel, but . . ."

"If you know that, then why did you accept?"

"Because | think it would be good for you and Angel to associate with each other outside the
Center for a change. Tell you what, if you're not having fun after . . . oh, after an hour, then we'll
thank Angel for inviting us and leave."

"Alex..."

"Come on Samantha, be a sport. What's an hour? | sat through two movies tonight for you."

"No, actually you didn't. You sat through one and perhaps half of another.”

"But. .. I was willing to sit through both of them." Alex gave her a pouting look, her blue eyes
taking on a sad puppy-like appearance.

"Well . . . I will admit you've done you damnedest to do everything right up to this point today so
| would have no recourse . . ."

"That's not fair, Samantha.” Alex objected. "This entire day was not built around asking you that
question.” But she smiled realizing that part of what her angel was saying was absolutely true. A
lifetime of dealing with Sam was not going to be easy, but it would always be interesting.

The lunar light captured the sparkle in green eyes as Samantha smiled up at her lover. "Okay,
Alex . .. one hour and if I'm miserable . . . we leave . . . deal?"

"Absolutely!"
Alex squeezed Samantha tight, a sigh of relief whistling through her pursed lips.
"Oh, come on - it wasn't that difficult, now was it?"

"No, I confess, | was too anxious to ask earlier, | didn't want to argue with you, but waiting only
made it more complex as the day went on.” Azure eyes stared up at the ceiling. "You know,
Samantha, I've never before had the least bit of turmoil when | wanted to, or thought I should do
something. This is probably the first time I've ever felt as though | am not totally in control of
my life . . . I don't mean that in a bad way, just that things feel really different when you stop and
consider someone else's feelings all the time."



"I'm sorry if | made asking about going to the party a chore, Alex. I'll try to give her a second . .

Alex looked down and tenderly tilted Samantha's face so their eyes would meet. "It's just that all
of my life, even when | thought I was in love with someone, if there was something | wanted to
do - what they wanted always came second. With you my priorities are reversed." She kissed
Sam gently, "I love you more than you know."

"I love you, too, Alex. Today was fabulous.” She paused trying to gather her thoughts before
speaking again. "You know... the wall that stands between my dad and me has actually been
years in the making. | never wanted to face that before. Cassie's little episode only hastened a
situation that was well on its way to happening, and our love was merely the last brick to be
mortared into place. | haven't wanted to face that or to even talk about it and you've given me the
space I've needed to heal. You don't know how much | appreciate that, Alex."”

The dark woman started to speak but Samantha gently hushed her. "I actually did some writing
today, thanks to your taking my journal down to the beach. I need to thank you for that." Her
eyes teared as she thought about the release she had felt when some of her thoughts became
viewable. She swallowed the lump that had suddenly appeared in her throat.

Alex wiped away a tear as it trickled down the angelic face. "You don't have to thank me,
Samantha, I .. ."

"Yes...yes | do, Alex. I've never had to face a pain like the one Cassandra set into motion. Not
that | wouldn't have had to face it sooner or later, but she forced the situation to an untimely
eruption.”

Alex started to place her fingers on Samantha's mouth to quiet the words that brought tears, and
to stop the pain from spewing forth from lips that had just seconds ago been speaking of their
day in the sun and evening of fun.

Samantha grasped the strong, yet gentle hand of her lover and kissed it. "No, Alex. | need to say
this. None of what I'm saying negates one second of the time we spent together today. Actually,
it intensifies it. I've never had anyone to share my truly intimate feelings with before, my writing
has always been my solace - now | have you, as well."

She buried her head deep in her lover's chest. A barely audible, "I love you, my hero," escaped
from her lips.

"I love you, too, Samantha. We have a busy day ahead of us; | think some sleep would do us
both a lot of good." She tenderly kissed the top of her lover's head. "Sweet dreams, Samantha."

"Sweet dreams to you, too, Alex."

Continued in Part 2.
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Chapter 2

For the third time in fifteen minutes, Alex shook the sleeping blonde, her patience beginning to
wear a bit thin.

"Samantha, it's almost 10 and we have to be at Angel's by noon."

"What time does it start?" Samantha whined, not opening her eyes to avoid being bombarded
with sunshine. "Do we have to be the first ones there?"

"It's starts at noon and | hate being late."



Another nasally whine was heard coming from the direction of pouting lips. "Haven't you ever
heard of being ‘fashionably late'?"

"As a matter-of-fact | grew up with people all around me who felt that ‘fashionably late' was the
only way to attend a function and that the party would not be complete until their announced
arrival, when all eyes could turn and admire them."

The vindictive tone to her lover's voice jolted the small blonde to a seated position, verdant eyes
opened wide for a second as she stared at the dark beauty before her in disbelief.

"What in Tartarus . . ."

"I'm sorry, Samantha," Alex shook her head. "Bad flash-back." She leaned over the bed and
placed a hand on Samantha's shoulder. "Listen, Angel invited Marcy and her guest on my behalf.
Marcy is usually pretty much always on time and the party starts at noon . . ."

Ignoring the urgency in Alex’s voice, Samantha flashed back to the ‘fashionably late' statement.
"All what people did you grow up around? You make it sound like you were some kind of
debutante.” Squinting green slits barely focused in the direction of the contralto voice.

"Samantha Renee Riley, I don't think now is the time to discuss my childhood or my
adolescence! If you really don't want to go, I'm not going to fight with you. But I'll tell you right
now, | have to make an appearance.” She turned and started to walk toward the living room.

"Wait! Okay . . . okay . .. | get the picture. I'm up." Rolling off the bed, she stood, shielding her
eyes in a display of mock sun blindness. "Point me in the direction of the shower and push."
Levity always seemed to put the smile back on Alex's face and this try was no exception.

"I've already showered so tell you what . . . while you're getting ready I'll make an on-the-run
breakfast. We need to stop and get some ice, whatever it is you want to drink and some un-
burgers - I'm sure they won't have them at the party."

A hollow sounding reply echoed from the bathroom, "Okay, I'll only be a few minutes."

A few minutes was an understatement when it came to how long it was actually going to take
Samantha to get ready. From the vicinity of the bedroom Alex could hear various moans and
groans of displeasure, followed by drawers being opened and closed. Sam seemed to be having a
difficult time deciding what it was she wanted to wear. Finally an exasperated Alex tore into the
bedroom.

"What is your problem, Samantha? This is not the most important social event of the season and
you've never had trouble dressing yourself before."

"I always have a problem picking out clothes, this time it's just more noticeable. | don't want to
look frumpy."



Irritation transformed into laughter. "That's ludicrous, Samantha! | never in my wildest
imaginings dreamed you would react like this."

"React like what?" Samantha spit back at her, taking offense to the flippancy Alex was applying
to the situation. "You think I'm ludicrous because | want to look good?"

"What's ludicrous is that you could even begin to imagine yourself as looking ‘frumpy'. So . . .
tell me . . .what's the real problem?" Alex arched an eyebrow, her smile disappeared and she
stared intently at the blonde standing in front of her. "The truth, Samantha.”

"I just want to look . . ."

"No, no, no. There's more to it than that. What the Hell is wrong with you?" Alex's voice raised
an octave in tone. "This is so unlike you, Samantha."”

"Okay, okay. I guess I just want to look better than Angel will . . . there . . . I said it. Does that
make you happy?" Involuntary tears began to fill the sea-green eyes and spill down the small
woman's cheeks.

"Samantha . . . Honey . . . what can you be thinking? You don't have to compete with Angel.
Come here." Alex took the smaller woman into her arms, soothingly stroking her head. "There's
no competition Samantha, none. Don't put yourself through this and don't put me through it." She
tilted her lover's head for their eyes to meet. "Would it help if | swore to you that Angel is not
even my 'type'?"

"Could you swear that?"

"Could 1?7 Damn Samantha. Do | need to add courses in self-confidence to our agenda here at the
Center? Absolutely I could swear that Angel is not my type. Go!" She turned the blonde around
and marched her into the bathroom. "Look in the mirror!" Standing regally behind her partner,
she continued, "Look - see that pale face in the mirror, the one dotted with angel kisses? See the
soft green eyes and hair the color of sunshine?"

"Y - e -s." Samantha slowly responded.

"That's my type! | see no dark eyes, no dark hair, and no olive-colored skin looking back at me.
But it is most definitely the face of an angel - My Irish Angel.” She turned the sobbing woman
back around and held her closely. "Do | really need to say anything more?"

"You could say, 'Samantha wipe your stupid face and get ready or we'll be late'." The sparkle
was back in the brilliant green eyes as the last of the tears dried on her face.

"I don't have to say it, you already did." Alex kissed the woman she wanted to spend the rest of
her life with and hoped to the Goddess that someday Samantha would trust completely that she
meant what she said. She knew she had to take into consideration that this was Samantha’s first
intimate relationship and a life-changing one at that. She even realized there would be various



stages the newly outed lesbian would probably go through. Nevertheless, she hated playing these
‘do you really love me games'. She played them what seemed like a lifetime ago and there was no
desire to have a rerun.

Before walking out of the bedroom Alex opened one of Samantha's drawers, and picked out a
daisy print camisole, she opened another and got a pair of white linen shorts. The self-appointed
clothing coordinator threw the apparel on the bed and voiced in the direction of the bathroom,
"Your clothing is laid out, Madame. I'll meet you downstairs in the garage."

Minutes later, Samantha walked into the garage to find Alex checking water, oil, and washer
levels.

"Guess | need to take her in for a checkup before we drive down to Mom’s."

"That's always a good idea before taking a trip," Samantha agreed.

"You ready?"

"Yeah, thanks to the help of my wardrobe mistress."

"Okay, let's get started."

Food and beverage shopping didn't take very long and Alex pulled the Boxster up in front of
Angel's studio apartment by 11:57. She grabbed the cooler containing the ice, drinks and un-
burgers out of the trunk, while Samantha retrieved the canvas bag holding their swimsuits,
sunscreen, and towels.

"Are you satisfied, Alex? We're made it here before noon."

A long tanned arm reached out and encompassed the waist of the questioner. The tall woman
bent down and whispered softly into a perfectly shaped ear. "I'm happy we're here early. I'm
overjoyed there's a smile on your face. And, in case you don't realize it, you look beautiful."
Samantha tingled as her body began to react to the gentle touch of her lover's breath. "If you
keep that up, you can just go say hi and bye at the same time, because we'll need to go home so
you can finish what you're starting." A broad grin appeared as the blonde turned her head to look
into playful blue eyes. "This little gathering has exactly one hour to make me glad I showed up,
right?"

"Indubitably! You're not in a party mood one hour from this very minute and we're outta here."

Offering Samantha her free arm the two strolled up to the door.

Three feet from the apartment door, they could already hear the music. There was no doubt it
was going to be a rowdy affair. The welcome sign on the door bid the guests to "Come On In."



Once inside the women realized that they may have been on time, but they were not the first
arrivals. There was a couple standing over by the CD player sifting through the albums and
another in the kitchen. Through the back door Samantha spotted Angel out on the deck,
seemingly talking to yet another guest. Alex deposited the cooler in the kitchen area and the two
went outside to greet their hostess.

"Hey, glad you two could make it." Angel stated as she helped a friend move one of the tables to
the edge of the deck to make extra room. The small dark-skinned woman looked as though she
had been taking advantage of the flexible hours she was keeping at the Center lately. Most of the
therapy clients were arriving either early in the morning and or early in the evening. Samantha
noted that the woman's olive-skin was obviously darker than it was a month ago. Angel had no
qualms about showing off her shapely figure; she sported only the top of her bathing suit and a
pair of faded cutoffs. The petite Italian motioned the two new arrivals over to meet her friend.

"Alex, Samantha - this is Joey, she's up here with Lisa and Jake who are in the kitchen."

Introductions were acknowledged all around as the two from the kitchen made their way out onto
the deck. Having reloaded the CD player, the other couple also came out to join the little group.
Not being very good at small talk, Alex felt this was as good a time as any to go get a beer and to
bring back a wine cooler for Sam.

By the time Alex got back with the drinks, Samantha was engrossed in a literary conversation
with Stella, who was doing her graduate work in journalism at San Diego State. They were still
talking and sitting on the steps that lead down to the beach when Marcy and her new girl, Von
arrived. Sam graciously excused herself from Stella and went to join Alex with her old friend.
More than an hour passed and Samantha was having no regrets about letting Alex talk her into
coming to the party.

Angel didn't seem to be hanging as closely around Alex as Samantha feared she would, although
she did notice the small dark woman staring in Alex's direction from time to time. Of course she
needed to take into account that she, herself, was constantly glancing over at Angel.

By 2 o'clock the party was in full swing, between the music and new acquaintances, Samantha
had pretty much forgotten about her earlier trepidation. On the other hand, boredom was setting
in with one particular, not exceptionally conversational, dark-haired beauty.

"Does anyone other than me think the sand needs a few visitors?" Alex looked around at the
bodies peopling the deck. "Volleyball anyone?*"

Marcy was the first to respond. "Volleyball sounds great. Hey, Angel, you got a net?"

"Sure do, just a sec and I'll go get it." The small Italian headed off, beer in hand to retrieve the
equipment.



Alex darted inside and donned her swimming suit then made sure there was a drink in
Samantha's hand before making her way down to the beach to help set up the net and block off
the bounds.

Samantha and a few of the less athletic types offered to stock one of the coolers with a variety of
the drinks scattered around the kitchen and bring it down to the beach.

In her own element the dark-haired Amazon towered above the rest and out shined them all. She
and Marcy were picked to be the captains of opposing teams. As they began dividing the women
into teams, Alex did her best not to choose Angel, but it was fairly obvious that the small woman
wanted to be on her bosses' squad. Alex didn't want to intentionally hurt the younger woman's
feelings. She gave Samantha an "it's out of my hands" look and picked the Italian as her last
player.

There was no doubt that Alex was in one of her favorite environments as the game began.
Samantha watched with pride as her lover served and scored numerous times, obviously one of
the best players in the match. She found herself mesmerized, watching the way Alex's muscles
rippled as she moved fluidly across the sand. The small blonde had not thought it possible that a
human could jump as high or as quickly as her Alex did when she blocked serve after serve. Her
grace was unmatched by any of the other players, whether she was jumping or squatting to
retrieve and send the ball to its final destination back over the net.

"You Go Alex!" Sam yelled occasionally when a particularly difficult shot was accomplished.

Sporadically, the tall dark-haired figure would glance over at the sidelines and smile in
Samantha's direction or shoot one hand high in the air with a short wave before returning her
attention to the game.

Even though she preferred being a spectator, Samantha was sure she would have been just as
good a player as Angel. The fact was she didn't want her relationship with Alex to become one of
competition. She liked the yin/yang tone of their coupling, more of - player/spectator,
therapist/paper pusher, cynic/dreamer, reader/writer. There were areas in which they were equal,
but each having her own strong points made for a blend of the two distinct personalities, as
opposed to being carbon copies of each other.

She cheered again as Alex hit a difficult spike back at Marcy who was a near match in expertise
on the other side of the net. The game ended and it was decided the time had come to pay the
ocean a little visit.

"Samantha, go get your suit on, Hon, I'm hot,” Alex announced, sweat dripping from her ebony
hair and streaking down her face, her tanned arms glistening in the afternoon sun.

"You sure are, but | could take care of that . . ." the small blonde answered grinning.

"I'm certain you could, but not Here and not Now," the tall beauty smiled back.



Samantha ran over and handed her lover a beer before climbing the stairs back into the house to
change into her bathing suit.

While Samantha was gone, Alex decided to do some people studying, it seemed Angel invited
quite a diverse group of friends to this little Labor Day affair. The display of tattoos adorning the
bodies of the women present showed a variance in lifestyles, which ranged from militant
feminists to surfer gals. She wondered where in the scheme of things Angel placed herself. More
than one couple so far arrived on a Harley Davidson and to the opposite extreme, there was an
old Woody parked at the end of the street nearest to the beach with surfboards strapped on the
roof.

Several surf and body boards were scattered around in the sand near the deck stairs. Alex picked
up two of the smaller boards, found the owners and asked permission to use them.

When Samantha came down the steps and back onto the beach she spotted Alex sitting alone,
staring out at the ocean, two colorful body boards resting on her lap.

"Whatcha got there, Hon?" Samantha asked as she tapped her lover on the shoulder.
"Body boards, ever ridden one?"

"Can't say that | have - lakes don't have waves and | don't think there's really any use for them
without surf."

"Nobody likes a smart ass Samantha.” Alex smiled, handing one of the boards to the small
blonde. "Here, it's time for your first lesson. These are easy to learn on - | think | got my first
board when | was about four."

"What did you do, learn to swim in the womb?" Sam asked sarcastically.

"Practically,” Alex admitted. "We did the 'mommy and me' thing in the pool before I learned to
walk."

"Damn - | thought I was kidding," Samantha admitted.

"Backfired, huh?" Alex smiled down at the bewildered face of her lover. "Southern Californians
- surf is in our blood! Come on Samantha, let's get some sunscreen on those pale shoulders of
yours and then go have some fun."

Samantha brought a sun-block that allowed some tanning, so she could acquire at least the
semblance of a tan before the summer faded into autumn. She was beginning to get a complex as
she looked around at all the golden-brown bodies and realized that she now lived in one of the
sunshine states and should probably stop looking like death warmed over. A mental note was
etched on her memory to suggest to Alex that they start spending more time on the beach during
the daylight hours, before this Indian Summer faded into Fall.



Alex generously applied the sun lotion to lightly freckled shoulders but refused to allow
Samantha to do the same on hers.

"Don't need that stuff. I never burn,” were her final words on the subject.
"If you burn . . ." Samantha began to protest.
"If | burn, I'll suffer. Trust me, Samantha, | won't burn."

That conversation ended, it was time to head for the water. Alex hadn't been surfing in years and
was looking forward to experiencing, again, the thrill that the sport always afforded her. Instead
of spending time talking about what to do with the boards, she handed the more colorful of the
two to Sam and motioned for the blonde to follow her into the ocean. Samantha was a quick
study and soon the two of them were body surfing the waves into shore.

Alex would have never acknowledged the fact that she enjoyed showing off for her lover and
was secretly smiling deep within when Samantha, using her coquettish demeanor, coaxed the
native Californian into showing her some real surfing. Alex put up a convincing front of not
wanting to be the center of attention, but eventually did Samantha's bidding and demonstrated
some of the skills that immediately returned to her the minute she mounted the board. The small
blonde sat on her own board and watched in awe as her partner illustrated how to surf with both
knees on the board and then did an exhibition consisting of a variety of drop knee positions with
graceful agility. Alex encouraged Sam to follow along, full body on her own board, and ride the
waves along with her to their breaking point near the shoreline.

Surfing always fascinated the Washingtonian but the ocean was never in close enough proximity
to warrant proficiency in saltwater sports. As a teenager she water skied and had even been
pulled behind a boat on a boogie board, but actually riding the waves was an entirely new
experience. On the other hand, Alex never ceased to amaze her with the dark woman's expertise
in everything she ever seemed to undertake. Sam loved watching the tall, tanned, muscular body
of her lover as she choreographed a performance with the small board, on top of the water, riding
the crest of the waves to shore.

While the two women were busy playing in the surf, one of the other guests came running out of
the apartment, Frisbee in hand and began tossing it at the swimmers. Alex and Sam put the
boards on shore and swam back into the water to join in the ocean to shore Frisbee competition
that was soon underway as the Labor Day weekend party continued.

Pleasantly worn out from swimming, surfing, and competing, the duo came out of the salt water
and plopped down on the towels Alex had spread out on the beach earlier, while waiting for
Samantha to change clothes and join her.

"I have to admit I'm having a good time." The small blonde confessed as they positioned
themselves side-by-side on the warm towels. "Do you realize that this is my first honest to
goodness lesbian party?"



"And, does it pass with your approval?" Alex smiled, putting a strong, wet arm around the waist
of her lover.

"Most definitely. | feel safe here and there aren't the ego battles of the males, so that part's really
nice."

Alex laughed and drew Samantha closer, whispering in her ear, "Oh, Honey, you are an
innocent; just wait until some of these dykes get a few too many beers and shots under their
belts. I guarantee you'll hear the shit hit the fan more than once before we leave. Also, never let
yourself feel too safe -- these aren't angels, just women and those who are not attached, may very
well be looking to pick a rose, even if it's from someone else's garden."

IIAIeX . .II

"Seriously, Samantha, these gals are no different than the guys. When drinking gets the best of
them and they've absorbed more than they can handle, mark my word - they may even be worse.
And always remember that people are people when it comes to looking for love."

"Speaking of inexcusable behavior . . ."

Alex sat up laughing. "Did | say that the behavior was inexcusable? Human maybe, but
inexcusable?"

"Alex, get serious . . . | want to thank you for squelching my temper tantrum this morning; I'm
more than a little ashamed of the way | acted.”

"Consider it forgotten."
"No, seriously, | shouldn't have . . ."

"I said it was forgotten, we're at a party - remember?" Alex leaned over and kissed Samantha on
the cheek.

The small blonde's nostrils flared as she caught the odor of a flaming barbecue and decided it
was a good time for subject changing. "You must be starving after all the physical energy you've
expended today. You want something to eat?"

"Is that a loaded question?" Sparkling azure eyes looked deeply into her lover's face, she arched
an inquisitive brow, a slight smile forming as she licked her lips.

"You're impossible,” Samantha gently swatted at the still damp body next to her.

"You wouldn't have me any other way," Alex continued to smile as she shook her dense ebony
hair, spraying salt water everywhere.

"You're right, | wouldn't, but do you want to eat some real food or not?"



"Sure, if that's the only choice I have. Then | want to just lay here next to you, enjoy the scenery
and relax for a while.”

"Or dance?" the blonde prompted.
"Relax for a while."
"Join a sing-along." Sam tried to teasingly coerce.

"I do believe I said Relax for a while." She reclined her long body back onto the towel, closing
her eyes.

"I'll be right back, Alex."

"I'll be right here, Samantha.”

*khhkkkhkhkkkhkkhkkhkkikkhkkikkikikikk

Music blared on the semi-private beach and there seemed to be an inexhaustible supply of liquor
and food as the group of women ate, drank, danced, talked, and played well into the evening.

True to Alex's words, as the evening continued Samantha began hearing snippets of arguments.
Tempers began to flare and jealousy reared her ugly head, as some of the party participants
started to show signs of having had a little too much of the nectar of the Gods.

Marcy and Von left a little after nine, begging away because of the ride home, but promising to
come back for a more personal visit to the warehouse in the not too distant future. The remainder
of the crowd seemed to be die-hard party animals.

It was close to midnight when Alex turned and requested they call it an evening. "I'm getting a
little old for these all nighters. Samantha, what do you say we call it quits and retire to the cliff?"

"One slow dance and then we can leave, okay?"
"Ah, Samantha, I'm really rather tired, can't we skip the dancing?"

"Sure, we can skip the dancing after all we did so much together today. Let me think: you played
volleyball and I played cheerleader; you threw the Frisbee and I watched; you tried your strength
with arm wrestling while | cheered you on; then there was the tug of war that your team won, me
| was - encouraging you. Of course we did swim, drink, eat, and relax together as | was quite
exhausted after all my efforts. Gee, ya know, | hadn't realized just how much I'd done today . . .
on second thought . . ." sarcasm landed on astonished ears, "about the dancing . . . never mind."
She turned and began to walk back up toward the apartment.



A powerful grip enveloped her arm and spun her back around. "I think they're playing our song."”
Alex tilted her head toward the music as the first song they ever danced to began playing over
the speakers. "Must be an omen."

Samantha looked up into penetrating blue velvet eyes. In an instant her anger melted and she
found herself gliding in the warm sand, swept up in the arms of love.

The spell was broken halfway through the song when Samantha felt an irritating tap on her
shoulder. Looking around she came face-to-face with their hostess.

"May | cut in?" Angel asked with a smile.
"I don't believe so," came the reply, also with a smile, as Samantha continued her dance.
The tapping resumed, "I think the polite thing to do would be to let me cut in."”

"I think not, Angel. I've shared Alex all | intend to today, this is my dance and I plan to finish it,
if you don't mind."

Angel glared at the small blonde and stomped off in the direction of the apartment, mumbling
something under her breath.

Alex pulled Samantha ever closer, "I do believe you handled that very nicely,"” she whispered
into the small ear, concluding the sentence with a nibble.

Sam grinned in spite of her vexation. "I can hold the Irish in tow, when | want to." She tilted her
head to receive a soft kiss. "I love you Alex."

"I love you too, Samantha. The song's over, now can we go?"
"Sure can."

After the dancing incident with Angel, Samantha was more than ready to leave. She didn't want
the small confrontation to get escalated into something more than it was, but she also didn't want
to be rude, so they walked back through the apartment to say goodbye to all the new women
they'd been introduced to during the day.

Alex's intuition would have faired better for them when she suggested that they simply walk
from the beach to the car and drive home, but Samantha insisted on the formal farewells. The
small studio apartment was filled to overflowing with women. Samantha couldn't believe that so
many traveled over an hour just to attend a party. The small Italian must have been known for
her parties for the crowd continued to grow, even after the sun disappeared into the ocean.

"Alex, is it customary for these parties to turn into sleep-overs?” Sam looked around to see that
some of the women had already made themselves quite comfortable on the beach with blankets,
while others curled up on the porch.



"Most of them don't work tomorrow and are really in no shape to be driving all the way back to
San Diego. The safest thing would be to camp on the beach, the porch or the back deck,” Alex
concluded. More than a few of the guests already showed signs of fun, sun, beach and booze
exhaustion, but the party was still going strong.

They continued to slowly work their way toward the front door, stopping along the way for
goodbye hugs and kisses from new friends who offered phone numbers and e-mail addresses.
Samantha was quickly learning the social customs of the American lesbian. She whispered to
Alex that she had never seen a more kissy-face group of people, to which Alex laughed and
replied, "Yeah, | grew up with kisses and hugs all the way around for every welcome and every
goodbye. I guess it makes us feel more like family and close to each other. It's a ritual.”

It seemed as though they were going to escape without having to say goodbye to Angel. They
made it to the front porch and were just beginning to descend the stairs leading to the sidewalk
when the slightly slurred voice of their hostess came ringing through the partially open front
door.

"You're not leaving without saying goodbye are you, Alex?" Angel was standing, swaying
precariously, seemingly holding up the door entrance.

"We wouldn't think of it," Alex lied. "We asked about you inside but someone mentioned you
went back down to the beach so . . ."

"Noooo. I was in the . . . little girl's room. But . . . I'm out now!" She slowly approached the
couple, never taking her eyes off the tall brunette.

"Samantha and | had a great time, Angel, thanks. We'll see you bright and early Tuesday
morning." Alex placed her hand on Sam's shoulder in an attempt to continue moving toward the
car.

"Hey! You're not getting away that easily."

Alex turned back to face the inebriated hostess just as Angel stumbled, tripping close to the top
of the stairs. It was more than obvious that the small Italian had consumed more than her fair
share of liquid entertainment. She was losing her balance and beginning to fall when Alex, being
on the second step down, reached up and caught her at the waist. Angel's arms flew around
Alex's neck.

"I just wanted to say Happy Labor Day." The small woman slurred, looking directly at Alex,
while totally ignoring the chill in the deep blue eyes and the arrows being discharged from the
green eyes of the woman standing next to her. Suddenly and without hesitation, Angel's mouth
collided with unsuspecting lips as she planted a kiss that was not meant as a simple goodbye
between friends.

Out of the corner of her eye Alex could see the blood rushing to Samantha's face while the
blonde blushed in anger. Caught totally unaware Samantha stared into clear blue eyes,



formulating a verbal response to what she had just viewed. She opened her mouth to speak when
Alex shook her head no. With a questioning look to her lover Samantha reluctantly closed her
mouth and watched as the scene played out.

Trying her best not to injure the intoxicated woman, Alex pulled away from the kiss and began to
pry loose the arms still in a vice-like grip around her neck. Suddenly, a better solution came to
mind. "Don't say anything, Samantha," she pleaded. "Stay put. I'll be right back, Honey, |
promise."”

Allowing Angel to keep her strangle hold on her neck, Alex proceeded to put an arm on the back
of the wobbling knees as she picked the small woman up. Long, muscular legs took the stairs
two at a time, carrying a befuddled Angel in her arms. At the end of the steps she turned to the
right and headed back toward the beach, never uttering a word to the woman in her arms. Within
minutes she was standing at the ocean's edge.

"Alex," Angel mumbled, ignoring the situation she was in, and in her drunken grog she could
have cared less where the final destination of the jaunt would be. "I think I'm in love with you."

The intense glare was lost on incoherent eyes. "I'm not even going to acknowledge that Angel,
but I sincerely hope you remember some of this in the morning.”

Still holding Angel in her arms, Alex kicked off her sandals and walked into the ocean until the
water was lapping at her knees.

"I don't Ever expect to have this sort of confrontation with you again, Angel. And if you don't
intend apologize to Samantha for this poor display of behavior the next time you see her, then
my advice to you is to start looking for another job."

Dark eyes widened as Angel took in her surroundings and began to realize what her boss had in
mind. "Um, Alex . .. what the fuck . . ."

"Shut up Angel! I don't want to be bothered with nonsense like this ever again, do you
understand?" Not waiting for an answer she continued, "You and Samantha will get along or you
will be gone. You need to sober up Angel and grow up while you're at it." With one arm still
under the smaller woman's legs, Alex used her free hand to pry loose Angel's grip on her neck,
she then casually dropped the intoxicated woman into the ocean and stood there long enough to
make sure she was okay.

Women began coming out of the apartment to see what all the commotion was about, yet no one
was foolish enough to try to intervene or confront the obviously angry Alex. The gathering
crowd kept a safe distance behind the two figures silhouetted in the midnight moon glow. Not
until Angel began thrashing and cursing in the cool surf did a few of her friends venture closer.
Alex turned and looked first toward the street until she spotted Samantha's golden hair
shimmering in the moonlight, only after she spotted her love did she then address the small
group assembled on the beach.



"I suggest that someone make This One a pot of black coffee," she pointed down to the
sputtering woman, "and keep her away from the alcohol. She's going to feel like a piece of shit in
the morning as it is." Heads shook and mumbles resonated through the air but no one stepped
forward. Alex was becoming impatient and anxious to get back to Samantha. "Will someone
make sure she gets back to the house okay?"

Receiving their cue that it was okay to participate, a couple of the women simultaneously agreed
to take care of the wet drunk and began walking into the cool surf to retrieve their friend.

Alex gave an affirmative nod, mumbled a goodbye, and without looking back began running
toward the Porsche, ignoring a ranting Angel who was still flailing in the chilly water.

"I'm so sorry that happened tonight Samantha,"” Alex vocalized before she was even within
touching distance.

"Like it was your fault she got sloppy drunk.” Samantha quickly closed the gap between the two
of them and put a finger up to the apologizing lips. "Don't be ridiculous, Alex. Your only
misdeed is being beautiful. Guess | am going to have to live with the fact that there are people,
who would go to any length to seduce you. People who would, as you said, try to pick someone
else's flowers." She tried her best to make light of a situation that was tearing her apart inside.

"I wasn't talking about me when | said that, Samantha, | was talking about . . ."
"I know, I know, but as it turned out you were the desired target." Samantha countered.
"I'm not that easily seduced,” came the indignant reply.

"Oh, but my darling, I beg to differ with you." A mischievous smile played on the lips of the
small blonde as she wrapped her arms around her lover's waist.

"Maybe | should reword that, I'm not that easily seduced by just anybody, especially not by a
drunk.” Alex nodded back toward the ocean.

"And I'm very happy about that. So, what do you say we get your desirable butt home where it
belongs?"

"Yeah, let's go home." She opened the car door and waited for Samantha to get in, then closed it
tightly and walked around to her own side, shaking her head at the thought of the scenario that
just finished playing out.

Quiet thoughts shared the ride back to the cliff-house with the lovers. Alex kept mulling the
incident over in her mind, wondering if she had given the slightest indication that she was the
least bit interested in Angel as anything other than a friend and co-worker. Reaching the
conclusion that she hadn't, the next question was whether or not a working relationship was
going to be feasible after tonight's fiasco. She glanced over at her lover whose flaxen hair
glistened as the moon showered her in night beams; she would never do anything to jeopardize



the love they shared. Angel was a great assistant, but if it became necessary, she could still be
replaced.

Samantha was lost in a world of her own. Try as she might to have contempt for the small Italian
who just ruined the ending to a beautiful day, she felt nothing for her but pity. There was no
doubt that Angel was not in Alex's favor and Sam no longer felt the fear of losing her lover to the
small dark woman. Somehow between this morning's tantrum and watching the way Alex
interacted with all the women throughout the day, Samantha's feelings of insecurity turned topsy-
turvy.

The woman who had stolen her heart was beyond beautiful, she was also intelligent, fun, and
athletic. Sam knew she would be a fool to think that heads would not turn when Alex walked
down the street or into a room. What she needed to believe in her own heart was that just because
someone might have a ‘crush’ on Alex, that did not mean the feelings were going to be
reciprocated, and she now believed she believed it. The nipping green-eyed monster receded to a
place so deep within her heart that she could no longer feel its presence. She smiled inwardly and
patted her chest, promising to keep the little troublemaker at bay as much as humanly possible.
Her Irish at times was more likely to control her, than she it, but she would surely try.

"Alex . . ."

"Saman .. ."

"You go ahead."

"No, you first Samantha."”

The blonde smiled and placed a hand on her lover's knee. "Okay, | wanted to let you know that
I'm not mad about what happened tonight. It wasn't your fault Angel got drunk and made a fool
of herself. She's impulsive and bit of a jerk, but I don't want you to fire her. Okay, your turn.”

"Well, you practically negated anything | had to say." Her hand gently covered Samantha's.
"Angel really is a good employee; it's just that | think | was wrong about being able to mix
pleasure with business with her. Maybe we shouldn't socialize with her for a while until she finds
someone else to obsess on." Clicking the garage door opener, she pulled the Porsche in next to
the now seldom used VW. "I don't know about you, but I've had one Helluva day and I'm
exhausted."

"I didn't have to spend it being Ms. all-around sport - but mentally, I'm right up there with ya."
"I'm sorry, Samantha, I didn't mean to neglect you today? | was just trying to be sociable.”
"Don't be silly, it's just that | like to hang on you on our days off and it's a little difficult to do
with a moving target." Samantha intertwined her fingers with the long sinewy ones of her lover.

Actually I was quite proud of you today, Alex. You should have heard what the other 'spectators’
were saying about you." She laughed as they were exiting the car, "You were even being



compared to their prospective mates.” Throwing out her chest in a gesture of mock pride she
continued, "I was the envy of my little group.”

"Samantha, get real!"

"No, I'm telling the truth! Alex you can't, after what . . . 30 years . . . still be ignorant to the effect
you have on people. Your height, your physique, your thick dark hair, your piercing blue eyes . .
. Samantha could swear she almost saw a blush on the beautiful tanned face before Alex turned
to get on the elevator.

"Maybe I'll start to stoop, let my hair get all ratty, wear ugly contactsand . . ."

"And be without a mate," Samantha concluded as she walked into the lift next to Alex and
encircled the tall woman's waist with two loving arms. "I guess it just came to my attention today
what a noteworthy catch you are Alexis Dorian." She placed her head on her lover's chest.

"I feel the same about you," Alex confided, stroking the soft golden hair.

"Nah, I'm just the drink getter,” Samantha looked up and giggled.

"Why don't you run the bath and let me be the 'drink getter'," Alex suggested as the elevator
stopped at the penthouse floor. "1 need to get rid of this salt and gritty feeling."

"Sounds like a deal to me, if you include putting some music on before you come join me."
"You got it."

Once inside the apartment they separated, blonde to the bathroom, brunette to the kitchen.
Constant romantic that she was, Samantha never passed up a chance to elaborate on the obvious.
She added the bubble bath and then proceeded to douse the water with sweet smelling oil,
completing the mood by surrounding the outer rim of the tub with candles. After turning the
lights out she stripped and entered the tub, enjoying the warm water as it caressed her body.
Sounds of a soft sax drifting in from the living room told her Alex was not far away. Samantha
closed her eyes and placed her head on the water pillow, awaiting the arrival of her lover. Warm
breath tickling her face apprised her of Alex's presence a millisecond before she received a
tender Kiss.

"Hi there, mermaid, want some company?" Alex purred.

"I certainly do." Sam sat up and took the offered goblet from her lover's hand, taking a sip and
then placing it beside her on the Jacuzzi's rim. "I was just reminiscing."

"About?"

"About the first time I ever saw you."



"Oh,and..."

"I remember being struck by the fact that you looked so melancholy . . . you broke my heart."
"So you felt sorry for me?"

"Not exactly, I remember thinking how beautiful you were and what a shame it was that you
seemed so lost and alone. | had a hard time keeping from staring at you," Samantha confessed
with a small giggle.

"That's my Samantha, champion to the lost and forgotten."

"Don't be mean."”

"I wasn't being mean - Samantha you have the softest heart I've ever encountered. That's why |
was so confused when you responded to Angel the way you did. It seemed so out of character,
until I realized that even Irish Angels can have a streak of jealously - unwarranted though it

might be."

"Unwarranted! That streak turned out to be anything but unwarranted. Check your short-term
memory. That little episode tonight definitely put validation to my not liking the woman."

"Do you really want to start down that road at this hour?"

"No, I don't want to mention Angel again tonight. Right now it's just you and me time."
Candlelight flickered as variegated green eyes searched the face of her beloved. "Since we're
reliving 'old' memories - what did you think when you first saw me?"

"Actually, I think I may have heard you before I actually saw you . . ."

"What!?"

"Yeah, | remember | was sitting there lost in thought when | think you must have found your first
clam. You yelled something and your voice carried on the wind like that of an excited child. |
was jealous of you and your friend digging in the sand having such a good time. | can remember
how the sun played on your hair making it sparkle like gold. I even thought about coming down
and introducing myself but quickly decided against it."

"I remember looking back down at you when Suz and | were climbing the stairs."

"Did you really? I thought it looked like you might have just turned around . . ."

"You were looking up at us?"

"At you Samantha, | was looking up at you."



"Oh Alex, I don't even want to think about the road | might have taken had | not accepted Suz'
invitation to move to Laguna.”

"It was destiny, remember? There was no choice.” The dark woman smiled as she realized that
she was honestly beginning to believe that it must have been destiny that brought the two of
them together. She lathered up a bath sponge and began sudsing away the residue of sunscreen,
salt, and sand from her lover's body.

Conversation dwindled as the two women bathed, dried each other off and headed toward the
bedroom. The long, deliciously exhausting day was winding down. Although the beginning was
a little choppy, the middle had been quite entertaining, and the ending peaceful. The upset that
took place as they left the party had not been under their control and, therefore, was discounted
as not worth messing up the entire day.

Purposely neglecting to don pajamas, Samantha originally intended to finalize the evening
differently, but she could tell by the lack of conversation near the end of their bath that Alex was
fatigued. The small blonde crawled into bed next to her naked lover and wrapped herself around
the long muscular torso.

"I had a great day, Alex."

"I did, too, Samantha - I'm glad you had fun. They seemed like a pretty decent group of women. |
think we might even have made some new friends." One tenderly caressing hand gently traced
circles on the small blonde's back. "Just relax, and I'll rub your back for a little while."

"That feels wonderful, but stay within that area unless you intend to do more than sleep."

"You feel great, Samantha, but rather than a before bed snack, I think I'll wait for breakfast if it's
okay with you." Alex kissed the top of her lover's head, breathing in the sweet residue from the
oil Samantha poured into the tub. She continued to play her fingers delicately across the satiny
smooth skin, sensing Samantha's body relaxing into the closeness of the moment.

"That's fine with me, | don't think I realized until my head hit your chest just how tired I really
am. Sweet dreams Alex."

"Sweet dreams, Samantha."

As she had done every night since meeting Sam, Alex silently thanked the Goddess for bringing
a little glimpse of heaven into her life. She didn't want to imagine ever again being without the
soft body cuddled up next to her. The person snuggled into the contour of her body fit there more
securely than anyone else ever had, and she was exceedingly grateful that the two of them found
their way back to each other. That they ‘found their way back' was exactly how she felt about the
connection she shared with this small female she held so protectively in her arms.

Because of her inability to make a relationship last and because of all the hurt inflicted both by
and upon her, Alex did her damnedest to renounce her mother's beliefs in reincarnation and soul



mates. She convinced herself that if she denied that soul mates existed then she would not feel so
terrible at each new loss, and that maybe some day she would simply stop continuing to look.
She had pretty much relegated herself to a life of short sordid affairs when Samantha made her
appearance on the small private beach.

Lying in bed, holding Samantha, Alex thought back to every personal commitment she ever
launched. There was always an initial nervousness, newness, and exuberance of discovery, and
all of these factors were similarly evoked when she and Samantha began, but the equivalency
between this relationship and all her prior ones stopped there. Feelings of comfort, familiarity,
trust, and a sense of coming home, unlike any she had ever before experienced were there from
the onset of her intimacy with her Irish Angel.

Maybe I'll take Mom up on the offer to schedule us appointments for regressions when we get
back from Sedona. Maybe I'll even let Samantha think she talked me into it.

A crooked smile spread slowly across the dark woman's face, melting her angular Greek features.
She could feel Samantha's grip loosen from around her waist as steady rhythmic sounds flowed
from the petite woman. Sleep easily claimed the body nestled safely in the arms of love.

"I intend to make you the happiest woman in the world, my Destiny," Alex whispered to the
sleeping form. You came to the right place to satisfy your heart's desire, Samantha Renee Riley -
I'm just the woman who can give you the world.

Sunday melted into yesterday as Monday became today - the final day of the long weekend. Alex
had no intention of sharing this day with anyone. She would even sit through the two remaining
movies in order to insure that today would be spent in the solitude of the penthouse - the only
occupants being Samantha and herself, along with the small bundle of fluff who adored them
both. Alex closed her weary eyes and joined her lover in slumber.

*kkhkhkhkhhhkhkkkkkhkhkhkikiikikkx

Filtering rays of sunshine danced around the quiet room, compelling the light sleeper to awaken
and glance at the clock. It never seemed to matter what time she closed her eyes to sleep, the
inner alarm would not be stifled - it was 7:30. Alex concentrated and closed her eyes, trying to
return to the land of nod where her companion would be for at least another 2-3 hours. She didn't
want to get up and be alone in the apartment this morning, but having opened her eyes once, her
bodily functions strongly suggested she use the bathroom before attempting to return to sleep.

Minutes later when Alex walked back into the bedroom she found that Samantha had already
changed positions and was on her side with her knees pulled tightly up, her arms wrapped around
Alex's pillow. The fair-haired beauty never seemed to have any trouble continuing an interrupted
sleep; she simply rolled over and recaptured her dream. Determined to do exactly that this
morning, Alex slowly crawled back into bed and spooned up next to her lover, Samantha's back
to her front. She quietly placed one strong arm around the smaller woman's body, her hand
coming to rest on a soft, firm breast. Involuntarily her body responded with a pleasurable ache



from the area between her thighs. She closed her eyes and kissed the nape of neck covered with
silken, fairy-fine hair. Concentrate on sleep Alex, not on Samantha, she willed herself.

Samantha moaned and shifted, but only enough to further close the remaining gap between their
two bodies, her buttocks finding the contour of her lover's front, legs intertwining and her hand
releasing its hold on the pillow to cover the larger hand that rested gently on her breast.

"By the Gods you feel good," she muttered, not opening her eyes and with absolutely no
intention of waking up. "Let's stay like this forever."

"Forever, my Destiny," Alex answered as she closed her eyes and bid Samantha's God of sleep,
Hypnos, to return her to the realm of his son Morpheus.

Perhaps through sheer desire the dark-haired beauty got her wish and fell back into a deep sleep.
But even the God of Dreams could not keep the beautiful Greek in dreamland forever. Two
hours later she stirred to awakening, as the entire room was now bathed in sunlight. How the Hell
can she sleep with the room so bright?

She marveled at Samantha's ability to continue slumbering while the world around her bustled
with excitement. Suddenly the decision was made - it was time for the sleeping beauty to awaken
- this day was much too beautiful to waste.

Long, slender fingers, still positioned over the soft breast playfully traced circles around smooth
nipples, causing them to pucker and stand at attention. A crooked smile appeared on the classical
face when the elicited response motivated Samantha to wiggle closer. Without lifting her hand
Alex trailed it down the length of the small frame, tactilely teasing the luscious body in front of
her. She felt the smooth skin ripple as her hand touched each new area. Unable to control her
desire, she continued sliding her hand down the body she loved to touch, sighing when the apex
of her final destination was reached. Her fingers played in the soft curly mound of gold, which
hid the treasure she sought just below it. Pushing her own body closer Alex covered the back of
Samantha's neck with kisses, while her fingers were otherwise occupied slowly opening her
lover's nether lips, and allowing themselves passage to the already moist region between.

"Is this a wake up call?" a soft voice mumbled.

"You bet your sweet ass it is," came the throaty reply. "Good morning, Samantha. I'm famished."
"Isn't that my line?" the smaller woman questioned.

"Depends on who you ask and what you mean. | do believe it's my line this morning." Alex
continued as she gently assisted her lover onto her back and quickly covered the naked body with

her own.

Looking down into sleepy sea-green eyes Alex could not keep from leaning into a kiss. As their
lips were about to touch a small hand shot quickly up - "Don't Alex, let me brush my tee. . ."”



"No time for that," Alex grabbed the offending hand and placed it down on her own passion.
"Just push, Samantha."”

She shuttered as she felt the small woman do as she was bid, intensifying Alex's escalating desire
to return her own hand to it's former position. She kissed the blonde below her harder than she
anticipated as her craving grew and her fingers danced in between the soft folds of the nether
lips. Her thumb toyed with the small growing bud and two stray fingers entered the depths of her
lover.

"Oh, Alex .. ."
"What, my love, what do you want."
"Anything Alex . . ."

"Ah - Anything - that's my specialty. But you confuse me a little. Would that be Anything like . .
. this?" She slowly moved her long, slender vehicles of arousal in and out of the abyss of love -
their bodies began to rock together with the rhythmic motion.

Incomprehensible moans of pleasure escaped Samantha'’s throat.

"Or more like . . . this?" the dark-haired tease queried as she bent down and filled her mouth with
a firm breast. She released the nipple and blew hotly on the moist area, watching as it hardened
before her watchful eye.

Another moan, as Samantha gyrated under the orchestration of her dark hero.

"Actually what I had in mind . . ." Alex continued, repositioning herself between Samantha’s legs
and beginning to concentrate on the warm, wet region at the heart of her lover's fire.

"Was something . . ." Her next statement was muffled as she pressed her lips against the heated
flesh, opening the folds with her tongue and allowing herself full rein.

A guttery response from the head of the bed informed Alex that her attentions were being
favorably received.

Samantha's legs had been resting, one over each of the taller woman's strong, muscular
shoulders. Alex shifted her position to kneeling, causing the waterbed to sway slightly. With this
new arrangement Samantha found she no longer had a voice in the choreography of the dance in
motion. Alex placed one hand on each of her lover's buttock and lifted the object of her desire
closer. When she opened her eyes the view was reminiscent of Georgia O'Keeffee's Red Canna, a
profusion of desire waiting to explode into gratification.

Alex immersed her face in the soft golden locks, drowning in the fragrance that made her blood
pulse faster through her veins. This was definitely Paradise; she closed her azure eyes and drank
in the sweet milk of desire, slowly allowing her lingua to reach into the area deep within the



recesses of her soul mate from whence the liquid of love flowed freely. With a cadence equal to
that of a love song Alex's tongue plunged in and out of the small moist tunnel as Samantha'’s hips
undulated in unison with the metrical motions of lover.

Alex opened her eyes and stared at the vision below her. She smiled without moving her mouth
then suddenly stopped all movement, and waited with bated breath for a response - an
inarticulate plea. She was not disappointed.

The intensity in Samantha'’s voice caused the dark woman's heart to beat faster.

"What . .. why...don't..." Half-thoughts emerged in the form of non-sentences with
significantly clear questions.

"Problem articulating your thoughts Samantha? I'm sorry did | do something wrong."

"Alex, Don't tease!"

"Tease?" Her soft tongue slowly ran the gambit of the area before her.

"Alex."

She reinitiated the movement. "You taste marvelous," was punctuated by a soft groan from
Samantha as she grasped the pillow under her head, one hand on either side and pulled it toward

her face.

A muffled, "I can't take it any longer Alex," reached the ears of the fair-haired damsel's
tormenter.

"Oh, but I so wanted this morning to last."

"Please, Alex . .."

"If you insist, Samantha."

Still holding the slight woman in a position of vulnerability and with experience as her guide,
Alex resumed her melodious implementation of the act of love. Samantha lost sight of inhibition
as her body began to uncontrollably tense and release, her muscles constricting with heightened
sensation. Between gasps of air, as rapture captured her passion, she reached for her lover's
shock of ebony hair.

"Enough Alex ...oh...Alex...lcan'ttake..."

With an unseen smile and a fluidity of movement, the ever adept lover carefully place her

beloved down onto the bed as she removed her mouth from the hot moist area, and allowed
expertly agile fingers to re-enter the erotic domain of her Destiny.



During the celebration of love that followed and in an amorous frenzy, Alex changed positions.
She brought herself up to full length beside her lover and placed one long leg between
Samantha's, straddling her lover's thigh. Unable to contain her movements, she pressed hard
against the leg below her and moved in unison with her fingers. She could feel Samantha
beginning to peak and increased the pressure on her own sizzling center.

Samantha smiled as she felt her lover's wetness on her leg, and tightened her thigh muscles to
add stability for Alex's enjoyment. The blonde took veracious satisfaction in ascertaining that the
dark-haired beauty was not only pleasuring her, but was extremely close to climaxing as well.
Together the two continued the dance; Samantha’s nails biting into the flesh on Alex’s back
encouraged the consummation. From deep within the smaller woman's core came a surge,
followed by throbbing. Alex entered fully one last time and held steady as the pulsating
continued. Almost simultaneously, the more experienced woman let out a cry of triumph,
reaching orgasm with her lover.

A pleasantly exhausted Alex relaxed as she positioned herself next to Sam and cradled the petite

woman, not wanting to break physical contact. The only words that made it from thought to
voice were repeated by both women, "I love you."

*khhkkkhkhkkkhkkhkkhkkikkhkikkiikikk

Moments later as she lay in her soul mate's arms, her head damp from exertion, her depths still
involuntarily producing an occasional spasm, Samantha whispered, "I could get used to Holiday
Mondays - how many are there in a year?

"As many as you desire," was the unexpected answer. "But, you know, as satisfying as that was,
I'm still surprisingly hungry."”

"Yeah, that's what you get for eating a vegetarian,” Samantha chuckled, embarrassed at slight of
tongue. "Wait, wait!" She put her hands up in protest. "I meant for eating vegetarian . . . you
know . . . vegetarian food . . ."

"Sure you did," Alex sarcastically responded.

"No...Really... | was going to say, "That's what you get for eating vegetarian food - you could
almost eat again within the hour.' You know like they always tease about Chinese food."

"Uh, huh," Alex smiled over at the now blushing blonde. "So, is the cook prepared to offer the
meal again?"

"No - this cook is pleasantly exhausted - only one morning feast per person . . ."
"Excuse me . . . just how many people do you cook for?"

"Um, privileged patronage - actually this restaurant caters exclusively to one client.”



"That's more like it . . ." the conversation was interrupted by the buzzing of the intercom. "Who
the fuck could that be at this hour on a holiday?" Alex rolled off the bed and raced toward the
front door.

"Yes?"

"I have a flower delivery for a Ms. Samantha Riley," a strong tenor voice announced over the
intercom.

Samantha joined Alex and was standing beside her. Two similarly perplexed faces stared at each
other.

"Guess it's safe to say you weren't the one who ordered the flowers." Samantha grinned at the
thought of her Alex, who was always so in control, not having any inkling as to who had sent her
lover an unexpected gift.

"Safe guess - but who did?" There was a note of discontent in the contralto voice.

"Hello - anyone there?" the voice of the deliveryman interjected.

"We'll never know if you don't answer the man, Alex."

"Oh, yeah." Alex pushed the button again. "Just a minute, I'll be right . . . wait . . . can you just
leave them?"

"Sure."
"Great . . . why don't you just do that and I'll get them in a few minutes. Thanks."
"You're welcome - enjoy your day."

"Thanks - you, t0o." She turned back to Samantha. "Maybe Sonny sent them, he has a habit of
doing the unusual.”

"Do you really think so?"

"No ... but he's the only one . . ." A thought ran through her mind, but she didn't want to give it
voice until she was positive.

"What is it Alex?"
"Nothing . . . why?"
"The look on your face - you know who sent them don't you?"

"No. No!"



"Yes, you do - tell me."

"Samantha this is getting us nowhere." Damn, no one has ever been able to read me this quickly
before! "Look, let me throw on a robe and I'll go down and settle this little mystery once and for
all.”

"Okay," Samantha reluctantly agreed. "I'll start breakfast.”

"Done deal.” Alex jogged back to the bedroom and grabbed two robes. "Here," she said as she
threw the smaller robe in the direction of the unclad blonde, "Put this on - temptation does not
seem to be my strong suit today."” She smiled at the seductress watching her from the kitchen as
she darted out the door. "I'll be right back."

"I'll be here waiting!"

All the way down in the elevator there was the guise of only one face before her inner eye. She
was positive she knew who had sent flowers on this lovely holiday morning . . . what's more she
knew exactly why. Relief flowed over her when in her mind the benefactor was pinpointed. But,
in no way was she comfortable with the emotion that spontaneously leapt into her heart the
minute the delivery guy announced a gift for Samantha. Just yesterday she had been the one
giving Samantha lectures on jealously and in that instant the tables were turned.

Opening the front door she bent down to retrieve a small plant wrapped in rainbow paper and
topped with a beautiful lavender bow. She recognized the small neat script on the outside of the
envelope before reaching down to pick up the offering. Gotta give her credit, she knows how to
kiss ass on the morning after. Alex cradled the ceramic pot in one hand studying the small petals.
Guilt certainly got her out of bed bright and early this morning. The fragrance of the graceful
purple spikes reached her nostrils. So - is this is the voice of guilt or fear. Wanting to be more
than sure, she fingered the small envelope and found that it was not sealed. During the ride back
up to the apartment she carefully opened the card and read:

Dear Samantha:

Please accept this Hyacinth - the flower of forgiveness - in the light of the
indiscretion | subjected you to last night. 1 would say it was the fruit of the vine of
Dionysus that took over my personality, but in actuality, | was drunk on beer and
shooters. If it's any consolation | am sporting one helluva hangover.

I know Alex will take me for the idiot that | am and forgive the stupidity of the
moment. After all, the embarrassing ordeal she put me through by dropping me
into the ocean will not be lived down for years to come - my 'friends’ have all
assured me of that.

Anyhow - I'm truly sorry and will reiterate this sentiment in person tomorrow
morning.



Have a Great Labor Day ~~ Angel
She slipped the card back into the envelope, They must have talked somewhere along the line --
she knows of Samantha'’s love of the mythic, the prose and lavender. There may still be hope for
the salvation of employee and friend.

The smell of breakfast permeated the air as she stepped off the elevator and into the hall.

"Got yourself a Forgiveness plant,” she stated, putting the newly acquired vegetation on the
kitchen counter.

"A what?" Samantha finished buttering the muffins and stepped over to take a look at the
flowering plant. Embedded in the dark dirt was a flag reading: Hyacinth "please forgive me". She
laughed to herself and gave Alex a questioning look as she reached for the envelope with her
name on it.

"I would think with the rainbow colors that it's from a friend."

Alex shrugged as Samantha opened and read the envelope.

"By the Gods - it's from Angel," she looked up at her lover in disbelief. "I've got to admit I'm
shocked!"

"Why?" Alex queried. "She knew she was wrong last night, and she couldn't have been much
drunker."

"Yeah, but Alex thisis...so...well...sothoughtful - look at these flowers - they're purple."”
She stretched over to smell them. "And they're fragrant.”

"Guess she knows how to get her point across."
"Well . . . after yesterday, | do believe she has a knack for doing that drunk or sober," the small
blonde laughed. "But, look at the time, it's not even noon. | wouldn't have thought she'd even be

up yet, much less have called a florist."

"Another thing you might be able to say for her is that she isn't stupid. This was quick thinking
on her part. What | am surprised at is that she found a florist who would deliver today."

"Here - wanna read the card?"
"Sure," she shrugged as she nonchalantly took it from Samantha.

"When you were trying to figure out who sent the flowers, did you have any idea it might have
been Angel?"



"I thought as much," Alex admitted. What she didn't own up to was the feeling of relief when her
thought was actualized.

"I don't have much of a green thumb, but this might look nice down in my office. You know,
Tuesday morning should be very interesting."

"Nice sentiments,” Alex vocalized, handing the card back to its owner. "Being willing to
apologize once with a gift and the second time in person could be taken to mean that she's really
sorry."

She glanced over at the blonde who was sporting a lost look. "Earth to Samantha.”
"Oh - | was just thinking - if | were Angel, I'd find it very embarrassing to have to face me
tomorrow morning. At least this beautiful plant has broken the ice and will make the situation a

little less strained."

"What adds to the lack of antagonism is the fact that you're such a forgiving person. I think
Angel knows that from the way you interact with all the people in the Center, even with her."

"I don't know," a slight rush of red began to color the blonde's cheeks, "but I do know that we
need to stop standing around talking and get back to important things - food. All I have left to
cook are the eggs. I'm glad | hadn't started them or they'd be cold by now."

She turned back toward the stove.

"So ... what do you want me to do?" Alex asked feeling helpless.

"You can put the strips, muffins, juice, and silverware out."

"Got it." Hands large enough to juggle two glasses of orange juice, 'meat’, and bread reached out
and did so. Alex went to pick up the silverware at the same time but found it a little awkward.

"You don't have to take it all at one time, you know?" Samantha chided playfully.
"Of course | know - | was just stretching my limits."”

Warmth from the late morning sun was beginning to make its way to the western side of the
building. Alex opened the louvered windows and turned on the ceiling fans to imitate a small
ocean breeze.

During breakfast they discussed plans for the afternoon and evening, both agreeing that
secluding themselves in the penthouse sounded like a marvelous way to pass the day. The
upcoming week was going to be a busy one, especially if they were planning on taking the
vacation Alex talked about within the month, and they would only get to spend bits and pieces of
time together throughout the days to come.



After eating more than she probably should have, Samantha didn't feel like doing dishes; she
suggested leaving them for later and starting the entertainment. Alex disagreed, she had plans for
the evening and they didn't include doing dirty dishes. She offered to clean up and tried to shoo
Samantha into the living to set up the movies.

The blonde refused to put the VCR on until the both of them were snuggled into comfortable
positions on the couch; so together they ended up back in the kitchen, cleaning up the breakfast
mess. With the two of them helping they were watching the movies in no time.

Alex actually managed to stay awake during both the videos and surprisingly enough enjoyed
them. She didn't want Samantha to have another cook and clean up chore on the holiday so she
suggested ordering from one of her favorite restaurants. It had a particularly unique take-out and
she wanted to lavish a little elegance on her lover this evening.

Samantha sat beside her lover on the couch listening to Alex order. She started with a bottle of
Blackberry Merlot and then requested to be filled in on the daily specials. From appetizer-to-
dessert the Dorian menu began:

"Okay, I'll have the Calamari Fritti appetizer, a double order of Minestrone soup and a double
Caesar salad. Um, let's see, how about an order of Fusilli Primavera and one of the Penne
Arrabiata.” She glanced over at the blonde who was listening with interest.

"Just a second,” she informed the person on the other end of the line.

She knew of Sam's predisposition for sweets and thought a little light teasing might be fun.

"Um, Samantha - you wouldn't want a bit of divine Italian decadence for dessert now would
you?"

"Is that a real question?"
"Well, after a meal like that you might be too full.”
"I think not - there's always room for dessert!"

"I figured that would be your answer." Alex smiled and put the phone back to her ear. "Send two
portions of the Tiramisu. That should do it. About how long before it arrives. Great. Thanks."

She hung up the phone and . . .
"That's sounds like a pretty expensive 'take-out’, Alex."
"Nah, not much more than if we had dined in the restaurant."

"Yeah, | believe that!"



"Listen, they said it would be here around 8 o'clock. That gives us a fair amount of time to dress
if you want. So, do we go formal or informal with the dinner? It's your call.”

Samantha thought for a minute then suggested, "Hey let's take it down to the beach.”

The look on her lover's face was priceless - she had just ordered an elegant dinner and Samantha
wanted to take it down into the sand.

"If that's what you want, Samantha,” Alex answered, astonished at the suggestion.

"Oh, Alex - the look on your face." Samantha couldn't help but laugh. "I'm only kidding, Honey.
Honest."

"Very funny. I'm trying to be romantic and you want a picnic."

"Honestly Alex, there's no way | would want take that meal out onto the sand. I'm not fond of
grit in my pasta and Certainly not in Tiramisu. You want to dress for the occasion?"

"Sure. Do you think you can manage to be ready to dine in an hour and a half?"

"Oh, I think I might manage that small feat, if one tall, dark, beautiful person I know can keep
her hands and other body parts to herself while we're bathing." Samantha grinned.

"I think she can behave until after dessert,” Alex replied. "After the Tiramisu | mean.” She
laughingly corrected herself.

They set about getting ready and true to her word Alex behaved. Of course to do so, she hurried
through the shower and exited the bathroom while Samantha was still drying.

Samantha also lived up to her end of the bargain and was completely dressed and ready to sup by
the time the buzzer rang announcing that the meal had arrived. She stepped out of the bedroom
into the living room just as Alex was about to answer the door.

A long slow whistle greeted her as she walked across the living room floor toward her lover.

"By the Goddess you are exquisite,” Alex breathed, as she released the door locks and instructed
the delivery people on how to get up to the penthouse.

Samantha chose to wear a metallic silver, above the knee cocktail dress, accented with the
lavender jade necklace and earrings Alex bought and gave to her in San Francisco. She smiled
coyly at the response she received from her lover and walked over to join her by the door. The
heels she wore placed her closer to Alex's height than ever before, and she found it strange to
almost be able to look the tall dark beauty in the eyes without having to look up.

"You look pretty refined yourself,” Samantha commented, running her hand down the lapel of
the white silk-linen suit and over the obviously bra-less nipples that stood erect at her tantalizing



touch. She stepped even closer, drinking in the classical features of the woman standing before
her. "White is an excellent choice for that tan you're sporting,” she whispered seductively,
tracing the back of her hand softly over Alex's cheek.

A larger hand engulfed the smaller, bringing it to her lips to be kissed, while dazzling sapphire
eyes caught those of emerald. "If you want to eat dinner when it gets up here, | suggest you go sit
yourself down at the table. If not - I'll have them put everything in the oven, and you can Be the
main course."

The small blonde laughed as she kissed Alex on the cheek and did a dainty pirouette before
walking over and seating herself at the table.

Alex opened the apartment door and awaited the arrival of the elevator. She motioned to the
waiters as they exited the lift, wheeling a silver cart laden with various thermal containers. They
followed the tall woman's lead into the kitchen area and went about starting to unload the cart.
After acquainting the restaurant employees with the kitchen, Alex went and sat across from
Samantha at the table. The older looking waiter set a small glass holder with a burning candle on
the table, then opened the wine, poured them each a glass and sat the Calamari appetizer on the
table with a split ramekin containing dipping sauces.

The second waiter was busy putting the entrees into the oven, ladling soup into bowls and
preparing the salad. As the soup was being served, Samantha noticed that the dishes were not
ones from the kitchen. At that time the younger man was explaining that the salad was on the
counter, the entrees were still in thermal containers, and that he had placed the dessert into the
refrigerator. She was about to ask about the dishes when it was obvious they were getting ready
to leave.

Getting up from the table Alex thanked them and walked with them to the door. On the way out
of the apartment, the younger of the two men turned and wished Samantha a ‘buona sera'.

She smiled sweetly then watched as the older man handed Alex what was probably an invoice.
Sam could make out only a few words as Alex continued to walk with them to the elevator.

"Alex . .." Samantha began as her partner re-entered the room.

"Sorry it took so long, Honey. | wanted to lock up before | came back in, that way | don't have to
bother with it after we eat.

"But Alex," the blonde continued, "they didn't only bring the food, they brought everything!"

"That's the idea - you don't have to cook or clean up.” Alex smiled at the astonished look on the
blonde's face.

"This must have cost a small fortune! | don't know that I'm comfortable about . . ."

"Whoa - slow down. Don't worry about the money, okay?"



"Listen, | know the business is doing really well, but you know we never talk about money and
you always pay for everything . . ." There was a whine in the young woman's voice.

"Samantha . . . not tonight, okay? Not now, not with your dinner about to get cold.”
"But Alex..."
"Samantha, hush."

"Okay, but the time is very close at hand when we are going to have to discuss financial
arrangements. You can't always be the one footing the bill."

"We'll, see . . ."
"No! No, 'we'll see'. .. we need to talk."

"Okay, Samantha, we'll talk - but later, like tomorrow, or next week, or after your birthday. But
we will talk, I promise. For now can we please have a nice dinner?"

"Absolutely.” She would allow the subject to be dropped after all she didn't want to spoil the
mood that had been so expertly set into motion. But she vowed, to herself, that soon they would
discuss the money.

Green eyes sparkled as they looked across a candlelit table into her lover's face. "You are such a
romantic, Alex, don't ever try to tell me you're not."

"I wouldn't think of arguing with you, my love." She lifted her glass to toast. "Happy Day
without Labor, my Destiny."

"The same to you, Alex."

Glasses clinked and Sam commented on the excellent bouquet of the Merlot. The remainder of
the meal went just as Alex anticipated. The food was superb, the atmosphere idyllic and the
company heavenly. Conversation was kept to a minimum, focusing on dreams and aspirations,
sparking Samantha’s imagination to kick into overdrive and allowing Alex to mentally make a
list of the places they would be traveling to in the near and distance future.

At the end of the meal Samantha couldn't get over the fact that the people from the restaurant
even left plastic lined boxes to store the dirty dishes in until the morning crew returned to pick
them up. Alex told her they would have stayed throughout the entire meal but she requested that
they didn't. She hadn't wanted Samantha to feel like she needed to rush.

As she knew it would be, dessert topped Samantha's list of favorites. Alex teased that if the small
woman continued to eat at the same rate, she might some day find it difficult to fit into the dress
she was so elegantly modeling tonight.



They continued to talk long after the food was put away. Alex took off her jacket and the two of
them kicked off shoes and got comfortable on the couch. Before calling the evening a success
they finished off the wine, sitting and watching the surf break on the shoreline far below the cliff.
"That was the most romantic, or rather 'rotic' dinner I think I've ever had. Thank you, Alex."
"My pleasure, Samantha, anytime."

"I think not . . . but the thank you still stands."

Alex sighed, knowing that Samantha was right and that someday soon they would have to have a
discussion about financial matters. She pulled her lover close and suggested they call it a night.
After all, tomorrow was a workday.

"Damn," Samantha grinned, "Did you have to spoil the evening with the 'four letter word'?"
"'Fraid so - on top of that you get to deal with Angel."”

"Oh, now you've really done it!"

"Okay," Alex suggested, "Pretend I didn't mention those last two nasty statements."

"l can do that."

"Good - but I still think it's time we got to bed, how about you?" Alex got off the couch, and held
out her hand for Samantha to take.

"Agreed. | guess I've been wined, dined, and seduced . . ."
"Oh, my darling, you may have been wined and dined, but you've yet to be seduced.”

Even in the soft candlelight, Samantha could see the sparkle in the azure eyes that could make
her knees weak with a mere glance.

"But I can rectify that in a heartbeat.” Alex winked at the smaller woman and drew her into
loving arms. She leaned down and placed a hungry kiss on eagerly awaiting lips, while skillful
fingers unzipped the shimmering dress, dropping it to the floor at their feet.

One slight tug on the drawstring and the linen pants loosened, presenting plenty of room for
small hands to slide comfortably down to the perfectly shaped buttocks; squeezing gently and
without a word, Samantha coaxed her lover closer.

"I would like nothing more than to add seduction to this perfect day,” Alex confessed, picking
Samantha up and carrying her to the bedroom.

"I think it might be my turn to seduce you."



"We'll see. Right now it doesn't seem to me that you have the upper hand." Alex chuckled. "No.
Come to think of it, you mentioned not more than a minute ago that you had been ‘wined, dined,
and seduced.' I'm simply trying to make your statement become one of fact instead of fantasy.

With her final destination reached Alex put her precious bundle down at the foot of the bed. Sans
heels, Samantha found herself, once again, dwarfed by the woman in whose shadow she was
now standing.

Nimble fingers reached around the body in front of her as Alex unhooked Samantha’s bra and
then helped the smaller woman out of her half-slip and panties.

The now naked blonde reached up and began unbuttoning the soft, flowing blouse her beloved
was wearing. Moist lips kissed the first area of exposed skin, breathing in the scent that caused
her heart to beat faster. Sam placed her head on the inviting chest, her arms wrapped around her
lover's waist, allowing Alex's fingers the opportunity to travel a geometric path across the
smaller woman's back.

Not changing her position Samantha whispered, "I can't put into words how much I've enjoyed
being with you today, Alex."

"My bard is at a loss for words? That's incredible.”

"Don't make fun, I'm being serious." She looked up into tender eyes. "From the moment you
woke me up until this very minute, this day has been filled with your devotion, even when we
were just sitting around watching movies. Did you ever think how wonderful it would be if
everyone could share just a portion of the love we have for each other?"

"To be honest with you, no. I guess I'm selfish that way. When I'm thinking of you, no one else
in the world enters my thoughts."

"Oh Alex, | don't think about other people during intimate moments . . ."
"Samantha this Is an intimate moment."”
The small blonde began to blush.

"I'm not saying anything is wrong with that - it's just that | don't think like you do, but then I'm
not the artistic soul, you are."

"I was just trying to explainto you . . ."

"I know what you're saying, Honey, and | guess | shouldn't be making it so difficult. | agree with
you. It would be fantastic if the entire world was in love, then maybe humanity wouldn't have so
many problems. But, until that time arrives, I'm grateful that my little corner of the universe is
filled with you."



She got into bed and patted the area next to her for Samantha to join her.
"For now, let's go back to being selfish and end this holiday on the same note it started."
"Sounds like a deal to me," Samantha smiled as she snuggled close to Alex.

Surely putting the day to rest was of no less importance than greeting it. Two eager participants
lay side-by-side in the bedroom, the glow of the Indian Summer moon shining down upon them,
adding a touch of enchantment to the already magical atmosphere that surrounded the lovers.

If seduction was to be the climax to a day full of synchronism that was as it should be. The day
was coming full circle and the seducer would, sometime during the remainder of the evening,
most definitely become the seduced.

Continued in Part 3.
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Part 3
Chapter 3

The relaxation of the day before assured that Alex would be up before the sun. Surprisingly,
Samantha was up not long after.

Standing in the bathroom holding Rainbow, Alex teased, "See little one, your mommy can get
her butt out of bed while the sun is still shining all by herself when she wants to."

"Don't be a smart ass, Alex," Samantha countered, a smile barely visible on her face. "I could
always turn right around and go Back to bed, you know; I would have no trouble doing that."”

"Okay, truce!" Going nose-to-nose with the black ball of fluff she added, "Sorry Mommy is so
grouchy when she does join the land of the living early, Rainbow."

"That does it," Samantha threw a damp rag at the already dressed executive. Of course it was
caught and immediately tossed back in the direction from whence it came.

"No more - | give up." Alex threw her hands in the air, feigning surrender.

"Yeah, right." The small blonde turned and continued grooming. "You're just lucky my
toothbrush wasn't full." She smiled into the mirror, watching out of the corner of her eye as Alex
headed toward the kitchen. "First one dressed makes breakfast." She yelled to no one in
particular.

"Don't | always?" thundered into the room from the vicinity of the living room.

"Yeah, mostly always," Samantha whispered with a smile as she left the bathroom and finished
getting dressed. "You get the easy stuff."”

"] heard that!"
"Heard what?"

"Just finish up and get in here. We'll actually have a little free time before opening up, so you
want a complete breakfast instead of toast-and-run?"

"Actually, after last night's activity, that sounds scrumptious." She walked into the kitchen and
gave Alex a peck on the cheek. "Here let me help, that will get us finished sooner."

"Okay you do the juice, set the table, butter the toast, and I'll do the cooking.”
"How butch of you!"

"Hey, watch that - you'll talk yourself right out of a breakfast maker, if you're not careful."



"Nah, you love doing it - after all it's basically the only thing you can cook. How in Tartarus did
you manage before | came along?"

"Ever hear of Cup O'Noodles or pizza? | think | must have been the sole support of at least half
the employees at the pizzeria. And of course there was always dining out."”

"Alone?"

"Do you really want me to answer that one, Samantha?"
"Subject changing time," the small blonde acknowledged.
"Agreed."”

By the time they'd finished the repartee, the meal was completed and the two sat down to an
early morning breakfast. The sky was a baby powder blue with soft glowing pink clouds floating
above the calm Pacific. The beach was deserted as usual, save for a scattering of sea gulls
catching their morning meals. Had they snapped a picture from the penthouse, it could surely
have been entitled 'Paradise’.

Soon it was time to go down and open the Center, but Samantha seemed to be dallying, finding
unnecessary chores to do to occupy her time.

"Samantha, I've been ready to go for a half hour now, but every time I suggest we get going you
find something else that absolutely has to be done immediately. Do you want me to go on down
and you come when the apartment meets your standards?" She sounded a little testy but it was
already 9:45; people would be arriving in 15 minutes and she liked opening up before the first
employee arrived at the front door.

"You know, that sounds like a good idea. Why don't you go ahead down - I'll be along shortly. |
don't really have anything pressing to do this early anyway." She avoided meeting the blue eyes,
which possessed the gift of seeing into her soul.

Alex walked over to Kiss her good bye when she realized that the small blonde was not even
attempting to meet her half way.

"Hey, did | do something wrong between the time we ate and now?"

"No." Samantha finally looked her lover in the face. "I'm just a little pre-occupied.”

It hit home all at once and she felt like an absolute idiot. She should have realized when
Samantha didn't have to be dragged out of bed that something was amiss. Between loving

making last night and breakfast this morning the situation completely slipped her mind.

"Okay," the tall executive started. "No more excuses and no more putting the inevitable off." She
tilted the shorter woman's head so their eyes could meet. "There is no getting around having to



deal with Angel today, Samantha. You're a good diplomat. You're making the situation worse by
dwelling on it."

Misty green eyes stared back at her, threatening to spill tears onto the face she adored. "Stop that.
You're being silly."

"I've been thinking about it since we finished the dishes,"” the small blonde started. "'l don't want
to be angry with her, but on the other hand, what she did wasn't right and even though she was
drunk, the feelings must have been there when she was sober, or they wouldn't have surfaced
when her inhibitions were diminished. So, it seems that I'm having a harder time coping than |
thought I would."” She let her chin fall to her chest; a sigh of exasperation escaped her partially
closed lips.

"Listen, Samantha, basically the ball is in your court. You're the coach and you're calling the
shots. If you don't like the way the star shooter is playing - fire her."

"Fire her!?"
"You hear me, fire her."

"Ball, court, coach, shots - Alex - I'm not a team player, never have been. | don't handle
predicaments like this easily."

"Okay, let me put it this way. You're the playwright, and you're also the director. The camera's
rolling and the actress, who is playing the town slut, is on stage. If you don't like her rendition of
the character - fire her.” She smiled broadly, pleased with her quick thinking and being able to
put the terms into ones Samantha could easily associate with. Alex could see that her desired
effect was reached when the smaller woman's look of anguish disappeared.

Samantha smiled up into the face of her hero, stood on her toes and kissed her gently on the
cheek. "Thank you for putting that little problem into perspective. | do believe I'm ready to go to
work now. | still have a funny feeling in the pit of my stomach knowing that she has a large
crush on you, but I think I'll be able to deal with it." She put her arm around her lover's waist as
they walked to the elevator. "Especially knowing that | have the power to - Fire Her!"

"Please don't wield that power unless it's absolutely necessary, she's the best PTA I've seenin a
long time and | would play hell replacing her."

The lift reached the second floor, the four-day weekend was at an end, and Tuesday morning was
staring them in the face. Alex gave Samantha one more kiss as the doors opened for the blonde
to exit.

"Samantha, when you get to your office, could you call the restaurant and tell them they can pick
up the dishes anytime they're ready?"



"Sure, no problem. See ya in a bit; have a good morning.” She gave a small wave as she turned
and headed in the direction of her office. The elevator and the executive resumed descending to
the first floor, and business began as usual.
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Even though she knew the advantage was in her corner, her stomach still churned every time she
thought about her unavoidable meeting with the feisty Italian, which was destined to happen
sometime today. She didn't know whether or not Angel would venture up to her office or if she
should instigate the meeting by going down to the PT Clinic. Deciding to finish up some
paperwork, she merely postponed the inevitable.

Looking up at the clock she was surprised to find that it was almost noon. Sam was caught up on
everything she needed accomplished in her office, so now would be as good a time as any to start
lunch. She'd just run down to the first floor and see if Alex was going to be free in about a half
an hour. She decided to take the stairs for the exercise and as she walked past the gym area she
spotted Angel busy treating a patient. Luck is with me, she thought, | don't have to deal just yet.
Continuing on to Alex's office, she tapped on the door in case her lover was in the middle of a
meeting of some sort. No need looking presumptuous, Samantha.

"Come in, the door's open,”

"Hi." The blonde smiled at her lover who was sitting at her impressive desk the epitome of a
successful executive, and why not - she was. "Thought I'd ask if it was close to lunchtime for
you." Samantha walked over and sat on the edge of the desk.

Alex covered the smaller woman's hand with her own. "Sure . . ." She was about to lean over and
give Samantha a kiss, when there was a knock on the door.

"Door's open."

Samantha started to slide off the desk, but Alex put an arm on her leg and stopped her. "You're
fine, stay there," she whispered.

The door opened and in walked Angel. Her dark brown eyes met brilliant green, and even
through the dark olive skin, the woman behind the desk and the woman sitting on the desk could
see a rush of blood beginning to tint the small woman's cheeks a slight rose color.

"I didn't mean to interrupt, I just needed . . ."

"No interruption, I was just leaving to start lunch,” Samantha began as she squeezed Alex's hand
and proceeded to stand. "By the way, Angel, would you like to join us for lunch today?"
Imitating her lover she arched an eyebrow as she stared intently in the direction of the small
Italian.



Angel cleared her throat before answering. "Um . .. why, sure . . . | guess. Ah, yeah . . . sounds
great. | can get away in about 25 minutes would that be okay?"

Samantha's smile was saccharine. "Twenty-five minutes would be just fine; you know where to
find me. I'll buzz you up when you're ready." She leaned over and gave Alex a passionate kiss
then whispered into her ear, "You want to come up or sit this one out?"

Unable to contain her grin the dark-haired executive shook her head slightly, "Think I'll have a
late lunch; you girls go ahead without me."

Samantha nodded approval, then turned and walked toward the door, giving Angel a slight nod
as she passed. Upon reaching the door she turned and reiterated, "See you in 25 minutes, Angel.

"Sure thing, Samantha.” The small dark woman swallowed hard then turned back around to
explain to her boss the reason for the intrusion.
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Exactly 25 minutes to the second later Samantha heard the anticipated buzz of the intercom. At
least she's punctual!

Sam walked over to the door and buzzed her up. Leaving the door ajar, she went back into the
kitchen to put the finishing touches on her luncheon.

A timid knock was heard on the doorframe, as the olive-skinned woman stood poised at the door.
"Hi ... Samantha."

"Come on in Angel and have a seat at the table. Everything's ready."
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Samantha decided to show off her culinary expertise making her own rendition of cob salad,
using shrimp, cheese, bacon bits and avocado and of course leaving out the ham. It was
definitely eye appealing and she was rather pleased with herself. As she walked toward the table
carrying both dishes, Angel rose offering assistance.

"That's okay - | can manage." She sat one plate down in front of Angel, the other on her own
place mat. "l don't have a large variety of drinks to offer; there's water, herb tea, or juice. I've
discouraged soda in the house. The only way | can keep Alex from drinking it is to not buy any."
"Water's fine."

"You sure?"

"Positive! This looks great, Samantha."



"Thanks, | just need to get the drinks and crackers.” In less than a minute she was back at the
table with the beverages. It was difficult to ascertain which of the two was the more
uncomfortable. Neither seemed to want to establish eye contact.

Finally, Samantha spoke, "Mangiare, Angel, mangiare," she coaxed.

"Hey, it almost looks too good to eat. This is really great, Samantha.” Nervousness was not a
usual state for Angel and she wasn't handling hiding the fact that she was not very comfortable.
Damn, I should have told her | had a previous appointment - dumb dago! Look sincere,
apologize and get it the Hell over with!

"Um, Samantha,” Angel began picking at her food. "Did'ya get the plant | sent yesterday?" Fuck!
You know damn well she did, it's sitting right there on the counter.

"Yes, it arrived almost before we were out of bed,” Go ahead rub it in. "It's sitting over there on
the counter. I thought I'd take it down to my office this afternoon. It's rather lovely, thank you
Angel." She noted that the small Italian was playing with her food. "Don't you like salad?"

"Yeah, | like salad fine, and this is good. It's just that this situation is a little embarrassing and
my appetite is not what it usually is."

"Uh, huh." The blonde mumbled, also beginning to toy with her food, something that Samantha
seldom did. That's right, you don't want to make it too easy for her now do you? You're enjoying
this too much, Samantha!

"Ya know . .. I could really use a beer right now . . . do ya have one, Samantha?"
"Isn't that what got you into this predicament, Angel?"

"Yeah, an overabundance of it, but I really could use one to get through this luncheon - or I could
just leave." Don't be stupider than you already sound - nice going asking her for a damn beer.
Ah, shut up - one beer isn't going to hurt anything! "Ya know, I know | was a jerk, and I know
you're the boss, but this isn't easy for me . . . and it's not Really work related . . . and | could sure
use a crutch - so, could you cut me a little slack, Samantha?" she pleaded.

"Sure, | could do that." Not looking at the woman sitting across from her, Samantha got up and
went into the kitchen. Well at least you know she's nervous. Stop it Samantha - this is not funny.
Yeah, | know but it feels good to have her where | was the other night . . . with the control taken
out of her hands. Come to think of it, I guess neither one of us was in control.

She got out a Dos Equis for Angel and poured herself a glass of wine. Giving the olive-skinned
woman the beer she sat back down across from her. "Have many more patients today?"

"Actually I don't have another until about 5:30 this afternoon, so don't worry about the beer and
work."



"I wasn't worried, Alex says you're good at your job."

"I don't know how to start, Samantha. I've never done this before. | guess the easiest way is to
just come out and say that I'm really sorry and it will never happen again.” Eyes as dark as night
searched those as cold as stone, looking for a hint of forgiveness, a sparkle to let her know that
things would get better.

Malachite eyes glared at the woman sitting across from her. "You know, | could say 'that's okay'
and make you feel better, but I'd be lying. | don't feel that what happened was okay. | guess my
biggest concern is that it Wasn't just the alcohol. | believe there was more to that display than
processed hops. So, maybe that's what you need to tell me Angel. Am I going to have to run
interference between you and my lover or are you through trying to win Alex over in that
respect?"

"Maybe this conversation was not such a good idea." Angel started to push away from the table
almost indignantly. "Maybe we should do this some other . . ."

"No, Angel . .. no other time . . . it's now or never. It's here or nowhere. So you better get ready
for a bit of discomfort or take the coward's way out and leave. But if you leave . . . if you walk
out now . . . keep on walking and don't bother coming back for that 5:30 patient.”

"You can't be seri .. ."

"I'm as serious as a heart attack, as the saying goes. We settle this little conversation between the
two of us right here and now or it never gets settled, and you can head back to San Diego or
wherever it is you would go from here. I'm not about to have an employee trying to put the make
on Alex. And, you and | are going to have some kind of working relationship if you intend to
continue working here. So - do you want to start convincing me or would you like to leave?"
Sam sat back and took a sip of her wine, waiting for a response.

Dark eyes looked respectfully in the direction of the small blonde. "You know Samantha, you
have a lot of spunk. I took you for a push-over, a wimp; | can see now that | was wrong." She
shifted slightly in her seat, taking a large gulp from the bottle in her hand. Straightening her back
she inhaled deeply. "I'm truly sorry for what happened Samantha. Truthfully, between you me
and the wall, I've had a crush on Alex since the day | met her."

"Truthfully Angel - that's been no secret. You're not very discreet in the way you respond to
Alex."

"Probably because | always thought there might have been a chance for me."
Samantha was taken back by the honesty of the statement and the surprise showed on her face.

"I'm just trying to get everything out in the open, so we don't have to deal with this again. Listen,
Samantha, | didn't know you from Eve when | came to interview for the job. | didn't even know



you existed - how would | have known? | didn't know Alex was gay, but that didn't stop what |
felt. When | first heard Alex's voice over the phone, I practically cream . . . never mind."

Samantha chuckled at the confession that started to slip from the employee's lips. "I know what
you mean about her voice," the blonde admitted. "And as for seeing Alex for the first time, I'm
sure that reaction is . . . well, since you're being so honest . . . | thought she was one of the most
beautiful women | had ever seen when | first saw her, so | can't blame you for that, either."

"Good . . ."

Samantha interrupted, "What | can fault you for is continuing to pursue her after you knew that
we were a couple. Especially with you working for us."”

Angel looked Samantha squarely in the eyes. "Again, all I can say is that I'm sorry. | have a big
ass ego and | always felt that people who didn't at least try to go for what they wanted were
losers to begin with. How do you know you can't win if you never try? Of course, had | not been
sloshed | would have never pulled a stunt like that, especially in front of you. What I didn't think
about was that | would lose all the way around - my job and any possibility of having the two of
you as friends. | can see now how devoted Alex is to you and that's as it should be." She leaned
back in her chair and finished off the bottle of beer.

"Maybe what they say about everything turning out for the best is true.” There was a pause
before Angel continued. "At least now you know that | was attracted to Alex."

"Actually, I already knew that . . ."

"Yeah, but now I've got it out of my system - I've been put in my place, so to speak, and know |
don't stand a chance in Hell of ever getting to first base with her. By the way, my friends
reiterated word-for-word what Alex said to me the other night; believe me when 1 tell you that
makes me feel about six inches tall. Samantha, I love my job, and | want to keep it. | don't want
either one of you for an enemy."

Like a cleansing wave, satisfaction rolled over the small blonde as she sat there looking at the
woman seated across from her. The final direction of the scene that was now to be played out
was in her hands. She could either accept the performance on the player's merits or fire the
woman. It was almost scary to have that much power over another human being's life.

Having said all she could think of to rectify the harm that had been done, Angel sat quietly,
looking out at the ocean and watching the seagulls play in the waves on the beach below. Her
heart was racing wildly as she waited for a response. She had just groveled for the new life she
was making for herself here in Laguna and was still kicking herself for allowing the situation to
ever get to this point.

"Angel?"



Involuntarily the dark-haired woman jumped, as a hand reached out and touched her arm,
bringing her back to the present. Looking into soft emerald eyes, she could understand why Alex
found this gentlewoman such a treasure and felt like the fool all over again for not having wanted
to be Samantha'’s friend. She didn't need to be alienating the only people she knew in town.

"Yeah?"

"I confess that the other night | wanted nothing more than to practice my Tai Kwon Doe on you,"
Samantha began with the trace of a smile lighting up her face. "But Alex, as usual, expertly took
care of the situation. | was angry with you for wanting the same thing | wanted. It took quite a bit
of self-realization before I could revamp my mind to deal with the fact that | was in love with
someone who would be desired probably by a lot more people than you before my lifetime is
over. More importantly, | needed to realize that Alex had already chosen me to spend her life
with. You see, Angel, I finally concluded that | can't go around getting mad at people simply
because they find Alex attractive - it's a fact - she is. | have a lot of growing to do, and | need to
be able to feel confident enough about my relationship with Alex to not let petty crushes eat at
me."

She looked Angel directly in the eyes. "I can understand how you felt and maybe even what you
did - I've already walked that mile in your shoes. | can forgive your indiscretion this time, Angel.
But if you want to remain an employee here, like you have implied that you do, and if you want
to try to establish some base of friendship between the two of Us, then | need to believe that you
will never make a pass at Alex again. | also need to believe that you want to be friends with both
of us, not just with Alex. If that's not the case and you feel that the two of us could never be
friends, then I've come to the conclusion that friendship isn't a necessity for you to continue
working here, I've . . ."

"That's enough Sam, | know what you're trying to say and I promise | won't be making that same
mistake again. | knew in my heart how Alex felt about you before | ever pulled that drunken
stunt. She makes no bones about the fact that you are her world, and you're right, you do need a
little more confidence in your relationship, in yourself, and maybe even in the fact that Alex
would never do anything to hurt you. At first I didn't think I wanted to be your friend because |
wanted so desperately to be Alex's, but that's changed. | don't usually ask for second chances, it's
the Italian pride I guess, but this time | am. So to finalize this - 1 would like to continue working
for Alternative Paradise and be a friend to both you and Alex."”

The two women sat for a few minutes, each mulling over all that the other just confided in her.
The view from the window worked its magic at calming down two quickly beating hearts as they
watched the rhythmic ebb and flow of the ocean to the shore. Finally the small blonde broke the
silence.

"So - | guess that's that. You think now you might be able to put a dent in that gorgeous lunch |
slaved over?”

"Yeah, I think maybe my appetite has returned a little." There was a sparkle in the brown eyes
that had been missing during the entire conversation up to this point.



Small talk filled the air as the two began to reacquaint with each other, steering clear of topics
concerning the absent executive; the sting was still a little too fresh to embark on discussion in
that area. They spoke of accomplishments and aspirations, appreciating that each of them
possessed high hopes for the future.

In the middle of a sentence, Samantha glanced down at her watch. "By the Gods, it's almost
2:45." She looked back up into smiling brown eyes. "Oh, yeah . . . The Gods . . . my passion is
mythology, Greek literature, Sappho . . ."

"I caught the drift.”

"Anyway, | have a few phone calls that need to be made this afternoon. | don't mean to cut this
short but . . ."

"No problem. You want some help with the clean-up before I go?"

"No - I'll just put the stuff in the dishwasher, | cleaned up the majority of the mess before you got
here."

"Well," Angel stood and held out her hand to the small blonde.

Samantha stood and came around the table. "'l do believe "family" does this instead of a
handshake." She put her arms out in the gesture to receive a hug and the other woman
reciprocated.

"I'm glad we were able to resolve this difference, Angel."”

"| feel the same way Sam. Thanks for being so understanding.”

"You're welcome." Please don't make me out to be a fool, she thought to herself.

Just as they were about to release from the friendly embrace a deep clearing of a throat was heard
from the vicinity of the doorway.

"Ah ha. Thought I'd come up to see the two of you pulling each other's hair out and what do | see
instead - the two of you hugging. So . . . do | need to have a talk with someone?"

"As if!" Samantha was the first to answer, meeting her lover halfway across the room and
throwing her arms around Alex's waist.

"Well, it looked quite incriminating and . . ."

"Don't go there Alex," Angel chimed in. "It was a ‘family' hug, I was just leaving." Her eyes
sparkled, as she looked pleased to be back in everyone's good graces.



"You two took long enough. I assume all's well by the looks of things?" She looked down into
twinkling emerald eyes. "I couldn't wait any longer, I'm starving. You said you bring me
something down. My stomach thinks my mouth has gone on strike."

"I'm sorry, Alex. Your salad is in the refrigerator, I'll get it." She nodded goodbye to Angel and
went to retrieve the overdue lunch.

"I've still got some time before my next patient - I'll see ya downstairs, Alex." She started to
walk by the executive but stopped and looked up into radiant blue eyes. "Listen, Samantha and I
have worked everything out. | know | owe you an apology as well . . ."

"Hey, if you and Samantha are on okay terms with everything, then you can consider me
included. I've done the 'I'm sorry' story from being drunk more times than I'd care to admit.
Frankly, I'm just glad my ace employee is still just that." Her eyes danced as she smiled at the
small woman in front of her.

"Thanks, Alex." Glancing over to the kitchen Angel waved. "Thanks for lunch, Samantha."
"You're welcome. See you later."

"Yeah, bye."

"Okay you," Samantha addressed her lover. "Here's your lunch."”

"Looks great." Alex sat down at the table. "So . . . fill me in."”

Samantha plopped down in the chair next to Alex and while the executive ate her late lunch, the
smaller woman verbally re-enacted the entire conversation that had preceded her entrance.

When Samantha finally wound down and brought the discussion to an end, it was with the
positive conclusion that she and Angel would be able to work things out and that she didn't have
a problem with giving the olive-skinned woman a second chance. Alex already assumed that had
been the decision when she walked in and found the two women embracing. She breathed a sigh
of relief that Angel's termination would not be forthcoming. Having to hire a new physical
therapy assistant was not something she anticipated having to do this soon after getting Angel
broken in and having to fire her would surely have messed up Alex's vacation plans. It was a
necessity to have someone in the clinic who knew how she liked things handled, someone who
knew the patients and who was comfortable working with little to no supervision. If she was
nothing else, Angel was efficient and knowledgeable when it came to physical therapy and
extremely responsible in her job duties. Alex found, over the short amount of time the Center had
been open, that the small Italian was a definite asset to the clinic and she would have hated to
have been forced to terminate her because of something stupid the small dark woman had done
when she was drunk.
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The remainder of the week sped by, with Samantha becoming increasingly excited about the trip
down to La Jolla. She insisted they make out a schedule so she would have some idea as to what
they were going to do and when. Alex loved the way Samantha'’s face lit up when she thought of
someplace new or an activity she wanted to add to the list. The dark-haired woman worried that
the small blonde would be upset when she found out that almost none of the La Jolla events
would come to fruition on this trip to the southern tip of California. At least it would be easy to
plan a second venture south, after all she knew exactly where Samantha wanted to go and some
of what she wanted to do.

Secretly, Alex compiled her own agenda, one she diligently worked on finishing when her lover
was not around. She needed to have a concrete plan of where they were Really going and what
they were actually going to be doing on the 10 days they would be absent from the clinic. Her
excitement was growing along with Samantha’s and she realized about midweek that this
vacation was going to be as much for her as it was for the birthday girl. It had been years since
Alex had taken a real vacation, and even though there would be a little business worked into the
10 day trip, it would be minimal compared to the enjoyment of the secret adventure.

By Wednesday morning of the following week, Sam had her lecturers booked, her paperwork
caught up and all the telephone communications she absolutely needed to deal with finished.
Basically, she spent the last two days walking around the Center looking for things to do or for
things for other people to do, and eventually getting on everyone's nerves. After seeing a look of
distress on one of the employees faces Alex approached her lover, turned her around and
marched her into her office where she all but ordered the small woman to sit and begin work on
her Great American Novel, while the free time was available.

Evenings never contained enough hours and went by quickly even for the anxious Samantha. She
was progressing nicely in her martial arts lessons and on nights when she wasn't in class she was
practicing or climbing on the wall.

By the time Thursday the 16th rolled around, the entire Center was glad Samantha was going on
a mini-vacation. They all knew the holiday started Friday and the acronym TGIF quickly
changed into TGIT as it neared 10 o'clock on Thursday evening.

Alex talked to Kim in private and gave the substitute head honcho phone numbers where she
could be reached over most of the next 10 days. Kim refused to be sworn to secrecy until Alex
promised to keep her beeper on while still in state and to having the cell phone handy when they
weren't.

Between Kim, Angel and the rent-a-therapist, Alex felt quite secure in leaving for the mini-
excursion. Her only worry was that the extra authority might go to Angel's head. She shook off
the disconcerting feeling, realizing that she needed to give the woman a loose rein sometime and
now was as good a time as any. They called a meeting of each of the crews and discussed who
would be left in charge and the chain of command if any problems should arise.



The three friends decided that having Kim spend the night on Thursday would probably be best,
so she wouldn't have to get up with the sun to be at the Center when it was time to open on
Friday.

Before saying goodbye to Kim, Samantha made the quiet woman promise to allow Rainbow to
sleep in bed with her if the kitten missed them too much. Alex simply gave Kim a smile of
comradery as she turned to walk out of the room.
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Finally, the much-awaited morning arrived. With the car having been loaded the night before,
morning necessities were limited to dressing and driving. Alex discovered the easiest solution to
getting Samantha out of bed in the a.m. was to promise her the night before that they would do
something exciting when they woke up.

According to Samantha, the Goddess of Nature was on their side as they began their short trip
down to La Jolla. Not having been in California for very long, this was Sam's first coastline
cruise and she was thoroughly enjoying the scenery. The Santa Ana winds were still prevailing
and they drove with the top down on the Boxster, taking advantage of the warm summer-like
weather. Coast Highway South supplied them with an almost constant view of the ocean, and
only occasionally would the watery depths disappear to be replaced by Southern California’s
green rolling hills.

The excited blonde took in the scenery, constantly comparing each new inlet to Rainbow's End
Beach, the name she decided fit their little stretch of sea and sand. Everything else around their
beach had already been designated Paradise. In her imagination the pot at the end of the rainbow
would have lead to Paradise so it only followed that the beach should be called Rainbow's End.
Suddenly Samantha was pointing out the passenger's side toward the ocean.

"Those are ominous looking, Alex - what are they?"

"This is San Onofre and that's the nuclear generating station.”

"Oh, that's a little scary. Lovely knowing that we're living this close to a war target."

Alex looked over at the two large concrete domes; "We also live between Los Angeles and San
Diego, both important harbors, so we'd be doomed anyway. But the stations also supply a large

amount of energy to this entire area."”

Samantha frowned up at her lover in disbelief, "You mean to tell me you're For the use of
nuclear power?"

"Not exactly, | was just playing the Devil's Advocate - there are pros and cons to everything,
even nuclear power plants. Perhaps that's not a good subject for a vacation discussion?"



"Perhaps not - | don't want to ruin the mood," Samantha agreed.

They hadn't gotten much sleep the night before, in great part due to the younger woman's
excitement about the trip.

With a twinkle in her tired baby blues, Alex glanced in Samantha'’s direction. "You know, we
probably should have just left last night after making love. You were so keyed up - if we had left
then it would have saved you from tossing and turning the rest of the evening, and I could have
at least gotten some sleep once we got to Mom’'s."

"Oh, but then in the darkness | would have missed all this wonderful scenery!" She announced,
stretching as high as she could and expanding both her arms up and out. "No Alex, this is the
perfect time of day to travel."”

"Well, that sarcasm was totally lost on you, now wasn't it? The dark-haired driver pinched the
arm closest to her.

"Ouch!" The blonde pulled away from the offending hand. "No, I caught the drift of your
statement.” She teasingly smiled up at her lover; "I was just ignoring it. Besides, you can play
catch-up when we get to our destination. A nap might just be what you need. Aurora and | will
have Plenty to talk about I'm sure!"

"If you think I'm going to leave you alone with Mom while she proceeds to tell you everything |
ever did wrong in my entire childhood you're . . ."

"Absolutely correct - is that what you were going to say 'Half-pint'?"
"Samantha that's not a good place to go . . . besides the fact that it is totally unfair!”
"Who was it who told me the 'Fair was in Pomona' or was it 'Del Mar'?"

"Actually," Alex grinned over at the love of her life, "it was both. You do have a good memory,
now don't you?"

"Of course | do, I'm a Bard, remember? | have to take in all the words - those that are important
as well as those not so special. | need to place them and all the little conversations that went
along with them into the secret filing cabinet in my mind. Then when the appropriate time
arrives | simply close my eyes, open the cabinet and search through the files until I find the
needed information - regurgitate it and viola - fact/fiction/conversation, etc.” She snuggled up to
the driver. "But that was a "Yes or No' question now wasn't it?"

"There are no "Yes or No' answers in that file cabinet of yours, Samantha." Alex kissed her
gently on top of the head. "That's part of what makes you unique, and | only love you more for
it."



The soft morning haze was beginning to burn off as the pink/blue sky turned cerulean, losing the
last of the sunrise serenity. Because it was a weekday morning, Alex suggested the early arrival,
in anticipation of missing the majority of the commuter traffic. Of course she had not foreseen
that the night before was going to be so lacking in sleep. Never in her life could she remember
being as keyed up as Samantha had been for the past few days. Satisfying that excitement and
turning it into reality was now her responsibility. Alex was glad she decided not to fill Samantha
in on all the birthday plans as nothing filled her heart with more joy than the look of surprise that
lit up the small blonde's face whenever she received something she wasn't expecting. The dark-
haired woman would gladly have showered Sam with daily surprises just to experience that look,
but her mothers forewarned her to slow the pace a little.

Kelley's words still rang in her head during from a conversation on the phone a few weeks back,
"Remember Alex, you are going to have to eventually explain to Samantha why you are able to
lavish such expensive gifts on her. Don't continue to spoil her so extravagantly, at least not until
you're past the sheet-burn stage of your relationship and into the reality of your life together. I'm
sure she didn't fall in love with you for your money. As far as I've been able to find out, she had
and probably still has absolutely no idea of who you are and what your heritage is. The little
vixen you've fallen so hard for seems to be the real McCoy - but one day she is going to ask you
where you get all the money you spend. Be prepared to give her an honest answer and hope to
the Goddess that it doesn't change your relationship!"

Alex was curt with Kelley, almost to the point of furious, when the older woman mentioned that
she hired a private detective to check into the background of the new twinkle in her daughter's
eye. But then Kelley went into great detail to explain to Alex that she wanted to make sure
Samantha was everything she seemed to be. She explained that they needed to do this as a
precaution, especially since they knew that Alex had her mind set on eventually bringing the pert
little blonde into the business as a full partner.

What bothered Kelley the most was the malevolence of Don Riley, Samantha's father. Even
before the Riley's visit, Kelley started the investigation, knowing how much Don hated Marge,
Alexis, and Have It All. Even though Alex was not the owner of the business, his hatred for her
was known throughout their business competitors. Alex bore the brunt of his dissatisfaction with
Have It All and he would have done anything within his power to ruin her financially, if given
the chance.

After the fact, when he turned so viciously on his own daughter, Kelley knew for certain that
Don had no preconceived idea that Alex and Alexis Dorian were the same person. A hatred such
as he harbored would never have allowed him to be civil to her, even before he knew of her
relationship with his first born.

"Alex . .. Alex," Samantha poked her gently. "Where are you? You certainly aren't paying
attention to me."

"What . .. um ... what gave you that idea?"

"I've been trying to get you to look over at that view - look there are whales out in the ocean."



"I'm sorry, I must have been daydreaming,” the dark beauty confessed, looking for a vista point
where she could park the car.

"Are you too tired to drive, Alex?"

"No, Honey, | was just thinking about all we plan to do while we're down here," she lied, while
continuing to search the side of the road. She quickly changed the subject. "I'm pretty sure there's
a vista stop somewhere around here. There . . . there it is." She pulled the car onto the paved out-

cropping.
Before the engine was stilled, Samantha was out of the car and leaning against the railing.
"Oh Alex, hurry," she motioned toward her and then pointed out to sea, "Aren't they gorgeous?"

"Yes, those are California Grays - they migrate down from Alaska every autumn. The coastline
will be spotted with them from now until late Fall."

"Alex, | know what we could do while we're down here. We could take one of those whale-
watching boats out and get a really close look at them. Couldn't we?"

"l don't know, Samantha . . ."

"Why not, you said we could do anything | wanted to while we were down here. | would love to
go whale watching!"

"Okay, Samantha, we'll see -- I'm not sure if Mom and Kelley have anything planned for the time
you haven't already filled in. Mom's a great one for surprises. So, let's wait until we get there to
make any definite plans. What do you say?"

Sounding a bit deflated but quickly letting it go, Samantha agreed. Alex placed her arm around
Samantha's shoulders and drew her close. They stood watching as the large mammals gracefully
continued their southbound journey to warmer waters. The enormity of the creatures compared to
the fluidity of their movements never ceased to amaze the native Californian even though she
had been exposed to the migration parade since she was a small child.

"Come on, Samantha, we're not far now. Why don't you give Mom a call and tell her we're about
15 minutes away and ask if they want to go out for breakfast or eat at home."

"Okay."

Kelley answered the phone and the consensus at the parental abode was that they wanted to take
the girls out for the morning meal and then a tour of the little town.

Within minutes the La Jolla turn off came into view. Entering La Jolla placed them above the
small seaport and the view of the ocean as they neared the little town was another breathtaking
sight. While still at quite an altitude, they turned off the main road and down a long private drive,



something that was almost none existent in Southern California where land was considered
'black gold'. A sprawling two-story Spanish-style villa sat at the end of the drive, on the top of a
cliff, overlooking a distant beach.

"Wow."

Alex glanced over at Samantha and smiled. "It's quite a sight isn't?"

"Did you grow up here?"

"Partially . . . it was my grandmother's house on Mom's side of the family. When she passed on,
Mom inherited it - | was about 10 at the time. Before that we lived in Hillcrest mostly. But we
used to come here quite often. Nannie used to love to throw big parties; she was a very
flamboyant person. You would have liked her, Samantha."

"I'll bet 1 would have. Oh, look, there's Kelley."

Alex pulled further into the drive and parked.

"Welcome to Cielo en Tierra Sammie. Consider this your home away from home." Kelley
walked over and hugged the small blonde then welcomed her daughter as well.

"By the Gods, this place is huge! | thought the warehouse was big but warehouses are supposed
to be big. Thisis. .. thisis..."

"This my darling is a Spanish Villa and it also is supposed to be big. Nannie never did anything
small, did she Kelley."

"No, not your Nan - never small. Never small or run-of-the-mill or .. . "
"Normal?" Samantha chimed in.

"Well, normal is not usually a term we use around here, but I guess it's as good a word as any,"
she smiled at the young blonde and motioned everyone into the house. "Your mother has been
anxiously awaiting your arrival, as usual.” She gave Alex a knowing look. "Actually, she's been
anxiously awaiting your arrival for about a month now . . . ever since the Festival . . . so now I'll
be able to get a little peace and quiet.” As an aside to her daughter she added, "You know Alex,
you really shouldn't. . ."

"Come on, Kelley, not now - we're here aren't we?"
"Yes. Yes you are."
Aurora was waiting for them in the kitchen area, four glasses of a light brown, creamy looking

concoction lined up on the breakfast bar. She greeted her ‘daughters’ and motioned to Kelley and
Alex to serve.



"No initiation into the Dorian household would be complete without your mother's famous
brandy Alexander,” Kelley began, "So . . . here's to your first official visit Samantha. And again,
welcome to Cielo en Tierra.

"I never took Spanish in school, what does . . . what you just said mean?"

"Good question.” Aurora motioned the most recent family member over to the sliding glass
doors that led out onto the patio. "I know this view rivals yours." She smiled at the younger
woman, "You and Alex may live in an Alternative Paradise but we live in Heaven on Earth."”

"Wow! You people sure know how to pick real estate.” Samantha laughed at the stupidity of the
statement that spewed forth from her lips.

"It wasn't us that bought the land; it was my grandmother who actually picked out this site. We
just got to reap the benefits." Aurora hugged her new daughter. "So, how do you like your
drink?"

"It's delicious - I just hope it doesn't go to my head.” Samantha exclaimed. "Alex wouldn't let me
eat anything but a banana before we left home." She giggled as she continued to sip on the sweet
liquid.

"One Alexander never hurt anyone," Aurora insisted. "So a quick tour now, or after breakfast?"

"Mom, Samantha's really hungry. Why don't we do food first and touring after? I'm sure the
house isn't going to go anywhere before we've finished eating."

"Great, whatever you girls want. I'm just happy you're finally here!"

After a short discussion of where to go for brunch, a majority decision settled on going to one of
the more elegant restaurants on Prospect Street, that way they could take a short walking tour
after eating and take in the local culture and art.

It seemed to Samantha that there was not a section of the small village that did not possess its
own marvelous ocean view. The restaurant itself was perched on top of yet another cliff with a
terraced dining area. Kelley turned over the car to the valet as they were greeted like royalty at
the front of the building by the matré de.

"Ah, Ms' Dorian, how enchanting to see you once again. | see we brought the young one along
for dining this beautiful day." He smiled over in Alex’s direction and received in return a slight
nod and smile as she put her arm around Samantha's waist and escorted her in.

"Good morning, or is it almost afternoon, Troy. Yes, we finally got the prodigal to return home
for a visit, but as usual she'll be off again before she even gets a chance to get on our nerves."
Kelley conversed with the distinguished gentleman as he personally saw to it that they received
the best table on the veranda. "Troy would you please send over a bottle of Riedel Sommeliers
White Bordeaux?"



"Right away Ms. Dorian." He snapped his fingers on the way back to his podium and then
whispered the order into the rushing waiter's ear.

Meanwhile, Samantha was doing some whispering of her own. "He keeps referring to Kelley as a
'‘Ms. Dorian' Alex, why does he do that?

"Because she is Ms. Dorian," Alex grinned as she answered the question, her left eyebrow
arching.

"I don't understand,” Samantha protested. "Your last name is Dorian and your mother's last name
is Dorianand . . ."

"Kelley's last name is Dorian," Alex finished the sentence for Samantha. "Guess you could call
us a precedent setting family. Mom legally changed her name to Dorian before | was born. It's
Kelley's family name. Mom convinced her mother it was the best name for her writing career,
and because Nan loved Kelley almost as much as she loved Mom, she didn't pose any objections.
It did cause an initial raucous with the changing of all the legal documents having to do with
Mom's inheritance, but finally the family treated it as though it was a married name change and
everything went smoothly thereafter."

"So when you came along,"” Samantha interjected . . .
"When | came along, naturally my last name was Dorian. We are all legally the same family."
"It's a shame you couldn't have all been blood related, too."

Alex caught the twinkle in her mother's eye and smiled back at her then turned and offered her
lover a glass of wine, as Kelley was about to make one of her infamous toasts.

"To my 'girls’,” the elder Dorian began, 'may they prosper and grow old gracefully together. And
to Samantha, a very happy 27th birthday . . . would that | could remember back that far." Aurora
jabbed her playfully in the ribs. She lifted her glass high then touched each of the other glasses
reaching out to hers. The maitré de awaited her approval of the vintage then sent a waiter to the
table to begin explaining the brunch specials.

Aurora and Samantha sat talking while Alex and Kelley debated over who would order what.
When they finally agreed on the selections the rest of the brunch went smoothly. Samantha
ended up sampling a portion of everyone's meal and the vacation was off to a marvelous
beginning.

Aurora suggested taking a sidebar to the little gallery around the corner. She insisted it would be
a good way to walk off the copious amount food they had just finished consuming.

"I want to familiarize Samantha with a few of my favorite shops.” Aurora turned and whispered
to the small blonde, ™You'll just love the little rare map store we have here.”



Trying to look interested Samantha responded, "Map store?" Wow, just what | wanted to look at,
Maps! "Gee, that sounds like fun, Aurora." Samantha put on her most sincere smile and looked
in Alex’s direction for help.

"You think I'm crazy don't you?" the older woman grinned. "They aren't regular maps - wait until
you see them. | don't want to spoil the surprise, but I know you'll fall in love with the place like |
did."

"Okay you two," Kelley interrupted, "everything's taken care of, so let's get started. We have a
lot to accomplish in a short amount of time."

"I don't think I'd consider 10 days a short period of time, Kelley. We should be able to do quite a
few things while we're here. In fact, | made Alex write almost everything down."

Kelley gave Alex a questioning look when Samantha mentioned spending 10 days in the area
and Alex tried to graciously deter her parent from asking any questions until she could get the
woman alone and away from Samantha. She found that it was a feat that would not be too
difficult to accomplish, as Aurora had taken the young woman under her wing and was
determined to show her a marvelous day.

Slowing traveling Prospect Street the quartet stopped in or at almost every little shop along the
way. It was truly an artist's utopia and there were crafts of every persuasion from fragrant soap
and candle shops to pottery stores, stained glass stores and an array of jewelry boutiques. Aurora
pointed out the rainbow flags and stickers on the outside of many of the shops and mentioned to
Alex that she needed to take Sam up to Hillcrest while they were down visiting.

Samantha had gotten separated from the rest of the group when she found herself drawn to a
small shop that specialized in gay and lesbian merchandise. All the books, magazines, cards,
flags, stickers and trinkets in the exclusively gay establishment, awed her.

Lost in her own thoughts, the small blonde jumped when a hand suddenly touched her shoulder.

"Calm down, girl." The soft contralto voice carried a hint of laughter. "What's so enchanting that
you can't hear your name being called?"

Samantha looked into Alex's clear blue eyes; "I was just carried away with all the variety in this
place. Gods Alex, they have gay and leshian themes on everything from coffee mugs to toilet

paper.

"Yeah, this is a great little shop, but I think it's time to pull you away. Knowing you, we could be
here for hours."

Reluctantly Samantha allowed herself to be led from the store. When they reached the sidewalk,
Alex waved a small bag in front of the petite blonde.

"What's that?" Samantha asked, her eyes lighting up.



"An early birthday present,” the tall beauty answered as she handed over the gift.

Opening the bag she pulled out a small box and opened it. "Oh Alex they're beautiful.”" She
dangled one sterling silver, double female sign earring proudly for Aurora to see.

"Those are very nice. | think | have a set similar to that." Aurora commented. "Why don't you put
them on?"

"I think I just might.” She took off the earrings she was wearing and put them in the box,
exchanging them for the new ones.

"I think there's something else in there,” Alex mentioned, pointing to the bag.

Opening the package again Sam pulled out one of the rainbow bracelets she had been admiring;
it consisted of a thin looped metal strung with a double row of staggered beads. The top row
consisted of small glass beads in rainbow colors while the other row was of slightly larger beads
made of hematite.

"Oh Alex. I love it." She hugged her lover then held out her arm for Alex to fasten the new
bauble. When Alex went to fasten it, Samantha spotted a new adornment that Alex was sporting.

"You got yourself one, too. Let me see." She grabbed the taller woman's arm to examine the new
purchase. It was similar to hers but there was only one row and it was of the sparkling rainbow
beads; they were slightly larger than the ones Samantha was now wearing.

"Twins," the smaller woman smiled.

"Not exactly - they're similar but different." Alex smiled down at the woman she loved.

"Come on you two, time to break this up and get to the map shop." Aurora walked between the
lovers and grabbed Samantha's hand, leaving Alex to walk with Kelly.

The shop wasn't far and within minutes the little group was transported back in time to an era
when astronomy was in vogue. The walls were covered with masterpieces of intricacies. Aurora
watched as Samantha took in the entire room.

"By the Gods, it's overwhelming!" Sam smiled over at Aurora.

"Come here let me show you one of my favorites,"” the older woman led Samantha to the back of
the store and stood her in front of one the star charts. "I think you will really appreciate this one,
Samantha."”

Verdant eyes grew wide and distant as the young woman stared at the lesson in patience before
her. "Aurora this is absolutely the most marvelous . . ."

"Isn't it though.™



"Look at that unicorn and the delicate colors.”" She stepped closer to the piece. "Look how
they've outlined the stars with the figures. There's Canis Major and Canis Minor, and look up
there is Orion. You know I've always like astrology, the zodiac, and the constellations, but this . .

"Do you like it enough to own it, Samantha?" Kelley asked as she walked up and put her arm
around Aurora's waist.

"Do I'" Samantha answered then looked at the price tag and shook her head. *"Maybe someday."

"No, I think perhaps today. If we buy this for you then maybe I can talk Aurora into calling it a
day. Alex and I are not big on shopping."

"Buy it for me - no Kelley, it's far too expensive.” The small blonde shook her head.
"Nonsense," Aurora chimed in. "It's your birthday present from us. We didn't know what to get
you and then | remember having seen this particular chart with the unicorn. | knew you had a
fascination for themso . . ."

"I appreciate the thought, but really, it's just a little too much. Thanks anyway."

"Let them get it for you," Alex whispered in her ear.

She turned and looked up into sky blue eyes and shook her head. "I couldn't let them spend this
much money on me, Alex it's over $200."

"Honey, they have money to burn. It would make them happy."
"But Alex . .."

"I heard that. Don't argue Sammie," Aurora interrupted. "I thought Alex said you read some of
my books?"

"l have." Samantha answered.

"Well then, you should know that 'give and take' is a Universal law." She smiled sweetly at the
younger woman, "Besides, it's rude to refuse a gift, and Kelley already told the owner we were
taking it. Wait 'til we get home, I'll show you the one we have in the library. They're both 19th
Century and by the same artist."

Knowing that refusal was futile, Samantha blushed slightly, nodded acceptance and smiled back
at Alex's mother.

Aurora quickly changed the subject. "If you think the one we just bought is expensive, come
here, little girl, let me show you another."



Taking Samantha's hand she walked her over to another wall and pointed to a decorative map of
the Southern Sky. It was the product of a Dutch Cartographer and was an extremely busy piece.
The tag on the frame caused Samantha's heart to skip a beat - the price was almost $7,000.00.

"I guess the one you're getting for me is a steal along side this one. | don't know what to say."
"Thank you will do just fine," the older woman suggested.
"Thank you Aurora, and I'll make sure to thank Kelley, too."

"Come on, looks like they have it all wrapped and ready to go. Kelley is a lot like Alex, it's hard
to keep her away from her home."

"Ah, so she gets that trait from Kelley. I didn't think it was from you, you're too much of a
people person and touring is such a big part of your career. Come to think of it, Alex did a lot of
traveling before she opened the Center."

"She traveled and she mingled, so does Kelley, but it's all part of the job. Given a choice, they
would never leave home. Come on, Hon, they're waiting."

*khhkkkhkhkkkhkkhkkhkkikkhkikkikikikk

It was almost 3 o'clock by the time they pulled into the driveway. Alex was dragging ass from
exhaustion and even Samantha was beginning to feel a little fatigued. Aurora suggested that they
take a quick tour of the villa and then a siesta. She mentioned that a full evening was planned and
she didn't expect to be dealing with cranky people.

Alex agreed immediately and Samantha reluctantly. While Alex and Kelley were getting the
luggage, Aurora showed Samantha around.

The house was huge. It looked to be built around a large courtyard, affording absolute privacy to
the owners. Obviously designed for large parties there was a dance floor in the middle of the
courtyard. Close to the northern wall there was a sunken Jacuzzi, and on the opposite side of the
room a full sized bar, and barbecue pit. Many of the bedrooms and mini-suites opened out onto
the courtyard, and those that didn't possessed balconies, which overlooked the ocean. A few of
the larger bedroom suites on the second floor were equipped with private Jacuzzi tubs and access
to both the courtyard and the ocean view. All together Samantha counted eight bedrooms, eight
full and two half baths, a library, family room, movie room, and kitchen. There were both
informal and formal dining rooms, and informal and formal living rooms. A second large Jacuzzi
and a pool were situated on the west side of the villa and enclosed so they could still be used in
the cooler months. The enclosure was screened during the warmer seasons and glassed in during
the winter. For the guests who preferred direct sunlight there was an enormous deck jetting out
from the swimming area. This deck, similar to the courtyard, sported a liquor bar and a grill.

Sam realized that with Kelley being a California realtor and Aurora an accomplished author that
they probably were quite wealthy; she simply had never imagined what that kind of wealth could



buy. At least she never took the time to think about it. This villa was unbelievable. It was like
walking onto the filming of 'Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous,' she was flabbergasted. It never
occurred to her that Alex came from such a distinguished family. Alex always seemed so down-
to-life, not snotty or above anyone. The materiality of their lifestyle made her feel a little small
and unworthy. She didn't know why but there was a minute nagging feeling, buried deep in her
subconscious, one which actually wished that visiting La Jolla had been relegated to remaining
in her dreams - the reality of the situation was larger than life.

The last stop on the tour was the celestial map that Aurora had hanging in the library. It was
similar to Samantha'’s in that it was by the same artist, but it was of the constellations Scorpio and
Libra. Aurora explained to Samantha that her zodiac sign was Libra and Kelley's was Scorpio;
she fell in love with the work of art as soon as she spotted it. To Aurora, finding the ancient
creation in the little off-the-beaten-track shop was an omen that they were meant to purchase the
piece. Of course, Kelley never tried to dissuade her from buying it. From what Samantha
observed so far, whatever Aurora wanted, Aurora got. It seemed as though Alex got a lot of her
personality characteristics from her second mom. The star chart fit perfectly into the decorum of
the library, along with the overstuffed chairs and love seat, the old globe and the wall-to-wall
built in oak bookcases.

The two women walked back into the family room where they had left Kelley and Alex to
discuss whatever it was they wanted, while Sam was being given the royal tour. Alex was sitting
drinking a beer, but got up and offered to get them each a glass of wine. Aurora accepted the
invitation, while the younger woman quickly declined.

"You know | think Aurora's idea of a short nap all the way around is an excellent idea."
Samantha confided as Alex poured her mother a drink. "I think not sleeping, and then walking
around all afternoon is finally catching up to me. Alex, you must be exhausted."

"Not too bad," the tall woman lied as she walked over to join her lover. "Ready to go bed?"

"Sure am. Your mother just pointed out your room, but we didn't even look in. I guess she
figured I'd get to see enough of it during our visit. But before we go . . ." Sam walked over to
Kelley and gave her a kiss on the cheek, thanking her for the lovely celestial map.

She joined her lover and offered her an arm. "Lead the way."” Samantha looked up into eyes that
matched two other sets in the room. "I feel like I'm odd womyn out,"” she laughed. "No matter
where | turn in this room, | look into unbelievably blue eyes."

"Blue eyes are true eyes," Aurora offered. "And right now | can see at least one set that is having
a difficult time staying open. You had best get her off to bed."”
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It was a spacious room with a balcony that afforded the viewer in one direction a view of the city
below and the ocean beyond that and in the other merely cliff, beach, and water.



"Was this your room when you were younger?"

"Yes, actually it was."

"I thought so, it looks like you."

"Is that good or bad."

"Neither. It's just an observation.” The small blonde began to undress.

"Come here, you," the dark beauty ordered. "You look like you could use a little help getting out
of those clothes.”

"Oh no! I'm doing this myself - no funny stuff while we're here in your parent's house."
"What?! You've got to be kidding."

"No I'm as serious as can be. | wouldn't feel comfortable knowing that your parents might hear
US."

"Samantha, their bedroom is at the Other end of the Villa. They would never hear us."”

"I don't care, Alex. It's a matter of respect.”

"For the Goddess' sake, this is ridiculous.”

"Whatever, that's how | feel.”

"We'll see if you still feel that way Days from now."

"Damn, | never thought about it that way. | don't want to go Days without making love to you or
having you make love to me." She finished undressing and with just her panties left on, hopped
into the bed. "But right now I'm still a little shy.

"A little shy are you?"

"Yeah."

"Then you should put a nightshirt on. You expect me to lay in bed with you half naked and
behave myself?"

"Are you tired Alexis Dorian." The petite blonde asked sarcastically.
"Yes, Samantha Riley - I'm exhausted.” The tall brunette answered in like tone.

"Then you should be able to sleep next to me if I'm completely naked and still go to sleep.”



"Okay, you win this time." Alex quickly undressed and joined her lover under the covers.

They lay in bed with Samantha snuggled up to the warm muscular body of her lover, her arm
around Alex's waist.

"What's planned for this evening, do you know?"

"I think Mom picked the place for dinner tonight. She hasn't even filled Kelley in on it. She
wanted it to be special seeing how this is your first visit. Kind of a "Welcome to the Family'
affair. So let's get some shuteye. | think Mom expects to be up most of the evening and probably
a good part of the morning."

Alex lifted the head on her shoulder, tilting it so she could lean down and kiss her lover for the
first time in hours.

Soft malachite eyes looked up. "I love you Alex. Thanks for bringing me here."

"I love you, too, Samantha. To reiterate what Mom and Kelley said earlier, welcome to Cielo en
Tierra." She gently kissed the golden crown as she embraced the body that clung so tenderly to
her own.

Within minutes the two lovers were fast asleep in each other's arms.

*khkhkkkhkkhkkkhkkhkkhkhkkhhikkhkikk

A knock on the door and the familiar voice of her mother brought Alex out of a deep slumber.
She looked around the comforting room, her eyes searching for the clock that had always been
set but rarely went off during her high school years.

"Come on sleepyhead, time to get up. It's almost seven. Your time of day - the moon's coming
out." Warmth was what she felt whenever she held the small woman close to her and it was
always an inner struggle to disentangle herself from the comfort of her lover's embrace.
"Samantha, it's time to get ready for dinner.” Another smile as she thought of the key words used
in awakening her princess.

"You're just saying that to get me up,” Samantha mumbled softly from the vicinity of Alex’s
chest.

"No. No I'm not. Open your eyes - you'll see that the sun has done a vanishing act while you
were conversing in dreams.

"Oh no!" Samantha bolted upright, blinking her eyes awake. "I missed my first La Jolla sunset. I
didn't want to sleep through it."

"Samantha, it's very similar to the one we view at home, believe me."



"It's just that sunset is our special time and | wanted to start a tradition."
"Huh?"

"I thought it would be unique if we made it a tradition to watch the sunset on the first night
whenever we were in a new place. | went and missed our first sunset in La Jolla."

"If it makes you feel any better, | missed it, too." Alex teased the disappointed woman now
sitting upright beside her. "We can catch it tomorrow night, it really doesn't change all that much
from day to day. I'll remember from now on and not let you nap during sunset time, okay?"

"Only on the first night in a new place." Samantha turned and gave her lover a hug.

"Let me go ask Mom how we should dress for dinner," Alex said as she threw her legs over the
side of the bed and stood up. "I'll be right back.” She grabbed a nightshirt and scurried out the
door and down the hall.

Samantha lay back on the bed, her eyes searching the far distant waters, watching as white caps
mounted the waves and rode them to shore. Thank you, Powers That Be. | wouldn't trade my life
with anyone in the world.

She got up and looked around, finding Alex in all the memorabilia scattered throughout the
room. One wall held a small trophy case holding small bronze and gold statues of girls in various
sport positions, throwing, kicking, and hitting different sized balls. There was a softball that
looked to have been signed by the entire team. Several montages graced the north wall. She
wondered who instigated the mini works of art and who the photographer was in the family.
Samantha noticed several others hanging throughout the house. What a nice way of presenting
the past and integrating it into the present she thought as she stood closer to examine the two
that hung on either side of the mirror.

On the right you could watch the young Alex grow from a small child to a teenager in the time it
took to look over 20 or so pictures. Samantha smiled to herself, as she looked into the eyes of a
toothless Alex, poising in her softball uniform. She loved the one of Alex caught in motion as
she was throwing a martial art's punch at an unseen victim. Directly in the middle was
professional photograph of Alex in her high school cap and gown, smiling proudly, holding her
diploma in her hand, and being flanked by the two women in her life who loved her the most.

The second montage took up where the first left off. The main picture on this side of the mirror
was also professionally taken at graduation, but Alex now held her college sheepskin, as she was
again standing in the middle of her proud parents.

Her inspection was cut short by Alex's return.

"Mom said semi-casual which just means no shorts or jeans.” She looked at Sam who was still
staring intently at the final montage. "Mom refuses to take those down . . ."



"l would, too, if I were her. Alex this is the life of her baby .. ."

"Samantha . . ."

"No, you look - you may be all grown up but in your parent's eyes you're still their little girl.
Look at this room." She spun around her arms wide open encompassing the entire area. This
room is a shrine your mother has kept so she can come in and watch you grow all over again
anytime she misses the sound of your voice or the sight of your pretty little face.” Her green eyes
began to mist as she empathized with a mother whose only child had grown up and moved away.
"You're reading way too much into this room, Sam . . ."

"No. I'm not. | can see it in the way your folks look at you Alex. | don't think you realize how
much they love you."

"Sure | do. They're great."”

The small blonde shook her head. "I don't think you really understand, but that's okay, | do. Your
parents will be seeing a lot more of you now that I'm around."

"Okay, you win but sentimental time is over. You can look at these later. Kelley has made 8:30
reservations at the restaurant so we have not quite an hour and a half to get ready. Want to
shower?"

"Yeah, | should think so. You want to go first?"

"No. We're showering together."

"But..."

"Samantha, don't be ridiculous. We did more than that when they visited us."

"But this is different."

"We're only going to shower - | promise | won't ravish you," sapphire eyes twinkled joyously, "I
don't have time."

*khkhkkkhkkhkkkhkkhkkkhkkikhkkhhihkkikkikikk

Cutting it exceeding close to the 8:30 time limit, the foursome found themselves standing outside
the front door of yet another of La Jolla's exquisite restaurants. Again the Dorians were greeted
by name by both the valet and the maitré de.

"I could get used to this kind of treatment,” Samantha joked.



She was not expecting the response she received as Alex countered with, "And so you should,
this is but the beginning, Samantha.” The look in her lover's eyes was unreadable, but there was a
glimmer of mischief hidden within the realms of her deep blue orbs. Samantha was about to take
the conversation to the next level when Kelley held out a hand to the two of them letting them
know they were about to be seated.

The group traveled through the entire restaurant, as they were being lead out onto what looked
like a private patio. It was decorated with festive lighting and enclosed in glass with a retractable
ceiling that could be closed during inclement weather. The thought of it being a private room
was fleeting for as they approached the double doors leading into the room Samantha could see
that there were already people seated at a large table.

She was so busy taking in the scenery and decorations that she hadn't focused any of her
attention on the people, who were already in the room. Finally, concentrating on what was
happening around her, she noticed that she had been correct the first time, there was only one
huge table in the room and this was definitely a private affair. She searched the faces of the
people seated at the table and her eyes, getting as big as saucers, filled with tears. Directly in
front of her were Sonny, Ray, Suz, Danny and Sally. With her mouth agape she looked up at
Alex, into eyes reflecting oceans of love and then back to the small gathering before her. The
maitré de positioned himself on the opposite side of the room and quickly snapped a picture of
the entire group. One word, spoken simultaneously by eight of the people she loved most in the
world, filled her ears as her heart overflowed with joy.

"SURPRISE!!"

Continued in Part 4.
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Chapter 4

Time stood still as Samantha's mind took in the scene set before her. Unable to move, she stood
frozen, her face warming as color filled her cheeks. A moist path of happy tears streamed down
her cheeks, and Alex's arm became positioned firmly around her shoulders.

"What in Tartarus . . ." were the first words out of the surprised woman's mouth.

"A little pre-birthday party. Didn't seem right to invite them from such distances for one evening,
so we thought we'd make a weekend of it." A soft Kiss graced flaxen hair before Alex led her
lover toward the head of the table. But, there was no way she was going to be seated before
greeting each of the guests individually.

Unable to contain himself until the petite blonde reached his seat, Sonny jumped up and met the
dazzled woman halfway. "Hi, Sweetness. You didn't think we'd miss your first “family" birthday
now did you?" Strong arms engulfed her, squeezing gently as he kissed her hello.

"Oh, Sonny. This is just too much. I never in my wildest . . ."
"Well, of course not, that's why we all got to say 'Surprise." It wouldn't have been much of one,
if you'd been able to figure it out ahead of time, now would it?" Samantha received another hug

and a peck on the cheek before he allowed her to move on to the next person.

"Happy Almost Birthday, Samantha," Ray interjected when Sonny relinquished his hold on their
friend.

"I'm so happy to see you two." Samantha bent down to give him a welcoming kiss before turning
to Suzanne.

"Hi stranger,"” the redhead greeted her friend. "You've been pretty scarce since moving into
Paradise! Guess | have to wait for special occasions to be graced by your company.”



"Oh, Suz." Samantha retorted as she turned, then looked at Danny and thanked him for bringing
her friend.

Not being much of a conversationalist, Danny acknowledged the statement with a smile and a
nod before returning his attention to the menu he had been intently studying.

Samantha hugged her friend again, "I'm so glad you came - this is incredible."

"Couldn't pass up a free weekend in La Jolla now could I?" Suzanne held her friend out at arm's
length before passing her down to the only person in the room Sam had yet to greet. "You look
marvelous, Sammie, Paradise is obviously good for you."

Finally, Samantha looked toward the end of the table and contact was made with eyes almost
identical to her own. Her tears began anew. With arms outstretched the two sisters walked
toward each other. Embracing with a grip that almost took their breaths away they stood, tears
streaming down their faces, both at an uncharacteristic loss for words.

Alex put one long arm around each of the women and gave them a simultaneous hug, while
leaning forward and whispering, "This was meant to be a happy occasion."

Giggling through the tears, Samantha released her hold on Sally. "It is! Oh, Alex, it most
definitely is! This is the traditional 'Riley' greeting," she wiped the remainder of the salty drops
from her face. "l don't know how to begin . . ."

"Let's try sitting down and looking at a menu,™ Alex suggested while guiding the sisters over to
their prospective seats. She sat down herself and smiled at her parents as she mouthed a silent
"Thank you."

The party participants were soon lost in small talk with discussions ranging from how and when
everyone arrived, to when they planned on leaving. The topic of how to make the most use of the
weekend seemed to rate high on everyone's list.

Throughout the evening, whenever Samantha thought about all the love and labor that went into
arranging this little get together, she got flesh bumps and tingled all over. Every so often the
small blonde would reach her arm under the table and gently squeeze Alex's leg, and each time
she did so the taller woman would glance over at a face full of gratitude.

Entrees were soon ordered, running the gambit from Penne with Portabella, Shiitake, and Porcini
mushroom sauce, to Fettucini in a garlic, onion and basil sauce. The house specials of shrimp
and scallop dishes were also popular picks. The meals were undeniably gourmet creations. Quite
out of character for the restaurant, the small group was served a family style salad, hot bread
sticks, and a bottle of Merlot, which Kelley increased by ordering two more bottles.

Earlier in the day, Alex called and informed the chef that Tiramisu was one of Samantha's
favorite desserts, and as it happened that very dish was one of his specialties. He informed Alex
that he would personally be preparing and serving the piece de resistance to the birthday meal,



and true to his word, he lead the small troupe of wait people as they entered the private room to
sing Happy Birthday in Italian to their Irish guest.

With the lights dimmed and the dessert ablaze, the chef entered, carrying his masterpiece. He
arranged the individual ramekins containing the delicate Tiramisu in a circle, so the small dishes
resembled a birthday cake. There was a larger ramekin in the center of the circle and in between
each of the small dishes he positioned ladyfingers so as to form an inner border between the
small ramekins and the larger one. Candles, protruding from the delicate cakes, lit up the room,
while a sparkler flickered brilliantly in the centralized Tiramisu.

Although the celebration was a little premature, Alex explained to her lover that they would not
be back here on the actual birthday, and the staff wanted to do a little something special for
Aurora and Kelley's new family member.

For the umpteenth time this evening Samantha found her face flushing rose as she watched the
chef proudly place his creation in front of her. The singing began and as Samantha bent over to
blow out the candles, she did her best to think of a wish to make that had not already been
granted.

Over dessert, the consensus was formulated that the weekend would be filled with two of the San
Diego area's biggest attractions. Saturday would find the small group at Sea World and they all
decided that Sunday would be an excellent opportunity to visit the San Diego Zoo.

It was nearing the witching hour when Aurora suggested they take the party back to the villa for
a night cap and a fairly decent retirement time so they would all be at least somewhat rested in
the morning. She informed the little troupe that Sea World was not the place to tackle on a scant
amount of sleep.

Suz and Danny drove down so they had their own car. Sonny and Ray picked up a rental car at
the airport where they stayed and met Sally before bringing her with them to the restaurant. Alex
coordinated the flights so the guys had arrived within an hour of Sally's landing. She faxed
Sonny a photo of Sam's sister earlier in the week and told him to simply look for a slightly
younger rendition of Samantha with long hair. As it turned out he didn't need to look at the
photo, his first glance at the young woman left no doubt in Sonny's mind that she was
Samantha's sister. The three of them got to know each other on the way up from San Diego and
by the time they arrived at the restaurant were fairly good friends. Piling into cars they all headed
back to the villa.

Minutes later with everyone mulling around the kitchen area, Kelley proposed a brandy nightcap
to relax everyone before she herded them all off to bed. The early morning moon was shining
brightly through the glass doors as Kelley led the small group out onto the veranda. Far below,
the water was hooded by moonbeams, and the illuminated white caps cast a mystical glow from
the vista on the villa deck. As Samantha looked down, the heavenly light cascading across the
stretch of land below captured the flecks of sand, causing them to sparkle like millions of
diamonds scattered across the beach.



"A penny for your thoughts." A soft contralto voice broke the small blonde's reverie.

Sam looked up into velvet blue eyes. "I was thinking it must be in the genes. Your family seems
to have a knack for finding Paradise here on Earth."”

"It's a beautiful view, isn't it?"

"Almost as beautiful as the one from our penthouse.” Samantha put her arm around Alex's waist
and they stood quietly for a minute caught in the magic of the moment, until Sonny approached,
breaking the spell. Alex kissed Samantha on the cheek and left the two friends to chat, while she
meandered over to join Kelley.

Danny loosened up a little after a glass or two of wine and became fast friends with Ray, as the
two stood in the middle of the deck talking. Suz found Aurora fascinating and cornered the older
woman for some advice on positive thinking. Sally, who originally was searching for her sister
amongst the little group, decided to join the author and her new disciple. She decided that some
positive affirmations would be a definite plus to assimilate and take back with her to
Washington. Things were not going smoothly at home and she didn't know how she was going to
tell Samantha that their parents were on the rockiest of roads and that their relationship was
heading for destruction.

When the party began breaking up, Samantha got her chance to take Aurora aside. She wanted to
personally thank her hostess for allowing the entire group to call the villa home for the weekend
and for making her birthday so special.

"We love doing it, Samantha." Aurora admitted. "This place doesn't see half the excitement it
used to. It's a pleasure to hear the rooms come alive with voices other than Kelley's and mine."”
She kissed the younger woman and shooed her back toward her guests.

It was close to one o'clock by the time Alex and Samantha walked each of the couples and Sally
to their perspective accommodations.

At her sister's door Samantha embraced the younger version of herself. "We'll get some time to
talk this weekend, I promise. Maybe while we're walking around Sea World or the zoo. I'm so
glad you made it down."

Alex motioned that she would meet Sam in their room and the blonde acknowledged that she
would be right along. "Take your time, Samantha. Good to see you again, Sally. 'Nite."

"Good night, Alex and thank you again."

"Think nothing of it." The tall, graceful woman turned her back to the sisters and walked quietly
away.



"I don't believe Alex did this," Samantha started. "But I couldn't be more pleased. You know it
would have been the first birthday ever without you, Mom, and Dad. | guess Alex knew how
hard that would have been on me. Isn't she incredible?"

"Yes, Sammie, she is. | believe I told you that when I first met her. You're one lucky
leprechaun.” She laughed, remembering back to when their mother used to affectionately call
them by that name.

"Now you're beginning to sound like Mom," Samantha chuckled, smiling at her little sis. "Listen,
Hon, you best get some sleep. | hear that Sea World is huge and we all need to be fresh and
awake in the morning. As | said before, we'll talk tomorrow. I'm so glad you're here. Good night,
Sally." She kissed her sister on the cheek, still giddy from the surprise hours earlier.

"Good night Sammie - you don't know how good it is to see you and see how happy you are with
Alex. You've really found your niche in the world." A slight sadness could be seen in the verdant
eyes looking back at Sam’s.

Knowing her sister well, Samantha could tell there was a sigh in Sally's voice, an unspoken
sadness. "Is every okay at home - other than the fact that I'm gay?"

"Pretty much, Sam. But you're right, we need to get some sleep tonight, or rather this morning,
and we can talk some tomorrow. Good night."

Samantha turned and walked away as her sister silently closed the door. A slight damper was put
on the feeling she had been enjoying all evening as she glanced back at the closed door
wondering where the sadness in her sister's otherwise joy filled eyes came from.

The door to their suite was ajar and she entered to find Alex sprawled across the bed, hands
under her head, eyes closed. The tall woman had already changed out of her clothes and into a
nightshirt. Samantha stood, staring at a vision of beauty; Alex's thick dark hair when left to its
own devices fell fluidly along the curves of her strong angular face creating a portrait of absolute
elegance. My beautiful dark Angel she whispered to herself, the sight of the gorgeous brunette
warming her heart. Concluding that Alex looked too peaceful to awaken, the small blonde
quietly shut the door and began to tiptoe past the bed.

Seconds later she realized that she should have known better than to try to sneak past her dark
hero, just as she reached the bathroom door, sapphire eyes jolted open and the sleeper did
awaken.

"Since you're awake . . ." Samantha started as she turned back toward the bed; "Sally told me you
paid for her round trip flight. And what's with the "free weekend in La Jolla" Suz mentioned? |
also noticed no one made a move to help with the dinner tab. Alex, what's going on . . . this is to
extravagant for a birthday party."



"Wow . .. backup...slowdown! This isn't just a party, it's a birthday weekend, and it's your
first birthday with me. | want to make it something to remember." She sat up and scooted to the
edge of the bed, tucking one long leg under her, while letting the other dangle to the floor.

"You didn't need to do anything to accomplish that, just being with you would have been enough
to remember. I'd like to help with Sally's plane fare.” Sam stood beside the bed, her leg touching
Alex's swaying one.

"No way - don't be ridiculous, Samantha."

"Why is it ridiculous to not want you to have to foot the entire bill for this weekend. Did you pay
for Sonny and Ray to come down, too?"

Strong arms surrounded the small waist and Samantha found herself being draw onto the bed
next to her lover.

"No, I didn't. Listen, I'll talk business with the guys sometime tomorrow, and they'll rack this one
up on their expense account, just like we'll do when we go up there in October. But Sonny
wouldn't have missed this for the world even if they couldn't use it as a business expense."

"I don't want you spending this much money on me, Alex. | get uncomfortable."

"Listen Samantha, remember we said we'd talk about money?"

"Yeah."

She ran graceful fingers through the soft golden hair of Samantha's head with a gentle massaging
motion. "This is not the time. Just take my word for it that this little shindig is not even putting a
dent in my allowance." She smiled down at her lover and kissed her gently on the lips. "I want

this weekend to be the best, no thoughts of that evil green stuff - okay."

"Did you say Allowance? | haven't received an allowance since | was in high school. Do you
have a money tree planted somewhere in this villa or something?"

"Something like that. And I guess I've said allowance since | was in high school - | have a trust
fund and get a monthly stipend.” Her strong arms wrapped around the small body practically
sitting on her lap. "I love you Samantha."

"Must be some Stipend! And . . . I love you, too. But how will I ever be able to thank you for
this."

"Hell, that's easy - you could let me make love to you tonight.”

"Alex, | told you how I feel about making love in your parent's home."



"And | told you they are at the opposite end of the villa. You want me to try to call them?" She
opened her mouth in an attempt to yell.

Small fingers reached up and covered her mouth.
"No! Alex, don't!" Samantha begged.
"But Samantha . . ."

"How would they ever have known if something was wrong in this end of the house if you can't
hear from one end to the other?" The blonde queried.

Alex got up and strolled over to the light switch. Samantha noticed for the first time that there
was a camouflaged intercom on the wall. "Watch and listen - this place is sound proof."
Beginning slowly and softly, but ending in a vibrato crescendo, Alex began to vocalize. "Aaah,
ooh, humm, S-a-m-a-n-t-h-a, oh Samantha!!"

The small blonde wanted to crawl under the bed. Feeling the blood rushing to her face, she ran to
stop Alex from opening the portal to the rest of the villa, but the larger woman picked her up at
the waist, holding her tightly as she proceeded to open the door. While continuing to dangle the
flailing Samantha, Alex looked in both directions down the lengthy hallway. Satisfied that no
adjacent doors were opening, she set the small woman onto her feet, closed their door and went
to the intercom.

"I told you this place is sound proof, and it rambles forever,"” she smiled.

Before Samantha's small hands could stop her, the dark-haired beauty flicked a switch on the
communication device. "Mom!"

Green darts flew from Samantha's eyes as she shook her head at the smiling brunette.
A few seconds later there was a response. "Yes, Alex?"
"Did you just hear me scream?"

"Don't be silly, you know we can't hear anything from your end of the complex. Why were you
screaming?”

"Just proving a statement to a certain Doubting Thomas who would want to see Christ's puncture
wounds before believing," she chuckled into the intercom.

"And just why would you need to prove such a point,” Kelley's voice boomed through.

"Um..."



"Never mind, Dear, we don't need to know," her mother giggled as the younger women on the
other end of the line could hear her hushing Kelley and shooing her away from the system.
Cheerfully she added, "Samantha - for the most part the villa is sound proof - it was purposely
done so people could sleep while others were partying . . . have fun, girls, but do get some
sleep.”

"Nite Mom."

"Good morning, Alexis." The intercom went dead.

"Now look what you've done!" Samantha whined as Alex closed the box.
"What?"

"You know what!"

"Don't you think they know . . ."

"But you didn't have to let them know that tonight . . ."

The tall beauty grabbed the small blonde and drew her into a passionate embrace. "Don't deny
me tonight . . . this morning, Samantha." Running slender fingers through the flaxen hair, the
taller woman leaned over and buried her face in the golden silk. "You smell so sweet."

"Alex, my knees are buckling."

"We can rectify that." Gently she lifted the love of her life into arms that showed no strain at the
weight. Final destination was the sliding glass door leading out onto a small deck. Without
having to reposition her precious cargo, she opened the door and stepped through. "Smell the
fresh ocean breeze. Look at this heavenly view. Samantha, you were born to gaze upon such
beauty as a daily occurrence. The world is yours to command, Samantha. Anything you want,
just ask for it; if it's within my power to get it, it's yours.

"Alex, you can be such a poet when the mood hits. As long as | have you beside me, | can't see
that anything else would matter.” Putting her small hands on either side of the beautiful face she
loved, she drew it down to meet hers, planting a kiss on eager lips, her tongue slowly reaching
the inner depths of the moist sanctuary. "I think it's the thought of making love under your
parent's roof that's turning you on, my dark-haired beauty . . . not me. It's the temptation of the
forbidden fruit in the garden.”

"Samantha.” Alex objected, "I don't now and never have had the restrictions put upon me that
you obviously experienced. | don't find making love under my parent's roof forbidden territory."

Sam squirmed trying to disengage herself from the strong arms that now refused to release their
hold. "Oh, so now you're telling me I'm not the first woman you've made love to in this



bedroom? Is that supposed to turn me on?" As instantaneous as a flipped switch, the mood was
broken and replaced by a defensive feeling, a jealousy for those who had come before her.

Giving the smaller woman her way and loosening her hold, she lowered Samantha until her feet
were touching the floor and then followed the now angry woman back into their suite.

"Why do you have to look at everything from such an acute angle. Why not believe instead that
you're going to be the last woman I ever have in this bedroom?"

"I don't think | want to make love in a bed that has been occupied by your former lovers." All of
a sudden the conversation turned from one of seduction to one of accusation.

Exasperated, Alex sighed, pulled a reluctant Samantha close and tilted the smaller woman's face
to look up into her own deep blue eyes, quickly meeting troubled emerald orbs. "I'm only going
to say this once so listen very carefully. | told Mom to throw the mattress away when | broke up
with Nikki. I warned her that if it was still around when | visited that | would set the damn thing
on fire. She went one step further and bought a brand new bed. This is one of those new air
beds," she grinned at the look on her lover's face. "Not the Camping store airbed, Samantha. It's a
little more refined than that. Even you should know my Mom by now -- this is called an Air
Support Sleep System and," she picked up the control lying on the nightstand, "we each have our
very on control so you can adjust your side of the bed. We can christen the bed right now if you
want." She grinned again at the dumbfounded look on Samantha's face.

"Well - that certainly was a change of topic if I've ever heard one. Did they ask if you'd do a
commercial for them after you tried the bed?"

"No, smart ass - but they did ask Mom if she would." Alex was now displaying a full smile,
knowing she had once again gotten her Samantha back and dispersed the green giant that seemed
to lie in wake beneath the surface of her lover's heart. "But of course, she refused.”

Samantha sat down on the bed and pushed on the mattress. "It really is rather comfortable." A
smile also spread across her face as she reached out a beckoning arm, fingers wiggling in the
direction of her lover. "Come here, you."

Not needing a second invitation, Alex closed the glass door and pounced onto the bed next to her
lover. "I'll bet you were an impossible child. Just when your mom was ready to punish you, you
probably turned on that irresistible smile and melted her heart.”

"I don't remember it ever happening that way," Samantha smiled as she put her arms around
Alex. "Sweetheart, there's nothing I'd like more than to spend the next couple of hours braided
around your body, but it's after 1:30 in the morning and the guests you so graciously invited to
spend the weekend with us have all gotten a head start on sleep. Between the excitement, the
dinner, and the booze, if | don't get some shut eye soon, you will never be able to get me up in
the morning . . ."



"Okay, okay, you don't have to draw me a picture. To tell you the truth I'm more than a little
tired myself," Samantha's dark angel smiled wickedly as she loosened the hold the smaller
woman's arms had on her body, "especially after having to put on a show to convince you that
this suite is like a tomb. I'm gonna let you call the shots - for now - but I don't intend to be put off
tomorrow evening . . . deal?"

Taking the out offered her Samantha got off the bed and began to slowly undress. "Deal."

With a leering look and a clearing of her throat, Alex gave a warning. "I suggest you go into the
bathroom to finish what you're doing, and come out with a nightshirt on if you don't want me to
renege on my generosity this morning.” The grin on Alex's face, advised Sam that any excuse
would be enough to counter her previous statement and continue the course of seduction.

Samantha felt it best to abide by the rule just laid on the table and scurried into the bathroom,
coming out a few minutes later, appropriately clothed in a sleeping shirt. She crawled into bed
next to Alex and began playing with the bed's firmness control until Alex took it from her.

"I thought you said you were tired. If you can waste your time playing with that silly thing - | can
certainly find something better to occupy you."

Samantha smiled as she scooted closer and snuggled into her sleeping position. Sheepishly she
looked up into Alex's baby blues. "I was just testing you, | am tired and | know you are, too. |
think I'm just excited about going to Sea World tomorrow. | feel like a kid. I've never had a
birthday celebration begin three days Before my birthday."

"Well, there's always a first time." Alex kissed the crown of her lover's head as she gently
wrapped her arm around the soft body lying beside her. "Are you as excited as you were about
coming down here?"

"Pretty close.” Samantha answered.

"Does that mean I'm in for a lot of tossing and turning?"

"I don't think so, I think I'll be able to get to sleep. But, | was wondering while | was in the
bathroom?"

"Oh, dear, that sounds like trouble!" The tall woman looked down at her lover, her eyebrow
arching slightly.

"No...notrouble. .. I was just wondering why Aurora didn't use the intercom to wake us up
earlier and why you didn't use it to find out where we were going for dinner?"

"If you must know, my little inquisitor, Mom was doing a final check on the guest rooms in this
corridor when she woke us up, and | needed to go talk to her and make sure everyone had arrived
okay. You wouldn't have wanted us to spoil the surprise now would you?"



"No, I guess I wasn't thinking about that." She snuggled in closer, giving Alex a tender squeeze.

Long fingers caressed Samantha's back, feeling the warmth of the skin beneath the nightshirt
increase as she slowly slid her hand up and down the slender body.

"By the Gods that feels marvelous,” Samantha cooed. "I'll give you three days to stop."

"And I'll give you ten minutes to be breathing steadily and lost in dreams. If you aren't . . . all
bets are off and there will be no sleep until the sun joins us."”

Before closing her eyes and drifting off to the land of Nyx, Samantha let her eyes travel to the
brightest star shining its light through the glass door. She thought of a wish that was yet to be
granted and squeezed her lover tightly one last time before allowing the God of dreams to carry
her away.

*kkhkhkkhkhhhkhkhkkkkhkhkhkiihkikkx

The direction of the suite was almost due west, and the morning sun did not shower the rooms in
first light. Nevertheless, Alex's automatic alarm did not fail to announce the event. She glanced
over at the clock and decided another hour would not do anyone any harm. Samantha had
experienced some restlessness during the hours they slept and the small blonde ended up a few
inches away from but still facing her, one small hand reaching out and keeping contact with
Alex's body. The dark-haired beauty looked over at her life partner and smiled. I will love you
forever, Samantha. | want you to be the first sight to greet my eyes each morning until the day
I'm called to leave this Earth. She kissed her fingers and placed them gently on the forehead of
her lover. Sleep a while longer, my Precious, the day is here to do your bidding.

Quietly she rolled over and put her feet on the floor, reaching back to make sure Samantha had a
pillow to take her place when she left the comfort of the bed. It was useless to lay there and try to
sleep. After using the bathroom she decided to head for the kitchen, almost positive she would
find Kelley already there.

The halls were bathed in a soft pink light coming from the skylights that dotted the entire villa.
Figuring Ray would also be up and wondering what to do with himself, she tapped softly on the
guys' door as she passed and slowed her pace, giving him time to answer.

"Hey, wait up Alex," he half-whispered as he hurried to catch up. "l was hoping you'd be
awake."

"You know your way around, you could have meandered into the kitchen without me."
"Yeah, but it's always better to have company,"” he confessed as he put an arm around his friend.
"So, how much longer shall we give them to sleep?"” Out of the corner of her eye she saw another

door crack open slightly. "Come on out, you're not the only one awake," she notified the
nonsleeper.



Danny poked his head out about the time they reached the room. "Good morning. You two
headed for coffee?"

"I'm a tea drinker, but we have both - join us.”

"So," she reiterated, "how much longer?"

"Let's see, Sea World opens at what, 10 o'clock?"

"Yes."

"And it's not the busy season. I'd say let them have another hour. We could have breakfast made
by that time, get them up, eat, and then go. What do you think?" He turned his attention first to
Danny and then to Alex.

"Suz will probably be up within the hour," was Danny's answer.

"Samantha would sleep all day, and I think her sister has similar sleeping habits, but an hour will
be sufficient. Making breakfast is a great idea. Mom's probably still asleep so it will be the four
of us cooking. You any good at making toast, Danny."

"My specialty," he grinned up at the woman walking next to him.

"All right, one hour and breakfast it is." Alex brushed her hands together in a ‘that's that' gesture
and put an arm around the shoulder of each of the men flanking her.

Just as Alex anticipated, when they approached the kitchen area, Kelley was sitting in the
breakfast nook already sipping her first cup of tea. She also had a pot of coffee brewing, as she
knew Sonny would throw a hissy fit if he awoke and there was no caffeine. The Three
Musketeers arrived and filled Kelley in on their plan. She agreed that feeding everyone before
going to the park was an excellent idea and the foursome started preparing the morning meal.

Forty-five minutes later, while Danny was completing the table setting and Ray was getting the
juice and condiments, it was decided that Alex would be the one to go arouse the sleepers as she
could enter all four rooms with no drawbacks.

Within ten minutes Alex returned with four half-awake individuals, all still sporting sleepy
expressions.

"My, don't we look bright eyed and bushy tailed?" Kelley addressed the four younger people.
She turned to Alex questioningly, "Where's your mother?"

"She'll be here; you know she has to make her entrance.” She smiled over at her parent as she
pointed Samantha in the direction of the table. "Go . . . sit. .. I'll get you some tea."



"Thanks, Honey." Not much for early discussions the small blonde did as she was bid. Sonny,
Sally, and Suzanne followed suit as Ray and Danny began serving.

"These smell wonderful,” Sonny announced, as a plate of pancakes was set in front of him. "Isn't
anyone else hungry?"

"Mind you manners," Ray scolded. "You have new friends who don't need to find out your bad
habits so soon."

"Bad habits," Sonny whined. "It's just that between Samantha and me - there's not enough of
these for anyone else.” He smiled over at his friend who was more than happy to join in the fun.

"Agreed - | think the two of us could polish these off nicely,” Sam smiled as she reached for the
plate.

Two strong hands stopped her in mid-reach. "Touch that plate before everyone is seated and the
two of you will sit and Watch the rest of us chow down - You got that?" The tone was
intimidating but the twinkle in the sparkling blue eyes belied the words.

"Oh, all right,” Samantha sighed putting her arms to her sides in mock humility. "We'll share.
You'll just have to buy us lunch earlier.” She grinned broadly over at Sonny who winked at her
before throwing up his hands in feigned surrender.

Aurora arrived just as the last of the meal was being brought to the table and the little group
descended upon the bounty with voracious appetites.

*kkhkhkhkhhhkhkkkkkhkhkikiiikikkx

Breakfast was devoured with minimal conversation, save to discuss the events they were
planning to take in on today's venture. Sam, Sally, Sonny and Suz pulled K.P. while the rest of
the group started with showers. There was no way everyone was going to be able to shower at
one time and doubling up was not a good idea, as time was becoming of the essence.

Less than two hours later and with only a short 15-minute drive, the van pulled into the Sea
World parking lot a little after 10 a.m. Cameras were out and the first pictures of the day were
snapped in front of the sign leading into the park.

Discussion on the way to the park established that they were going to take in some of the walk
around exhibits early, the water rides during the heat of the day and shows in between. Main
attraction for the day was going to be a swim with the Dolphins.

Kelley and Alex went up to the ticket booth while the rest of the entourage waited out front
discussing how much fun the day was going to be.

"What do you think is taking them so long," Samantha asked Aurora. "Do you think there's some
kind of problem?"



"No. They have to get different tickets for some of the events we called ahead and scheduled. I'm
sure Kelley wants to make sure everything has been taken care of before we get there.” She
smiled over at the young blonde, "So, have you or your sister ever been here before?"

"No, we went to Disneyland once but never here to Sea World - I love the ocean and the animals
that live in it - this is really exciting."”

"I'm glad you feel that way, Hon. We have an exhausting day planned and we want everyone to
come away feeling like today was really special. Unfortunately, with the winter hours already
started we have a shorter period of time to do everything. More than likely you and Alex will
have to come back down some other time to see what we miss today. Lucky for all of us the
Santa Ana is still going strong and bringing in summer weather.” She looked over in the
direction of the ticket booths. "Here they come, are we all ready?"

A communal "Yes!" greeted her ears. Alex and Kelley smiled at each other, knowing that their
private cheerleader was probably rallying the troupe to enhance the mood.

"So, where to first Alex?" An eager Samantha started to link her arm in Alex's, but stopped,
remembering they were out in public. Alex caught the trepidation and guilty look on her lover's
face and proceeded to place an affectionate arm around Samantha's shoulders. She bent down
and whispered, "I'll walk with you however | please, and if we get any odd glances, I'll Kiss you
and really give them something to gawk at." Samantha smiled up at the one she loved.

"You are something else, Alexis Dorian."

"That's why you love me." Alex squeezed her slightly and let go so they could maneuver through
the turnstiles. Park maps in hand, the little group headed toward the Forbidden Reef where they
could view hundreds of exotic undersea creatures, including moray eels. Aurora informed them
that they only had a half an hour before they were due to meet the dolphins, so it was a rather
hurried walk through.

On the way over to the dolphin interaction pool, while Alex was chatting with Sally and Suz and
trying to get Suzanne to change her mind about not swimming with the dolphins, Sam overhear
Ray and Sonny bickering about not being given the chance to help pay for their involvement.
From what she could gather Alex and her parents were footing the entire bill. Doing the math she
came up with $360 plus tax just to get in. This was definitely getting to be a very expensive
weekend and the small blonde began feeling a little uncomfortable. A discussion was definitely
called for before a fortune was spent, but she didn't know how to broach the subject. If she
waited until they got back to the villa it would be too late. She promised herself that first chance
she could manage she would get Sonny to the side first and see what was going on.

Aurora fixed the first little adventure so that theirs was the only group involved. They gathered
in a classroom environment to receive a lesson in dolphin physiology and anatomy, as well as
being educated about the bottlenose dolphin’s history and reproductive habits. After the
chalkboard and video portion of the training was completed it was time to play with the friendly
mammals. Unable to coax Suz, Kelley or Aurora into joining them in the water, the daring



sextuple disappeared to don their wet suits. They emerged within minutes to join the instructors
in the shallow lagoon, while the perpetually dry trio watched the shenanigans from a safe
distance on a man-made beach.

"Don't worry," Alex told her little clan, "Wait 'til later, we'll get them all wet!"
"I can't believe we getting to do this," Samantha whispered to her sister.
"Me either, what an adventure.”

The remainder of the 90 minutes the six 'happy campers' spent in the water, interacting with the
dolphins as the friendly mammals played, swam, and ate. They were even instructed in how
some of the training signals worked. Each one of them personally swam with a dolphin and
Kelley captured it all on the digital camcorder.

At the end of the 90 minutes the six totally satisfied customers went back into the locker room to
change while Suz, Aurora, and Kelley waited in the gift shop.

"Okay kids," Kelley gathered everyone around her, "we've just about enough time to take in the
Shipwreck Rapids. I've booked us for lunch at the Shipwreck Reef Café where the ride will drop
us off and we are scheduled for a tour of the park at 2:15.

"Wow, you have everything on a timetable," Suz blurted out, then covered her mouth,
embarrassed at her blurb.

Kelley just smiled and agreed with her, "Yes, we've found if you want to see the most possible
and you only have one day, it's best to have a plan. We've been here often enough to know what's
the most interesting the first time through. Of course the dolphin pool is rather new and not a lot
of people get to experience that particular exhibit.

"I don't know if anything is going to top that experience today," Sonny admitted.
"When are we going to see the Shamu show?" Sally asked to no one in particular.

"Shamu, Baby Shamu, and Namu will be close to last on the list, Hon. You'll understand why
later. Of course you won't be in the water with them, but they put on one helluva show" Aurora
smiled and put a motherly arm around Sally's waist as they walked toward the fairly new ride.

The early afternoon sun with the help of the Santa Ana had the temperature soaring into an
unseasonable 90 degrees, which made the raft-like inner tube ride even more enjoyable. Roaring
waterfalls sprayed mist as they floated by after plunging through underground caverns, spinning
and splashing through rapids and dodging obstacles along the way. Smiling faces disembarked as
they stepped off in view of the five-theme restaurant.

"Where are we dining, Kelley," Alex asked, being the last to leave the raft.



"I thought we'd try the Jungle Garden; it seemed suitable for this little band of misfits." She
motioned the direction and Alex with Samantha on her arm, led the way.

"Wow," seemed to be Suzanne's favorite word. "Look at this place, it's huge!"

After giving their name, the group was led by a person, dressed for a safari, to their table
overlooking the water. Gleeful shrieks of patrons still aboard the rafts were accented by tropical
bird calls and the distinct roar of sea lions. Tropical trees, flowers, and bushes were strategically
placed throughout the area making the guests feel like they had just entered a tropical paradise.

"This is so great," Sally told Aurora.
"We think it's pretty special."
"Do you come here often?"

"We have season passes. Sea World is always a good place to bring visitors - so to answer your
question - yes. We've been coming to here since Alex was little and have watched it grow right
along with her. When she was six hardly any of these large attractions were here. It was mostly
animal shows when we first started coming."

"Well, it's a wonderful place for young and old alike. Maybe someday I'll get to bring my Mom
down here and we can all do this again.”

"That sounds like fun, Sally."

"But we'll do the treating.” The young woman smiled into kind sapphire eyes. "You don't know
how much | appreciate all that you and Alex and Kelley have done to make Sammie's birthday so
special." Tears welled up in emerald eyes and were batted quickly back.

Aurora patted Sally on the shoulder, "Don't you worry yourself about who's paying for what -
this is just a special little outing for us. We're having a great time sharing our little part of the
world with you kids. Samantha is very dear to us already, she's like a second daughter. You tell
your mother that for me, will you?"

"Yes, Aurora, | will - thank you."

"Hey, you two gonna stand there gabbing all day or are you going to join the rest of us and eat?"
Kelley interrupted the motherly chat.

"We're coming, Honey. We were just admiring these plants over here." Aurora lied as she gave
the young woman time to compose herself.

Lunch was a delectable offering of vegetables, fresh-grilled seafood, meat, salads, stir fry,
sandwiches, tropical fruits, and fresh-baked desserts, as chefs cooked on open grills made from
salvaged lifeboats. The atmosphere was euphoric and smiles were worn by all.



During lunch Samantha decided to ask Sonny about the expenses that were accumulating and
being taken care of by the Dorians alone.

"Sonny," a hushed voice assaulted his ear, as small fingers tugged on his shorts.

He turned and eyed his friend questioningly. "What Samantha, something wrong? Why so
quiet?”

"I want to ask you something and | don't want anyone else to hear."

"As if they would, the only way anyone can hear you right now is if you shout. Hey, look at that
parrot, Samantha, isn't it beautiful?"

"Sonny, I'm serious."
"Okay, you have my undivided attention. What's bothering that pretty little head of yours?"

"It's all the money Alex, Aurora, and Kelley are spending on this weekend. I'm beginning to feel
funny about letting them pay for everything." Concerned eyes stared into gentle ones.

"Listen, Little One, the Dorian family has more money than they could ever imagine spending,
believe me. Ray and | were having this discussion earlier because he thought we ought to at least
offer to pay for something, but Alex gave us strict instructions before we arrived that the entire
weekend was on her. Believe me when | tell you a couple thousand dollars for a day's adventure
isnoth . .."

"Did you say a couple thousand?" Her voice rose an octave, but she tried to keep the intensity
down. "Just for today?"

"Sure, that little dolphin venture was about $125 a head. Then there was admission and lunc .. . "

Almost choking on a bite of salad she exclaimed, "By the Gods, Sonny - | can't let them do this!"
She turned to address her partner.

Grabbing her by the shoulders, he turned her back around, but Alex already sensed something
amiss. "Look, Sammie . . . over there." Sonny tried to act nonchalant, ignoring the raised
eyebrow and slight frown from the direction of the dark-haired beauty on the other side of Sam.

Playing into his charade, Samantha responded, "Oh my, that is a beautiful bird." Her face was
slightly flushed as she turned and spoke to Alex. "Look over there, Honey, what kind of parrot is
that."

"Don't know." Alex gave her a questioning look. "If you're really interested we could ask the
attendant.”

"No, that's okay - it's just so pretty."



"Yeah." She eyed Sonny who had returned to eating his lunch. "You having a good time,
Samantha?"

"The best ever, Alex. | can't believe how big this place is.”

"It sure has grown since | first came. | think | was about six or seven when the folks brought me
here. Half of this stuff wasn't even thought of yet."

"Looks like your mom is almost finished with her meal. Guess I'd better finish, too. I think she
probably has the rest of the afternoon planned out."

"I'm sure she does; they've been here so many times she's pretty good at getting the most seen in
a short day. Of course the dolphin swim took up a hunk of time and I think she has us scheduled
for a private tour after lunch.”

"A private tour?"

"Yeah, Mom's something of a local celebrity and it does warrant preferential treatment
occasionally. Lucky us, huh?"

"Yeah, lucky us."

"Samantha is everything okay with you? Are you sure you're enjoying yourself." Worried eyes
searched the freckled face before them.

"Alex, I'm having the time of my life and so is Sally. It's just that you're spending so much
money and not allowing anyone to help."

"I thought we decided not to talk about that today."
"Yeah, whatever."
"Not whatever Samantha. Please - this is the way | want it. Okay."

Squeezing Alex's knee she let her lover know that whatever she wanted was definitely okay with
her. "Okay Alex, nuff said.” She made a motion of zipping her lips and returned a smile to her
face, which in turn lit up her lover's face as well.

Music permeated the air, and throughout the rest of the meal the patrons got treated to exotic
animals appearing on small stages with their trainers as castaway characters meandered through
the various areas, entertaining everyone they came into contact with.

Looking around the table Aurora announced that the next stop was a behind the scenes walking
tour that would help alleviate the stuffed feeling they were all experiencing. Everyone followed
along behind the leader and for the next 90 minutes learned about how all the animals were cared
for in the different regions of the park including the newer Wild Arctic attraction. They got to go



inside the environment of the otters and Danny, Ray, Sonny and Sally got chosen by the guide to
feed the sharks. At one point Sonny stated that he felt like he was back in school for a day as the
guide informed the group of how beached animals got rescued and the procedures that were
involved before releasing them back to their homes. Because it was a VIP tour they were privy to
areas not normally shown. When the tour was over, everyone clamored around Aurora begging
her to agree to adding the Wild Arctic adventure to her list, before they were to take in the last
Shamu show of the day.

"Okay -- it seems to be a group consensus but | have to warn you that you're giving up seeing the
Manatee exhibit. We don't have time to do both today and still see the whale show."

Everyone stuck to the idea that they wanted to go back and see the entire Arctic exhibit. The
endangered manatees would be saved for a later visit.

The Arctic experience began with a simulated jet helicopter ride that flew the audience over the
barren Arctic landscape with breathtaking views of monstrous glaciers and frozen tundra. The
deafening sounds of an avalanche had the little group holding hands over ears, and more than
one of the friends swore that they felt chilled when the 'copter dove into an ice cave to avoid
being caught in the cascading wilderness.

The creatures of this frozen wonderland were absolutely magnificent, starting with the leviathans
and ending with the most recent of inhabitants, the Arctic fox pups. Each of the human
equivalents found a kindred soul in one or more of the animals, developing their own special
bonds as the day slipped into late afternoon. Before leaving the land of ice and snow the guests
toured the Base Station, including first hand viewing, touching and learning from research
equipment, statistics and little know facts. Return to the 'real world' gave pause to a few
moments of silence from the group before the chattering began anew, as they spoke amongst
themselves of their Arctic exploration.

Aurora ushered everyone over to Shamu Stadium as they were but minutes from the start of the
show. Because of having taken the behind-the-scenes tour earlier, their seating was reserved and
in the very first row. After everyone was seated and quieted down a bit Sally noticed that Aurora
and Kelley were no where to be seen.

"Hey Sis, where did your new mom's-in-law go?"

Turning around on the bench to scan the back of the stadium Samantha had no luck spotting the
missing ladies.

"Alex . .."
"What, Hon?"

"Where did your parents go?"



Doing a repeat of the motion Samantha performed, Alex also could not spot the two older
women.

"Kelley probably wanted something to drink and Mom went with her for company. They've seen
this show so many times they could probably lip synch the announcer.” Her eyes sparkled as she
smiled down at her lover and then over at Sally. "If it will make you feel better, I'll go make sure
that's what they're doing."

"You don't have to Alex, you'll miss part of the show if you go."”

"That's perfectly okay with me, I've been here almost as many times as my folks. There's not a
whole lot you can do to a whale show to change things around for variety.” She smiled broadly
while getting up, almost as though there was a secret she wasn't revealing. Giving Samantha a
quick peck on the cheek, she patted her lover's shoulder and started back up the aisle to the exit.

"Hey, where's Alex going?" Sonny questioned as the dark-haired woman disappeared into the
crowd still being seated.

"To go make sure her parents are just getting some refreshments and that there's nothing wrong.
They didn't say anything to anyone before taking off."

"Well, we must all make sure to scold them when they do return, you know that's what they
would do if the tables were turned.” He scooted closer to Samantha, but left room for Alex to sit
when she returned. The music began and the so did the show.

About halfway through the performance it became quite apparent to those left seated in the front
row why the Dorians had all taken off for places unknown. With a flick of a flipper, patrons in
the first 13 or so rows became drenched with tank water, not once, but twice.

"Thank the Gods it's warm!" Samantha grinned as she shook her head, spraying Sonny all over
again.

"Wait until | get a hold of your lover," Sonny retorted then laughed when he saw the look on
Suzanne's face, forgetting his own sopping clothing.

"Not expecting a bath, huh Suz?" Samantha asked her friend.

"Most definitely not - | think the hostesses all knew this was going to occur. That's why they
disappeared and to where? Does anyone know?"

"Somewhere safe and dry you can bet." Ray stated as he looked around searching for the
disappearing trio.

Everyone was accepting the fact that wet was part of the entertainment when Shamu did a high
leap into the air, splashing them again as gravity did its job, causing whale and water to collide.



Suzanne jumped up this time, turned to Danny and wanted to move back several rows. He shook
his head no, pointing out that she was already drenched, there wasn't much use in relocating.

"Besides Suz, you'll be dry in no time. It's 90 some degrees out here. Consider it a free cooling
off ."

Within minutes a beaming Alex rejoined her dripping friends.

"Everyone having fun?"

It was then that the friendly fireworks began, starting with Sonny and Sam, followed by Suz and
Sally. Ray and Danny refused to join in the pity party, as they considered themselves lucky for
having a break from the heat of the day and continued to watch the performance, undaunted by
the shenanigans going on all around them. In actuality the rest of the group was glad for the
wetting also, it was just fun to give Alex a hard time about the entire ordeal.

By the time the show was finished everyone was almost totally dry; affectionate complaints had
been replaced by thank you statements to the three benefactors of the day.

"So we have about an hour left? What's next?" Samantha put her arm around Alex’s waist and
looked up into the sapphire eyes she loved.

"Are you hungry?" Alex asked.

"Yeah! But | don't want to leave the park before it closes. | can wait until then." She looked
around the group. "Does everyone want to stay until the last whistle blows?"

An affirmative all the way around brought a smile to the taller woman's face.
"Tell you what - why don't we meet up with Mom and Kelley around the corner and take it from
there.” The sparkle in her eyes led Samantha to believe that the rest of the Sea World experience

was already planned out.

"Okay." Sam turned to the rest of the entourage. "Let's go kids, follow the leader." Hugging close
to Alex she whispered, "You can tell me - where are we going?"

"Let me just say that you will definitely be pleased.” The tall woman put a loving arm around the
smaller woman's shoulder.

Alex walked to the entrance of an area entitled "Dine with Shamu™ and motioned for the group to
follow her. Hums and ahs could be heard coming from mouths as gourmet odors titillated
nostrils. The park hostess escorted them over to a table already occupied by Kelley and Aurora.

"So," Aurora began, "how did everyone enjoy the whale show."



She received all the accolades on the performance as well as the smiling objections that she,
Kelley and Alex got away without getting soaked.

"You all looked so hot and uncomfortable, we thought for sure you'd find the cool water
refreshing.” Sapphire eyes matching those of her daughter twinkled with mirth as she looked
from face to face and received a smile from each of her weekend houseguests. It was more than
obvious that the day had been a tremendous success and a poolside buffet dinner with the star of
Sea World - what better way was there to end the perfect day?

During the course of the feast, trainers joined the table to answer any questions the group might
have formulated throughout the day. True to the fact that they were dining with Shamu, the
leviathan made an appearance and even showed off by sliding into the area and allowing some of
the patrons a closer look.

Totally sated by food, drink, and fun, it was soon time for them to climb back into the van and
head toward La Jolla. No one realized how tiring the day had been until the vehicle pulled out of
the parking lot and started back up the highway. Ray and Danny fell asleep, while Sonny, Suz
and Sally talked amongst themselves of the wonders they encountered throughout the day.
"Don't be ridiculous,” Samantha replied as Alex, her arm wrapped comfortably around her lover,
began to apologize for there being no fireworks, laser or ice skating shows because of it being
off-season.

"Don't you see how happy everyone is? This was a fantastic day, Alex."

"But you didn't get to see the manatee exhibit, the penguins and shark displays or the California
Tide Pool.”

"Well, why didn't you have them stay open a few more hours for us so | could have seen all those
attractions?" The small blonde smiled up into somber eyes. "By the Gods you are serious."

"I wanted you to see it all.”

"Alex the damn place is enormous! No one could see it all in one day - not and do it properly. |
do believe we live not to very far from here, correct?"

"Correct."
"And your parents live what, a little over 15 minutes from here, right?"
"Right."

"Well then, don't you think it might be feasible that we might be able to come back down to this
area sometime within the next few years and see the rest of the park?"

"Yes, Samantha, it's just . . ."



"Stop! Today was marvelous. Everyone enjoyed themselves immensely." She called over the
seat to the passengers who were still awake.

"Did everyone have fun?"
A unanimous "Yes!" came from every seat that did not contain a sleeping person.

"See?" She turned to her lover, "Everyone had fun - | do believe that was the idea behind the
entire day, was it not?"

"Most definitely. Nuff said, Samantha.”
"The only thing I did not get to do today was have a heart-to-heart with my sister.” She looked
over at the younger Riley who had stopped discussing with Sonny and Suz to join Ray and

Danny in the land of nod.

"I think something's bothering her and | don't think tonight is a good time to start a lengthy
discussion." There was concern written all over Samantha's face.

"Listen, Honey, you're sister, Sonny and Ray are all staying until Monday morning. Suz and
Danny are leaving tomorrow night after dinner. Marcy and VVon are coming up for dinner
tomorrow night. The best time might be to take a little walk by yourselves while we're at the zoo
tomorrow."

"Sounds like a good idea." Resting her head on Alex's chest she felt her dark angel kiss her
crown. "Thank you and your parents for a birthday weekend | will never forget."

"You're welcome, my Destiny, but the weekend isn't over yet." Anticipation of the days to come
caused her stomach to churn, but she was determined to keep the trip to Sedona a secret until the
morning of the actual birthday. I love you so much, Samantha. Sedona is a special place and |
can't wait to take you there.

"Don't worry about Sally, Honey. Wait until you talk to her; I'm sure she just misses seeing you.
You know things have changed at home, but I'm sure the three of them are working things out."”

"I hope so, Alex. | hate the feeling that my family is falling apart, and it's all my fault."”
"Don't be ridiculous. If there is anyone to blame in your family it's that . . ."

"Alex don't. Please. Not tonight. It's been too good a day to ruin."

"I'm sorry, Samantha . . . look we're home."

It was only eight o'clock but 'dragging butt' would have been the ideal term to describe the
condition of the little group that exited the van and entered Cielo en Tierra.



Kelley offered a nightcap at the pool if anyone wanted to take a swim before retiring. The
suggestion was met with undisputed approval from all and they dispensed to change into bathing
suits.

Samantha and Alex walked Sally as far as her room, then continued on to their own, walking
hand in hand down the long corridor leading to their suite.

As Samantha began to undress Alex noticed a slight red tint to her lover's shoulders.
"You got a lot of sun today," she commented, reaching for the aloe vera lotion.
"Lucky me. Look at you - all you do is turn golden! Talk about jealous."

"Here, take off that blouse and let me put a little of this on so you don't peel so badly or sting
tonight.” Opening the tube she lavished the cooling cream on the burning shoulders.

"Yeah, and I'll have a bunch more freckles in the morning, mark my words. Sally put some sun
guard on me this morning, and | put some on her so at least we didn't get burnt to a crisp."
Samantha shook her head in counterfeit disgust.

"Have | ever told you that a face without freckles is like a night sans the stars?"

"I don't believe you have, but . . . that's so . . . so bardic Alex." The smaller woman placed her
hands high on broad shoulders and gently pushed down, forcing her lover to sit on the bed. She
stepped between the long, muscular legs and dangled her arms over similarly powerful

shoulders. Because of the height of the bed, emerald eyes stared directly into those of blue
velvet. With the mechanics of a slow motion movie, the golden-haired beauty bent forward
toward her lover, her lips parting slightly as she made her way to her final destination. The words
'l love you' softly breathed themselves into the atmosphere.

Unable to contain herself, Alex put her arms about the svelte waist before her and brought her
destiny closer. "Come here you. You want me to wait all night?"

"Wait for what?" came the teasing reply.

"For this." The torch had been lit and there was no turning back, her mouth closed on Samantha's
and she smiled inwardly when she heard the groan from deep within her lover's throat. Agile
hands moved swiftly from the waist to manipulate and dispose of the unwanted bra her lover was
wearing.

Filled with desire she had no intention of trying to subdue, she maneuvered the smaller woman
until she was lying on the bed next to her.

"I am going to devour you this very minute.” Within the blink of an eye shoes were disposed of
as well as shorts and panties. The fair-haired woman lay naked on the bed, her dark angel
standing regally above her drinking in her splendor.



"Alex, take off you clothes, | want to feel your skin next to mine."

"Your wish is my command." Speed was of the essence as they had guests who would have no
problem at all teasing a tardy couple when they arrived at the pool.

Changing her approach, she pulled the smaller woman to the edge of the bed, kneeling down as
she did so. Draping Samantha's legs, one over each shoulder, she lessened the distance between
her mouth and her desire.

A wet kiss to the inside of each thigh, brought love bumps to the soft skin and she again smiled
deeply, knowing that her touch was powerful.

"I'm going to feast on you, Samantha." Placing one finger on either side of Samantha’s nether
lips, she parted the folds and teased the sensitive area with the tip of her tongue. Hot breath
mingled with juices that were already freely flowing, and moans could be heard from the top of
the bed.

Glancing up she watched Samantha reach for and place the corner of a pillow in her mouth. The
raven-haired beauty stretched, taking the muffler from her lover.

"No! Hearing your ecstasy is part of the magic."
"But Alex...."

"Been there Done that, Samantha. Thought we settled it last night. | want to hear your desire; |
want to drown in the sound of your passion. When | lick you, draw you into my mouth, fill you
with my tongue, your reaction intensifies my pleasure.”" Her hands left the pillow to travel down
her lover's face, receiving kisses as she touched Samantha's mouth. Long, slender fingers trailed
over rigidly upright nipples, while her mouth entertained itself in the playground beneath the
golden mound.

Oblivious to anything that was not Samantha, Alex consumed with gay abandon the voluptuous
feast before her. Open mouthed she covered Samantha's area of pleasure and allowed her tongue
full reign of the treasure within. Slowly entering and exiting the soft, moist cave with her tongue,
a moan begged to be set free but remained trapped deep within her throat as the one she loved
surrendered herself to the ecstasy of the moment.

To her lover's satisfaction Samantha could not keep still; she writhed and moved in a rhythmic
motion with the ebb and flow of Alex's tongue urging her lover on with the movement of her
hips.

"Alex, faster. By the Gods Alex .. .takeme...oh...yes...there...oh...Alex...Oh...
Alex."



The scent of Samantha, her taste, her feel, Alex couldn't get enough, and what was truer was that
she didn't want to get enough. She wanted to feast at the banquet before her until the first rays of
the morning sun crept through the windows.

Over and over again her tongue found its target as the smaller woman on the bed encouraged her
with actions and voice.

She had not intended to enter Samantha after the orgasm but could not or would not contain her
passion when the blonde reached her first climax. Alex stood smiling down at the face she loved
and the body she could not keep her hands away from. Carefully placing two, then three adept
fingers within her lover's moist cavity, she straddled Samantha's leg, her own center aching for
contact with the thigh below her. With an almost panicked expression, her eyes opened wide,
surprised blue met heated green eyes as she felt Samantha's hand replace the thigh between her
legs. Small fingers searched for the opening between her folds and upon finding it, pushed on the
tiny erection that was crying out for attention.

Alex scooted herself higher, allowing her lover to reach deep within her passion as Samantha's
fingers entered her and they swayed in unison to a music only the two of them could hear.

"I love you Samantha. Come with me."” The dance of love continued as the two matched each
other's tempo.

"By the Goddess Samantha!" Alex felt the smaller woman begin to spasm, as soft muscles
tightened and released around her fingers.

"All ... 1...want..." Samantha's words etched themselves into the air, slowly and
methodically, "Is . .. You!"

Alex’s counter-reactions continued at a similar pace and intensity. Their combined breathing
became labored, their bodies held together by passion, until the final thrust when Samantha
exploded beneath her at the apex of her own rapture. The two lay limp, entangled in each other's
arms, unable to contain all the love that poured forth from their union.

"Ooooh . .. Alex .. ." the words were whispered in the wake of their actions. "You make me feel
so ... beautiful. . ." Hot, joyous tears streamed down the sunburned face of the younger woman.

"I had nothing to do with your beauty, my Destiny. You can thank your Gods for that, as | do
every day. All 1 did was fall in love with the face of an angel, only to find my soulmate hiding
there waiting for me."

After what seemed like an eternity but in reality was only minutes, Alex whispered softly into
Samantha's ear. "l could go out and tell everyone you were fatigued from too much fun and sun,
and fell asleep.”

"No Alex." The response came as a low whimper. "We can't do that . . . they all came to be with
us this weekend the least we can do is be good hostesses."



"Mom's a good hostess." Alex countered.

"No these are our guests, not your mother's, as much as | would like to leave them in her expert
hands tonight. The plus side is that | have a feeling no one is going to be up for very much
longer; we all had quite an exhausting day."

"Fine, it's your call.” Alex untangled from her lover, rolled over and off the bed. "Just
remember," a long pointing finger wagged in the direction of Samantha, "they Will tease when
we arrive; | can absolutely guarantee that!"

"We'll simply have to weather the consequences,” the smaller woman sighed as she, followed her
lover's example, rolling over and out of the soft sanctuary.

Quickly donning swimsuits they left their private haven and made for the festivities on the other
side of the villa.

*khhkkkhkhkkkhkhkkhkkikkhkikkikikikk

"Well, well . . . look who finally decided to show up and grace us with their presence.” Sonny
turned, eyebrows raised as he spotted the tardy duo coming through the archway.

Sally was over talking to Suzanne and Kelley, Ray and Danny were in the midst of a heated
discussion involving the escalating property taxes in California. Sonny had been refreshing his
drink and strolled over to his friends as they entered the patio.

"Where's Mom?" Alex asked as she scanned the area.

"Oh, she said her Muse was whispering in her ear and she had to go pound on the computer for a
bit." Sonny informed her.

"Sounds like Mom." Alex grinned.

"Wish my Muse would shout at me." Samantha added to the conversation. "If she's whispering,
the volume is too low to break through.”

"Give it time, Sammie. Aurora didn't become a success overnight, you know. It just seems that
way when you see all she has accomplished.” The gentle man put an arm around his friend's
shoulder.

"I don't think | really give my writing the time it deserves.” The small blonde confessed. "What
with work and all the new stuff I'm learning," she glanced up at her lover, "and my new social
life..."

"Hey ... don't go blaming your lack of imagination or absence of the Muse on me. Huh uh -
won't take that rap. | heard it my entire childhood." Creating a mock whining tone she continued,
"'Oh Kelley, you never give me enough time to write. Every time | sit down at the typewriter, you



find something else for me to do.' Don't even go there Samantha Renee. If you want more time
for writing, take it. Work half days if you must but don't blame me when your Muse ignores
you."

"Half days? Like I could afford to work only half days! And my Muse is not ignoring me, she's
just a little slow sometimes at formulating what | need to address."

A knowing glance was exchanged between Sonny and Alex as Samantha shook her head totally
missing the smile on her lover's face.

"Hey, we'll talk about it when we get back home, okay. I'm gonna get us something to drink."

Sonny stepped closer to his friend. "You know, Sweetcakes, Alex is right about spending less
time at the Center. I'm sure she's hired plenty of staff to take some of the load off your shoulders
and if she hasn't already, she would."

"Sonny, | don't want her to feel that she has to support me - monetarily that is.”

"Sammie, Alex started that Center because she's a damn workaholic, not because she needed the
money. She's just like Kelley in that respect. | have noticed that since she's hooked up with you,
she's begun to relax a lot more, and | know she intends to eventually spend a lot of time away
from Alternative Paradise once all is running smoothly. But believe me, Sweetness, you don't
have to worry about being a burden or not carrying your weight in the finance department, Alex
is a money magnet!"

Samantha didn't get a chance to address the statements her friend had just confided as Sally, Suz,
and Alex all commenced joining the two of them.

With a grin that spread across her entire face Sally approached her sister. "Sammie, what took
you and Alex so long getting here?"

"Do you really want an answer to that one, Sally?" Suzanne chimed in, clinking her glass on
Sonny's.

"Just look at the sweet blush on Sammie's face girls. | don't think any of us really needs an
answer to that question, she's just answered it without speaking a word."

"Okay, okay - leave her alone you vultures.” Alex interjected, handing Samantha a glass of wine.
"Here, Honey, I'm going over and join the 'serious’ discussion at the other end of the deck.”

"Gods Alex, you're going to leave me alone with these . . . these . . . friends?"
"Yeah, that's what | had in mind." Alex smiled as she gave Sam a quick peck on the cheek.

"Don't be long, I thought we came out here to swim." She watched as the love of her life strolled
gracefully over toward the opposite end of the patio.
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The next few hours seemed to fly by. Samantha got to visit a little with Suzanne while Sally and
Sonny played catch by the pool and Suz caught her up on all the gossip in the transcribing
business. Suzanne said she was doing Angel and Alex's dictation and gave Samantha a pat on the
back for their training. She also explained that Danny needed to be back at work Monday
morning, so the two of them would be leaving tomorrow night. Samantha said she understood
completely about having to get back for work and was thrilled that they all got to come down and
visit. In the back of her mind she made a note to take time out tomorrow to walk with Sally alone
sometime so the two of them could talk.

By the time Samantha finished her wine, Alex was back by her side ready to take the promised
swim. After a short game of water volleyball, those who were not exhausted after the Sea World
tour, were now very much so and felt that if they didn't go rest soon they would never arise to
tackle the zoo trip in the morning.

Kelley begged off early and went to join Aurora in their suite.

En masse the small troupe made their way back to the other end of the villa and to their
prospective suites and rooms.

"Breakfast will be served at 9:00 a.m. sharp. Anyone getting up early can come help, anyone up
later will go to the zoo hungry." Alex informed everyone as they said goodnight in the hallway.

"Better be up,” Samantha added, "she's a stickler and I don't leave leftovers."

"We don't leave leftovers.” Sonny corrected her with a hug and kiss goodnight. "See you in the
morning Sweetness. Night Alex. Night all.”

One by one the guests exchanged evening farewells until Alex sarcastically broke up the little
ritual. "Damn, | feel like one of the Waltons - let's just have a group hug and a mass 'goodnight’;
this conversation could go 'round in circles for hours and I for one am tired."

"Big baby," Samantha teased as they continued to walk toward their suite. Upon reaching their
door, Sam turned and waved at those still left standing in the hall conversing.

Alex waited until Sam entered then closed the door behind them.
"Are you still glad I didn't go out and tell them all that you fell asleep?” Alex queried.
"Yes, I'm glad. It was a nice couple of hours, after I got through the teasing. You could have

stayed around and weathered some of that with me, you know." Samantha pinched her lover on
the arm.



"Ouch! I told you they'd do that. | didn't want to listen to Sonny gloat." Alex started to
reciprocate with a pinch of her own but seeing the anticipated expression on Samantha's face, she
reconsidered. "Okay . . . Jacuzzi or shower?"

"Jacuzzi sounds wonderful but I'm afraid I'll fall asleep in the water."

"I'm afraid I'll want a repeat of the incident just before we left for the pool.” Alex grinned over at
Sam.

"N00000, no repeat tonight. If today was any indication of tomorrow's activities, we're going to
need some rest. | guess a Quick shower is what we need." Samantha walked toward the
bathroom.

"Can we at least take it together?" Alex pleaded, smiling as she took on the whiny tone Samantha
used when something wasn't going her way.

"Can you behave?"
"Does a bear shit in the woods?"
"Not the ones in the zoo, as you will see tomorrow."

"Oh, all right, party pooper - shower and on my best behavior." The dark angel finally gave in as
she followed the blonde into the bathing area.

Minutes later, a cleaner but still tired duo tumbled into bed.
"Are you enjoying your weekend, Samantha?"

"How could I not be?" The small blonde snuggled closer and looked up, appreciation beamed
from her eyes as she stretched to give Alex a thank you kiss. "You're making it difficult for me to
think of wishes when | spot the Evening Star. You're granting them all before | have a chance to
make them."

"Then | guess you'll just have to start working overtime thinking up new ones. Maybe you should
go beyond the scope of the small wish and go more towards the extravagant. They may take
more time to grant.” She held her love close, basking in the warmth of Samantha's skin. "What
do you want for a real gift for your birthday?"

"Alex - you've got to be kidding me!” Samantha pushed up on her elbow so she could look her
lover directly in the eyes. "This weekend . . . all the time and money you've put into having our
friends and my sister come and spend it with us . . . this is all the birthday present | expect.”

The dark-haired woman smiled up into serious green eyes. "Put the twinkle back into those
emeralds, Irish. This weekend is Not your birthday; it's only leading up to it. Now, I'll ask you
again - what do you want for a real gift?"



Samantha plopped back down on the bed, her head resting in the curve of her lover's arm, eyes
staring directly up at the ceiling. "Let's see - what could | possibly want for my birthday?" She
paused, placing her hand on her mouth, thinking. After a minute of silence she again resumed her
elbow position. "I would like to fly to a lover's paradise, other than the one we already live in,
and spend a week with just the two of us."”

"That sounds like something I'd wish for."

"Honestly, Alex - | know we'll be spending the rest of the week here with your folks after
everyone else leaves and I'm sure we'll be going lots of places. I really don't want anything other
than that for my birthday. There is going to be no way in Hades that | can ever match this
celebration when your birthday rolls around in February."

"Sure you can, anything you do will be . . ."

"No, Alex. I'll be able to throw you a party or something like that, but nothing compared to what
you've already done. Do you know how much money you've spent this weekend already?"

"I believe so." She answered innocently, trying to get away from the serious expression on her
lover's face. Alex pulled Samantha closer and gently whispered into her ear. "Don't worry about
the money, my Destiny, it's Only money."

"But Alex, | don't have that kind of . . ."

"Do you need a raise, Samantha?"

"You're being ridiculous."

"No, I'm being serious."

"Alex, do you realize that we're getting way off the subject?"

"Yes, but if you need more money so you can spend it on me . . . well then . . . you need a raise."”

Finally the dark-haired beauty got the reaction she had been working for. Samantha started
laughing. "What in Tartarus Am | going to do with you, Alexis Dorian?"

"You are going to love me Forever, Samantha Riley."

"You bet your sweet ass | am!" Samantha kissed her passionately, beginning to rekindle her own
desires as well as those of her dark angel.

Breaking off the kiss she put her head back down on her lover's chest, her fingers tracing circles
in the muscular flesh of Alex’s exposed stomach. "I'll love you forever, Alex, you can count on
that. You fire up the depths of my desire just by looking at me, but for now my darling, for this



very minute, we'd better get some rest or as | said before there will be no dealing with me in the
morning."

Alex breathed deeply and squeezed her arms around the precious gift, who had come into her life
to make her whole. "Sweet dreams, my Destiny."

"Sweet dreams, Alex."

Samantha once again looked out the glass doors, trying to compose a wish for the heavens. The
only thing that kept coming to mind was that perhaps someday she would be a famous author
like Aurora and then there wouldn't be all these petty discussions about money. She thought back
to what Sonny had said about the Dorians having more money than they could ever imagine
spending and tried to make herself comfortable with Alex spending so much of her money on
this weekend.

| guess if the tables were turned and | was the one with the money, | would be lavishing you with
extravagant parties and luxuries. When she thought about it in that respect, everything became a
little more palatable. With the conflict settled in her mind, sleep was just a breath away.

The stars twinkled high above in their heavens as the small blonde sighed deeply, her frustrations
released for the time being. Sensing that the woman who had captured her heart was already
sound asleep she cuddled closer and kissed her gently on the chest. "I love you Alex," she
whispered. "You're my hero in more ways than you could ever imagine."

Continued in Part 5.
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Part 5

Chapter 5

Morning stars still shared the heavens with the moon and the recently awakened sun when Alex
awoke. Stroking Samantha's silky blonde hair she kissed her sweetly. "Hey Almost Birthday
Girl, you want to sleep a little longer or would you like to help me start breakfast for everyone."

"Breakfast," the small woman yawned, "Is it really that time already?"

"Sure is, but I can give you a little over an hour more to sleep if you want." Combing the fine
hair with her fingers she then caressed the face beneath and kissed her lover gently.

"You know, Alex," Samantha rubbed the sleep from her eyes, "I think I'll get up with you and
help this time. It'll be fun."

"You don't have to, my love; this is your vacation you know?"

"I know but I want to watch you and Kelley interact in the kitchen. It should be fun watching
someone tell you what to do." A smile appeared on the sleepy face as she looked up into already
sparkling blue eyes. "How can you look so beautiful before you even wash your face?"

"Beautiful . . . you're crazy! And . .. what do you mean watch someone Tell Me what to do?"

"You don't expect me to believe that Kelley would let You be in charge of the breakfast, now do
you?"

"Well .. ."

"Come on Alex, we both know better. I'll bet you still act like a child when you're helping
Kelley."

"I do not,” came the indignant reply. "Perhaps it would be best if you just rolled over, grabbed a
pillow and put your sarcastic little ass back to sleep.” Doing her damnedest to keep a straight
face she untangled herself from the smaller woman's embrace and started to get out of bed.



"Oh no you don't, Alexis Dorian." Samantha grabbed at the taller woman's nightshirt, pulling her
back to land squarely into waiting arms.

Turning around to face Samantha, Alex arched an eyebrow and gave a crooked smile, "Just what
did you think you were going to accomplish with that little maneuver?"

"There was no 'think'to it . . . | got you back into bed with me.” Throwing her arms around the
tall woman she pulled her close and whispered into her ear. "l feel like a cat that is constantly in
heat when I'm around you. All I want to do is touch and be touched."

"Just call me 'Alley’' because | feel exactly the same way."

Warm caresses being given and received made for a fabulous greeting to the shining new day.
Alex trailed baby kisses down Samantha's neck while her hands roamed the contours of the
smaller woman's body. Nipples excited by the morning caresses stood at attention as Alex's
mouth found its destination.

"Alex, don't. .. | won't want you to stop if | let you start.”" Samantha pleaded.

"Who says | have to stop until we're finished?"

"You know very well that you have to get into the kitchen to help Kelley. You can't be staying in
here playing around with me."

"Oh but this is not playing; I'm very serious about what | am doing here."

"Then really get serious . . . Alex we can fool around all we want after everyone has left but you
promised breakfast by 9 o'clock this morning and at the rate you're going we won't be out of this
suite until noon." She pulled away from the raven-haired beauty, doing her best to look
intimidating. "Alex don't make me be the meanie. It's not fair."

"Oh, okay. | guess you're right. So, you coming with?" Alex asked as she started toward the
bathroom.

"Sure, why not." Samantha agreed, following closely behind.
In the shower Samantha asked more questions than a five-year-old, such as how far it was to the
zoo, would it take all day, what kind of exotic animals could they expect to see, and where they

were going for dinner.

"All the exciting exhibits you're going to be exposed to today and you want to know where we're
having dinner?" Alex laughed at her soapy lover as she began to spray her off.

"It was just a conversational question, Alex. I don't have to know but you said Marcy and Von
were coming up and | was wondering if they were going to meet us at the zoo or . . ."



"Actually | think I'll keep the dinner reservations a surprise."
"No...tell me...please,” Samantha begged as she began soaping Alex up.

"Half the fun of this weekend is you Not knowing everything that's going on until it happens.
You want to ruin all my fun?" Alex pretended to pout.

Seeing through the facade, Samantha decided to play along anyway. "Of course | wouldn't want
to spoil your good time, poor baby." She drew the just rinsed woman into an embrace. "I'll wait

and be surprised if that's the way you want it. Come on, we need to get dressed before Kelley has
everything done."

"No way . . . she will definitely wait until I arrive. Can't start breakfast without a gofer, and that
is most decidedly me when Kelley's cooking; just call me Ms Gofer."

Samantha giggled at the thought of Alex being bossed around by anyone and she quite assuredly
wanted to see the interaction between mother and daughter.

"So what are we wearing today?" Samantha asked, finishing up blow drying her hair and turning
the machine on her lover who quickly grabbed it out of her hands.

"You're dangerous early in the morning. Do you realize that?"
"I asked what we're wearing?"

"I don't know about you but I'm all for cargo shorts and a tee shirt. It's hot and sticky out there,
and we have a day full of riding in open buses and walking. I, for one, intend to be comfortable."

"Comfortable it is then, shorts and a midriff - that okay with you?"

"Most definitely. I'll get to watch all the gals and guys watching you and know that I'm the only
one who gets to touch!" A smile and a wink made their way over to where the petite blonde was

primping.
"All righty then, are we set to go?"
"As set as I'll ever be." Samantha answered.

The corridor was quiet when they stepped out into it. Early morning sunlight streaked through
the skylights, casting a faint pink glow onto the walls, giving an almost otherworldly effect.

Alex gave a short tap on the door of Ray and Sonny's room as well as Danny and Sue's when
they passed by. She knew that at least one half of each of the couples was an early riser and
figured she'd give them a chance, if they were already awake to know that others were up as
well.



"Should I let Sally sleep until it's closer to time?" Samantha asked as they passed the younger
woman's door.

"No harm in letting her get a little more shut eye. You two going to have a heart-to-heart today?"

"Yeah, something's bothering her. I think she wants to tell me but is afraid. | get a knot in my
stomach when 1 think about what it could be." Samantha looked up into concerned blue eyes as
Alex drew her close with an arm around her shoulder.

"It'll be fine; I'm sure of it, Honey. Things are bound to be a little rough with the way your father
took the news. Even if he were able to deal with your sexuality . . . he hates my guts.” An
uncommon look of sadness fleetingly appeared in the tall woman's eyes. "A few months ago |
would have been thrilled to have caused Don Riley some honest to Goddess grief. It would have
made my day. | know that's not the kind of confession you want to hear, but your dad has been a
thorn in my side for years, Samantha."”

Alex could feel the sag of Samantha's shoulders when she finished the sentence.

"Damn! | hate to make you unhappy when the day started off so good. | was trying to tell you
that I'm sorry now . . . where | wouldn't have been before, but | guess I didn't say it right.”

"It's okay, Alex. Really, I understand."”

"No Honey, | don't think you do. Your dad and | have been rivals of the worst kind. | would have
done anything to make his life miserable and that's probably exactly what's been going through
his mind these past months - that | finally got him where it really hurt - in his family. But instead
of making me feel good, | feel miserable."

She stopped walking, motioned Samantha into the formal living room and motioned for her to sit
on the couch.

"Damn Samantha! This is not what | wanted.” Getting down on her knees and looking up into the
delicate face she adored, she slowly wiped a tear away as it dampened her lover's face. "I keep
digging the hole bigger, don't 17"

"No Alex, it's just . .."

"What I'm trying to say is that even though your dad deserves every ounce of agony he receives,
you and the rest of your family are innocents; innocents I didn't even know existed until the day |
met and fell in love with you. And I'm sorry the three of you are hurting over this."

Samantha batted back tears that refused not to fall and took Alex's face between her small hands.
Looking deep into her lover's soul she spoke, using hushed tones. "My father is a bastard Alex . .
.there . .. I've said it. It's not like | haven't known for years but | never had anything or anyone
mean enough to me to face him down before. Truthfully, he would have reacted the exact same
way no matter who you turned out to be, in actuality | think I'm even a little glad there was the



double whammy, except for the fact that my mother is probably bearing the brunt of this entire
situation. I deeply regret that.”

The small blonde leaned over and kissed Alex softly on the lips, leaving an aftertaste of salt in
her lover's mouth.

"Hmmm," Alex commented as she rose to stand in front of Samantha. "Nice touch - salt.” She
continued, reaching out her arms to help Sam off the couch and into her arms for an embrace.

"Whatd'ya say we put this topic aside for a little while and get back to the problem at hand."
"Problem?"

"What exactly to make for breakfast." Alex released her hold on the smaller woman, still keeping
an arm around the shapely shoulders.

"Most definitely pancakes . . . other than that . . . the decision is all yours and Kelley's."

They almost reached the kitchen when another early riser joined them. Ray caught up with them
and explained that he felt Sonny would probably sleep until awoken.

"That's fine, we don't need too many Indians in the kitchen anyway, it makes Kelley nervous."

Nearing the kitchen the odor of coffee far outweighed the scent of the pot of tea Alex and
Samantha knew would be waiting for them when they arrived. Kelley was most assuredly up and
had been for a little while.

*khhkkkhkkhkkkhkhkkhkkikkhhikhkkikikk

By the time 8:30 rolled around the two main chefs and their many excellent assistants managed
to set the table, and have most of the meal prepared. Samantha was chosen to play camp
counselor and go wake all who had yet to make an appearance, which included basically the
same four sleepyheads - Aurora, Suz, Sally, and Sonny. It was beginning to seem as if everyone
whose first name started with an "S" found bed much more appealing than watching the sunrise.
Samantha would have been among the sleepers if it hadn't been for the adrenaline rush she was
receiving from the entire weekend.

Cooperation was also a necessity after breakfast and with everyone pitching in, the dishes were
in the dishwasher, and the entire group was dressed and ready to walk out the door a little before
10 o'clock.

"You know, Kelley, the zoo opened an hour ago?" Aurora off-handedly mentioned as the van
was being boarded.

"I thought we would be the first people there this morning,” Samantha stated, glancing up at
Alex.



Alex looked up at her mother who just gave everyone too much information and glared.

"No, listen." Aurora began, giving an explanation as to why the later hour. "We figured two
things were apparent with this little troupe. First, that almost six hours was more than enough
time to spend walking around looking at animals after yesterday's trek, and secondly that there
was no way in hell we were going to get all of you up and out of the house by 8:30 in the
morning."

"I, for one, am glad you didn't wake me up at the crack of dawn to go look at varmints,” Sonny
issued forth from the back seat as he settled in.

"Ditto, here," Sally and Suz chimed in.

"I could go a lifetime without animal watching,” Danny whispered to his partner under his
breath.

"I heard that," Samantha smiled as she tapped her friend on the shoulder. "Guess the consensus is
that you did right by letting the sleepyheads get their beauty rest, Aurora."

"Listen to you, as if you normally get up before the sun is fully set in the morning sky!" Sally
looked over at her sister. "What did get you up so early?"

"I'm becoming an early bird," Samantha teased.

"Yeah, right and I'm one of the richest women in the world." Suzanne chimed in.

"Can't have that title, it's already taken, right Alex?" Sonny looked back at his friend smiling but
received a cold stare from ice blue eyes, telling him that, once again, he opened his mouth and
inserted his foot. "Just kidding - get a grip, Alex - it's early." He turned back around and began

some insignificant banter with Danny to take the attention off his faux pas.

Seeing the expression on his face but not that on Alex's, Samantha tugged on her lover's shirt and
whispered, "What was that all about? Sonny looks like he just lost his best friend."

"His sense of humor is a little off this early in the a.m. Not everyone appreciates it," Alex
answered, smiling slightly to relieve the tension.

"We should be there shortly. There's the San Diego skyline and you can see the Coronado Bridge
from here if you look over there." Alex pointed out the window, quickly changing the subject.
"We'll have to go visit the Hotel del Coronado sometime."

"That sound interesting, maybe we can go next week." Samantha agreed.

"We'll see,” Alex answered as she pointed back out the window.



The 22-minute ride seemed short, due in part to Aurora’'s mini-guide as they passed different
sections of the ocean-side city. The huge Zoo sign dwarfed the little group as they stood in front
of the larger than life illustrations of a panda, elephant, polar bear, and giraffe.

Aurora gathered the remaining members of the troupe around her. "Okay, while Kelley and Alex
are getting the tickets let me tell you what we have planned for today."

"Planned activities via the Camp Counselor,” Sonny kidded.

The next thing he knew, the ‘counselor’ had him by the ear, pulling him into the center of the
group.

"Kidding . .. Aurora. .. | was kidding!" he cried in mock fear, smiling all the while.

"Don't you think I know that?" she chortled back at him, having no intention of loosening her
hold on the tender ear. "But I do so enjoy remembering what it was like to be a mother and to
have this power." Giving one last yank at the now pink ear, she released her victim and turned
her attention back to the outline of events for the day.

"Because this place is so spread out we figured the best thing to do would be take the Skyfari
Aerial Tram first and let everyone get a good look at the layout. After that we're getting tickets
for the Kangaroo Bus tour where we can hop on and get off at all the different stations. Doing
that we can walk around until we are finished with each area and then continue on. We are also
getting tickets for a special VIP tour of behind-the-scenes, but I'm not sure what time Kelley has
that scheduled. I think it's for after lunch and will take a couple hours. Okay," she looked over
and saw Kelley and Alex motioning that they were ready to go in, "any questions . . . voice them
as we're walking, looks like this show's on the go."

The air tram ride fulfilled its purpose exactly and when they were all back down on the ground,
the discussion focused on where to start and what everyone as individuals wanted to see during
the day. They all agreed to bypass the polar bears after having seen a similar exhibit the day
before at Sea World. First on everyone's list was the panda habitat. The five-week old baby
panda had made headlines and Hua Mei was top priority to be seen. Of course they hadn't
realized that being such a newcomer the viewing was going to be via a camcorder - nevertheless
it was an exciting exhibit. At least Shi Shi was out and about in his viewing area, giving the
visitors an up-close encounter with a giant panda.

There was a toss-up about whether to visit the chimps or the gorillas. Luckily the group consisted
of one extra person when it came to voting, because the chimps barely won out by a vote of 5-4.
It seemed most of the females, and Sonny wanted to see the playful chimps as opposed to the
more somber gorillas and there wasn't going to be enough time to visit both.

As they were getting off the bus, Alex eyed with curiosity a trio of what looked liked cowboys.
Since San Diego tended to be more of a relaxed, surfer, Navy kind of town, obvious out-of-
towners were easily spotted. The young men, who caught Alex's attention were definitely not
from this area of the country, maybe it was the tight jeans, snakeskin boots, and cowboy hats that



gave them away. The tall beauty would have thought nothing of the out-of-place travelers if it
hadn't been for the sneering looks and quick whispers she caught out of the corner of her eye as
her group was disembarking from the bus.

She nudged Kelley with her elbow and nodded her head in the direction of the ‘cowboys' who
decided to exit the bus as well. "What do you think of them?" she whispered in her mother's ear.

"Cowboys?"
"Yeah, but I think they might be trouble, keep them in plain sight," The younger woman warned.
"What are you two whispering about,” Samantha wanted to know.

"We were complaining we didn't get to go play with the gorillas,” Alex quickly lied, grinning
down at the small blonde.

"Don't be a poor loser, Alex. We can always come back some other time and catch the exhibits
we don't have time for today." She placed herself between Alex and Sally, locking arms with the
two women she adored, as the trio continued walking toward the chimps.

There was only so much entertainment the chimps could provide. The jungle atmosphere was
beautiful which included everything from lush tropical plants to a raging waterfall. But, as cute
as the chimps were, the group soon lost interest and began heading back toward the bus station.

Kelley informed everyone that there was approximately forty-five minutes for the next area, then
lunch, followed by the tour. A decision needed to be made as to which animals they wanted to
see. The only two who seemed to have any favorites were Sonny and Sam. Sonny wanted to
travel over to the area that held the big cats . . . the leopards, jaguar, and tigers. Sam wanted to go
check in on Onya-Birri ("ghost boy" in the language of the Aborigine's), the albino koala that
just celebrated his second birthday.

Because it was Samantha's weekend the decision was easy - they stayed on the bus until the
Koala exhibit was announced. While they were en route to the site, Samantha read out loud from
the information they received at the gate so everyone would know more about the little guy.
Once they started watching the koalas' climb and eat, it was obvious the choice had been a good
one. Sam was talking to Sally about the habitat of the koalas when Alex tapped her on the
shoulder.

"I'm going with Kelley over to the rest rooms. We'll be right back." She looked around a few
times then gave Samantha a squeeze on the arm. "Don't talk to strangers."

" Okay ... | won't talk to anyone stranger than Sonny," Samantha joked. When she noticed that a
smile did not appear on Alex’s face, the blonde became a little concerned. "You serious, Alex?"

"Just a little," Alex admitted.



"What's up?"

"Nothing really, it's just a feeling." Placing a hand on Samantha's shoulder she leaned in and
kissed her on the forehead. "It's really nothing, I'm just over protective of my almost birthday
girl."

"Okay," Samantha smiled as she watched the mother and daughter begin to walk away, "So, we
won't talk to strangers.”" She called after them.

Turning back to Sonny and Sally, Samantha pointed high up into the treetops. "Look at them go
to town on those leaves. This paper says they get fresh branches from several different kinds of
eucalyptus trees on a daily basis. It also mentions that each variety has a different taste - |
wonder who did the taste testing," she laughed.

Suz and Aurora were sitting on one of the observation benches talking, and Ray and Danny
veered off to the exhibit adjacent to the small marsupials. Sally, Samantha, and Sonny were left
alone, to stand captivated in front of the entertaining little animals, as they continued to watch
them eat and climb among the high trees.

A deep base voice interrupted the conversation of the three friends. "Y'all like watchin' them
furry little bears, Sissy Boy?"

Sonny spun around to find himself looking slightly up and into the face of a very unfriendly
looking young man wearing a cowboy hat cocked back off his furrowed brow.

"Excuse me?" Sonny couldn't believe he was being accosted in the middle of the zoo.

"Y'all heard me, Sissy Boy. And there ain't no excuse for you and your kind."

By now there was an interloper flanking each of the three friends. Sally looked up at the figure
behind her and then over toward the occupied bench situated about 20 feet away. Her eyes met
Aurora’'s eye and the older woman grabbed Suzanne's hand, pulling her up from the bench as
they started back toward their friends. En route, Suzanne yelled for Danny, who was by now
nowhere in sight.

"Why don't you go play somewhere else with you little friends?" Samantha asked, looking at
each one of the villains individually.

"Hey, little lady, if | was you I'd mind my own business.” The ruffian addressed Samantha.
"This is my business -- this is my friend. We're not bothering you . . ."
"He is!" A strong, rough looking finger pointed in the direction of Sonny, almost touching him

on the face. "Me and my buddies here were having ourselves a good time until we saw him. He
makes my stomach turn."



"Well, if you were to look the other direction you wouldn't see him, now why don't you go away
and leave us alone?" Samantha encouraged.

"What's the problem here?" Aurora asked when she reached the scene.

"Nothing for you to be concerned with, ma'am. It's just that we don't think he ought to be
swishing around this here public establishment like he owned the place.” The spokesman for the
outsiders turned back to Sonny giving him a slight push. "You know what we do with your kind
where | come from, Fagot?"

"I don't believe I'd like to find out,” Sonny countered, trying to make light of the situation but
trembling inside. Physical confrontation was definitely not one of his strong points.

"Well, it's quite obvious you aren't from around Here!" A strong contralto voice boomed as Alex
stepped closer to the seat of trouble.

The agitator took his attention from Sonny long enough to spin around, his eyes meeting glacial
blue ones, narrowed firmly upon his face.

"Is that look supposed to scare me?" He thundered at Alex.

"It would if you had any sense between those two large ears of yours," Sonny exclaimed, happy
to be out of harm's way.

The young man glanced over his shoulder at Sonny then back at Alex, eyeing her up and down
with the glare of a predator. "You're a big girl, now ain't ya?"

Deliberately stepping almost close enough to kiss him, she answered very slowly. "Yes, and very
capable. Trust me, you don't want to anger me, cowboy."

"Ha! Listen girly . .."

Two strong hands reached out and grabbed the checkered shirt of the ‘cowboy’, almost ripping it
out from the tight jeans. Staying in his face, now nose to nose Alex retorted, "I'm gonna play nice
and give you one chance to join up with your little friends and ‘'mosey' on down the road."

Kelley came out of the bathroom and was racing toward the explosive scene, and Aurora was
beginning to get upset. Out of the corner of her eye Alex saw Ray and Danny as they intersected
the stranger's friends on their way to help their companion, and sent them running in the opposite
direction.

With her guard seeming let down, the young man standing in front of her thought he would at
least be able to get in a shot at Sonny before taking off running. Alex loosened her grip on his
shirt and he figured if he swung around quick enough he could at least land one pop in the face
of the queen standing behind him.



Ripping out of Alex’s hold, he spun around and drew back his arm to let one fly in the direction
of the now frightened Sonny, who instantly put his hands up to his face and screamed. But the
arm never got any further than the pull back when the cowboy felt a powerful vise-like grip
bearing down on his elbow and another hand grabbing him around the waist, spinning him back
around to face an extremely agitated Alex.

"Listen Dick-head, | gave you the only chance you're going to get." She hissed.
Aurora screamed out, "Don't hurt him Alex."
Samantha chimed in with an opposite; "You go girl."

A small crowd on the outskirts of the commotion watched in awe as the agile, raven-haired
beauty picked the man up, who looked to be her equal in stature and even more so in muscle, and
literally threw him into the fence separating the humans from the koalas.

"You want to act like an animal, ass hole, | can give you an up close and personal visit inside the
cage." Keeping his back to the chained link and lifting him a foot off the ground, she threatened
to deposit him on the other side of the fence when a strong hand gently tapped her shoulder.

"Temper, temper Alex," Kelley's voice rang through the angry thoughts filling her daughter's
head.

"It could have been any of them he picked on, Kelley." Her tone turned almost to a plea. "What if
he'd gone after Samantha - | would have had to kill him."

"But he didn't so put him down before the zoo attendants arrive and you find yourself the one in
trouble.”

With a final show of strength she lifted him a little higher and let him drop to the cement, placing
a foot on his back as he landed. "You are indeed one lucky cowboy. If it were up to me, you'd be
finding out just how wild those little leaf eating marsupials behind that fence can be. Now get
your bigoted ass out of my sight before | change my mind."

Brushing himself off he looked around for the hat he lost when he went flying toward the fence.
"Yeah, well you just caught me off guard.” He could barely get the words out for the tension in
his neck.

Samantha picked up the oversized cowboy hat from the ground and held it out to him, green
daggers flying from her eyes. As he passed by, he grabbed it out of her hand without looking her
in the face.

He glanced over his shoulder at Alex. "I thought there was something weird about you. You're a
Fucking dyke," Samantha heard him mutter as he put his hat back on his head, his face beet red.

"What did you say?" The small blonde asked.



He turned and looked at her, saw that she was rapidly approaching his nemesis, and turned back
around beginning to run in the direction his friends took minutes before.

"Well now that the excitement of the day is clearly over . .. " Aurora began, " . . . is anyone
hungry?"
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The remainder of the day at the zoo went smoothly. Lunch was served at the Treehouse Café and
there was just enough time to shop at little at the Treehouse Trader before being given their
behind-the-scenes tour.

The tour took almost 2% hours, but it was a sit down affair, so even in the heat of the afternoon it
was most enjoyable. Starting out the guide explained the layout of the park and why each group
of animals was housed where they were. Occasionally, they all filed out of the small bus to get a
peek at behind the scenes where the animals were feed, sick ones cared for, and a glimpse of how
the new arrivals were introduced to living at the world famous zoo.

Sonny was especially pleased that the tour included a look at the big cats that he had given up
seeing to satisfy Samantha's curiosity about the koalas. Danny finally spoke up and showed an
interest in some of the smaller desert animals.

They skipped the aviaries and Arctic animals. The guide was extremely informative as she told
them about some of the after hours specials the Wild Animal Park ran occasionally. Sally
showed a growing interest in the less civilized park where the animals were exposed to greater
freedoms, and she untiringly asked questions as the tour continued. Samantha nudged Alex and
whispered to her about having Sally visit more often so she could experience all the attractions in
the Southern California area.

Alex, of course, agreed that it was a marvelous idea.

Not being much of an animal person, and sort of along for the ride, Suz talked to whomever did
not seem totally interested in the subject the guide was covering at any particular point in time.
On the whole, though, everyone enjoyed the day immensely and when the guide announced the
end of the tour an audible groan was expelled from the lips of every participant.

The park was already closed to the public by the time the bus pulled back into the station from
where it originated. Kelley asked the driver if it would be too much trouble for her to drop them
off at the van. With the same hospitality that prevailed throughout the entire tour, the guide
stated, "No problem", which was actually a very lucrative answer, as Kelley slipped her a $50
bill for taking such good care of the little group.

Mini conversations abounded on the way back to the Villa as the friends compared who liked
what best, and shared the contents of their souvenir bags with each other.



It was close to 5:30 by the time the van and its occupants arrived back at the Villa. Alex spotted
Marcy's car in the drive as they were pulling up and pointed it out to Samantha.

"Mom left the place open for them; she figured they'd beat us here.” Alex explained.

"That's great. This is going to be a wonderful dinner tonight.” Samantha grinned, putting her arm
around Alex's waist. "So, Suz and Danny are leaving sometime tonight, right?"

"Right."
"And Marcy and Von, are they staying until tomorrow?" Samantha wanted to know.

"Probably not. I think Marcy has to work early. But they don't live that far from here, maybe 30-
45 minutes tops."

"Alex, | didn't get to talk to Sally alone today. | need to spend a little time with her. When do you
think I should do that?"

"Probably right after we get into the house, Honey. Say hello to Marcy and Von then excuse
yourself and take Sally for a walk down on the beach.”

"Down on the beach. How in Tartarus do we get to the beach from the house?"

"It's easy; I'll show you." Putting an arm around the small figure, they walked into the Villa to
greet their new guests.

Draped over a chair in the family room, drink in hand, Alex spotted her old friend with VVon
standing next to her looking out admiring the vista. Greetings were exchanged all around and
Kelley set up the bar to accommodate the rest of the small party.

"Samantha," Aurora addressed the younger woman. "Alex and I discussed going out to dinner
tonight and decided it might be more intimate if we just ordered a little something in and stayed
here to celebrate your birthday. Would that be okay with you?"

"That would be wonderful with me.” Giving the older woman a hug she continued, "I want to
thank you again for opening your house for my birthday."

"Think nothing of it, Samantha, we're having a great time. It's been quite a while since the place
has been filled with Alex’s friends and on such a special occasion. | also want to tell you that |
think your sister is adorable.”

"I'm kind of fond of her myself," the younger woman smiled. "But, to tell you the truth I need to
get a few minutes alone with Sally before she has to leave tomorrow. You wouldn't mind if we
disappeared for a little while would you?"



"Not at all Samantha. Why don't you take Sally down on the beach, it's a beautiful walk and she
kept telling me how much she loves the ocean."”

"That's what Alex suggested, too. I think I will. Thanks, Aurora."
"You're more than welcome, Honey."

As she walked back toward Marcy, VVon, and Alex, Samantha spoke shortly to Suz, telling her
how nice it was they came down for the weekend and how Suz ought to come to some of the
classes or lectures at the Center. Samantha knew she would never get the redhead to any class
that involved physical activity, but she might talk her into one of the lectures, occasionally. In
actuality it really didn't matter if she ever came to the Center, there were other interests the two
still had in common. Sonny walked over to them while they were talking, leaving Samantha an
out to go excuse herself and greet the new arrivals.

A few minutes of chit-chat and Samantha explained that her sister was going back up to
Washington tomorrow morning so Marcy suggested that the two of them go somewhere quite to
talk. Sam thanked the friends for not considering her rude and received a huge belly laugh from
Alex's old friend.

"Samantha, we don't stand on ceremony here. We'll still be here when the two of you get
through, the night is young." She lifted her glass and toasted to the room. "May the Villa survive
the evening."

"You know damn right well the Villa will survive the evening,” Alex chimed in, laughing. "It
survived us going through high school." Patting her friend on the shoulder she excused herself
and Samantha.

As they looked around the room the two lovers beamed. They'd only been together a short time
and here they were celebrating Samantha's birthday with good friends, people who started out
being acquainted with one or the other of the partners, but now considered themselves friend or
family to both.

Samantha spotted Sally standing over by the pool table, talking to Danny. She went to retrieve
her sister while Alex started toward the pool area. The small blonde walked over and politely
interrupted her sister's conversation. "Excuse me Danny, but would you mind if I borrowed Sally
for a while?"

"No problem." He lifted his glass slightly; "I need to go see Kelley about a refill anyway. Talk to
you later Sally."

"Sure thing, Danny," the young woman answered.

"So Sis," Samantha began, "can I talk you into taking a walk along the beach with me?"



"Can you? I've wanted to go walking in the sand since I arrived. But . . . I was looking out from
the patio the other night . . . it's an awfully long way down."

"I thought the same thing when Alex suggested the walk. | think she has a secret way of getting
down that she's willing to impart to us." Samantha smiled at her sister. "Wanna see if Kelley has
any 'to go' containers?"

"Great idea, Sam!"

Minutes later, each of them equipped with a sports bottle full of frozen Kahlua Colada, the sisters
started toward the pool area.

Alex was waiting over in the far northern corner of the patio, next to what Samantha originally
thought to be a second cabana, a duplicate of the one on the southern end of the same area.

"So, you two all set for a quiet walk on the beach?" Sapphire eyes sparkled in the glow of the
rapidly approaching sunset. "Looks like you picked Samantha's favorite time of the day." She
drew her lover close and kissed her tenderly on the top of the head. While Sally was standing at
the railing looking out over the ocean, and watching the sun begin to sizzle into the water, Alex
slipped a small box into Samantha's hand. "It's the necklace you bought for Sally in San
Francisco; | think now might be an excellent time to give it to her."

"What a wonderful idea; you're so sweet, Alex." She slipped the box into her short's pocket and
stretched up to give her lover a kiss. "I love you so much," she whispered.

"I love you, too Samantha." The raven-haired beauty confessed.

"You two ready for a little ride?"

"Ride?" Samantha questioned.

"Did you think you were going to fly down to the beach, Samantha?" Alex teased.

"No. But. . ."

Alex took out a set of keys and unlocked the door to the small stucco building. Only after they
stepped inside could they see that the entire west wall was glass. Simultaneously the sisters

gasped as they entered the room that was filled with a glowing pink light.

"By the Gods," Samantha stopped in mid-step. "I wasn't prepared for this view. It reminds me of
home."

The innocent exclamation from her lover's lips set Alex's heart to fluttering. She knew Samantha
had told her time and time again that she thought of Alternative Paradise as 'home’, but the
immediate ushering forth of the five-word sentence from her lover's lips caused any doubt that
still floated around in the dark beauty's heart to dissipate.



While the vista from the porch was beautiful, it still admitted signs of civilization, such as the
cliff side houses, the lights of La Jolla, and some of the lights from neighboring cities. This
room, jutting out from the cliff top, high above the sandy beach, allowed the spectator to
experience nothing but nature herself. There was not an electrical line, a telephone pole, a house
or a car in sight, only the soft pinks, lavenders, and blues of a California sunset as the colors
softly rained down upon the ocean and the shore.

"It's breathtaking,” Sally whispered, almost to herself.

"That it is," Alex agreed. "Now let me explain the little toys you see here." She walked to a large
trap door on one side of the room. "This, when opened is a slide.” The expressions on the faces
of the two sisters made her laugh. "Yes . . . it is a Very Long way down but the ride is absolutely
thrilling.”

"What happens when you get to the bottom? Seems like you would hit the sand at such a speed .

"Yeah, the speed is another thrill, but it's quite safe. The sides are too high to fall out, and at the
bottom of the ride there was one of those huge inflatable mats they use at the bottom of tall
buildings, you know, the ones people jJump onto when there's a fire."

"You're kidding!" Sally exclaimed.

"Girl Scouts honor," Alex swore, holding three fingers up in the Girl's Scout sign. "And I've been
a Girl Scout for a very long time." She smiled over at Samantha. "But you can't go down that
way tonight because the mat is not there. Instead . . ." she pointed to what Samantha always
envisioned the elevator to look like in the children's story, Charlie and the Glass Elevator. " . . .
You get to ride down in this. It's marvelous watching the ocean and beach from this level and
then see it come into eye level as you slowly descend the cliff. "Nannie loved walking on the
beach and thought it ridiculous to have to get into a car to drive downso . . ."

"Your family is ingenious, Alex." Samantha commented with awe.
With a proud look and nod of affirmation, the tall woman graciously agreed.

"Here's the key that operates the lift and here's the key that opens and locks this room. The door
to the room automatically locks when shut to prevent people who shouldn't from having access."

Samantha took both keys from her lover's hand and gave her a parting kiss. "Thanks Alex," she
whispered.

"For what Samantha."
"For loving me."

"Oh, that . . ." she merely smiled and gave Samantha a return kiss. " . . . My pleasure.”



Alex opened the elevator door and shut it tightly after the sisters entered. "It's about 6:50 now;
try not to be gone more than an hour, okay? I don't want to have to send the beach patrol out
after the two of you."

"No problem, Honey. See you in a little while." Samantha blew her a kiss as she started the
elevator descending slowly down to the beach.
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Alex watched as the elevator left the tiny building toward its sandy destination then rubbed her
hands together in a sign of 'now I've got work to do'. She knew that Aurora had instructed
Esmerelda, the housekeeper, to decorate the courtyard while they were all at the zoo and set up
the tables and chairs, and she was anxious to see how the project was progressing. The caterers
were scheduled to arrive about 7:45 so if Samantha and Sally took the entire hour the timing
would be perfect.

Alex couldn't remember when she'd been more excited about a simple birthday party. Years ago
she forced her parents to stop throwing the huge shindigs for her own celebrations, especially
when her personal life gave her no cause for jubilation. Her own 31st was coming up in five
months, and now she was finally beginning to actually look forward to the event. Thirty had been
a sort of coming of age but 31 . . . well that was going to be a special occasion to be sure . . .
especially now that she had someone to share her life with.

Realizing her mind was wandering from Samantha to herself, she shook the thoughts out of her
head and focused on the situation at hand as she made her way back to the family area to grab a
couple helpers.

"Okay everyone," Alex entered the room talking. "Samantha and Sally are out of commission for
about an hour; they're down on the beach doing a sister chat. Who wants to come help set up?"

Knowing there would be no lack of volunteers she laughed as every hand in the room, except her
parents', went up.

"Come on then, everyone get a refill and let's get started.”
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The ride to the beach was slow and steady and the sisters watched as the sun bid its final farewell
of the evening to the heavens then dipped tenderly into the sea.

"You're so lucky, Sammie, for being able to look out your window every night and watch this
miracle happen."” Sally pointed out toward the expanse of ocean and sand before them.

"Yeah, it's a beautiful sight. But the lake at twilight is also beautiful, just in a different way. Even
though the differences are great, the feelings that each area evokes can be very much alike. You
might lose the roar of the ocean but you in turn receive the mystical silence of the lake. I can



remember listening to the frogs croaking, the crickets chirping, and the owls screeching, or
watching the fireflies dancing between the trees and bushes in the spring and fall."

"How about the squirrels and raccoons that would come to visit unannounced and totally
uninvited as far as Mom and Dad were concerned?" Sally laughed.

"Oh, yeah, that was always a fun time! "But even Mom and Dad like to watch the does bring
their babies to the water's edge. Remember?"

"Yeah. It's nice to remember the good times Sammie."

Samantha looked at her sister with misty eyes. "As beautiful as it is here, when | stop to think
about it, I do miss scenes like that."

Not wanting to talk about home too much, Sally changed the subject back to the differences
between the two lays of the land by reminding her sister of the difference in the animals present
in the ocean here in California.

"That's true, we have the whales and the dolphins as they migrate south for the winter months,
but we don't have the animal sounds at night like on the lake. Of course, the ocean's roar is
hauntingly mesmerizing."

"Have you listened to yourself talk lately, Sam?" her sister asked.

"What do you mean; has my accent changed or something?"

"No there is a new word in your vocabulary that you use whenever you're talking about what's
happening in your life."

A confused expression crossed her sister's face. "Okay, I'll bite?"

"We has become a part of almost everything you say." She smiled over at Samantha and put an
arm around her waist. "And ya know what?"

"No, what?"
"It sounds so natural."

"It feels natural, Sally. I'm the happiest I've ever been in my life. | love where I'm living, | love
my job and most of all . . . I love Alex."

There was a slight lull in the conversation and the two stopped walking to face the ocean and
watch the waves gently rolling toward the shore. The soft swishing of the whitecaps as they
broke and trickled toward the sand was, in deed, hypnotizing.



Still looking out to sea, Samantha finally accumulated enough nerve to ask her sister the question
that had been churning around in her mind for the past couple days. Not wanting to ruin the
mood, but also not wanting Sally to leave without the discussion she cleared her throat and
turned to her sibling.

"Sally, | know something's bothering you . . ."
"No Sammie, what would make you . . . "

"Stop - this is probably the only chance we'll have to be alone together before you leave
tomorrow. | have to spend time with the other people who all put their lives on hold to come this
weekend or this evening, but this time is for us and | know something is making you unhappy. Is
it Dad?"

Samantha put her hands on Sally's shoulders and turned her sister so they were standing nose-to-
nose; it was almost like looking into the mirror a few years back. She watched, as her sister's soft
green eyes began to glisten, tears involuntarily trickling down the sweet face.

"Come here, you." Samantha gathered the younger woman close, stroking her hair with motherly
caresses, her own emerald eyes beginning to tear. "I'm so sorry, Sally. This is all my fault.”

Sally's body became rigid as she pulled away from her sister's loving touch.

"Now I'm telling you to stop, Samantha. Stop blaming yourself for being happy, for finding what
every person in the entire world searches for and many never find. Don't you Ever be sorry for
being in love and being loved in return. Dad's an ass-hole; we've both known that for years. The
only difference is that now Mom is not totally agreeing with him so he's getting out of control.”

"What do you mean 'not totally agreeing with him' and how is he getting out of control? Has he
hurt her? Has he hurt You?"

"Sammie sometimes | think you live in a fantasy world. You have this unrealistic concept that
people are good and have a difficult time seeing them for what they really are. You were always
Dad's favorite, probably because he made you believe that everything he ever did for us was out
of love and kindness. But that wasn't the truth."

"Sally . .."

"Sam you wanted to know - let me finish."

"Okay, I'm sorry."

"See how easily those two words flow from your lips Samantha? That was why Dad always got
his way with you . . . you were always trying to please . . . always 'sorry’. When you didn't do

exactly what he wanted, all he ever needed to do was tell you how disappointed he was and you
would bow under. Consequently, he felt that at least he could dance you around like a puppet.



The situation in Laguna ripped the rug out from under him. He never thought you would ever do
anything to go against him, no less with his greatest competitor. So you see, Sammie, his anger is
All about Him, just as all our lives have been all about Him. We were always, His Family, His
Wife, His Girls - we were merely playthings he arranged to his advantage in the world he
created."

"Sally if you've felt this way all along . . . "

"Ever since you left home, Samantha, he's gotten worse with Mom. We never told you because
both of us agreed you were better off away from him and we certainly didn't want to bring you
back into the middle of the hell he was creating for us to live in. | moved out but not far; I didn't
want to leave Mom totally alone.”

Anger replaced the sympathy that had been playing across Samantha's face. "So you neglected to
tell me what was happening because it might disturb my Happiness?"

"Something like that but . . ."
"Sally, she's my Mom, too."

"Yes, but that's the way she wanted it. She's so proud of you Samantha. It breaks her heart not to
be able to call and tell youso . . ."

"Before this visit is over we will have a plan about calling, you can count on it! I'll give you the
money to purchase some phone cards. That way she can call and he'll never know. Here | was
thinking she didn't want to talk to me any more than Dad did."”

"No Sammie . . . that is so wrong."

"Okay, let's go back a bit - I asked if he's been physical with either of you?"

"Remember how he used to push Mom around a little when he was inebriated?"

"Yeah."

"Well, he's pushed her a couple times and once he .. . well ... he..."

"Damn it Sally, he what?!"

"Mom started to talk about you and Alex and he slapped her across the face and told her "never
mention that bitch's name in my house."

"Why doesn't she leave him, Sally?"

"And go where? Do what? That's not an option right now. You know Mom, she just acts like
everything is as it always has been."



"Butitisn't...and thisisn't right. It can't continue like this Sally, you ... I. .. we have to talk
some sense into her. The two of you can relocate here . . . to Laguna. Let me talk it over with
Alex. I'm sure the two of you could stay in the suite until you find a place of your own. We
might even find something that Mom could do at the Center."”

Samantha's heart lightened a little as she thought of all the ways she could help now where she
never could have before. She was sure Alex would be accommodating; after all, they already
talked about having Sally come down more often.

"Sammie, | ... Mom and | couldn't ask you to do that."”
"It's not a question of asking me, Sally, I'm offering. Is Mom ready to leave him?"

"I don't know we haven't really talked about that. But if you're positive that Alex wouldn't mind .

"I'll talk to her about it tonight.”
"NO!" The younger woman was emphatic.
"What?"

"You let Alex make your birthday the wonderful affair she wants it to be. | see the expression on
her face when you smile. She's gone through a lot of trouble, not to mention an exorbitant
amount of money."

"More than she should, if you ask me." Samantha mumbled.

"And more than you deserve is what I'm sure you're thinking." Sally said ruefully. You see . ..
that's Dad talking . . . he always made us feel undeserving . . . think about it." She pleaded with
her sister. "Now . . . please say you won't spoil Alex's plans for your vacation Sammie, please . . .
promise me. Promise like we used to when we were kids . . . Promise Samantha."

"Sally . . ." Samantha countered.

"You can be so damn thick headed at times Samantha Reneé Riley! Did you ever think that
maybe Alex doesn't want money to be a wedge between the two of you? It should be obvious she
has more than enough of it to lavish you with whatever you could possibly wish for." Sally
looked hard into her sister’s face.

"You love her and she definitely loves you. Giving to you makes her happy, so why can't you
learn to receive gracefully? You know, learning to say 'Thank You' is as necessary as learning to
say "You're Welcome.' Samantha you've found Princess Charming -- live happily ever after! That
said, | reiterate . . . Promise me Samantha! Promise you won't ask Alex until after your vacation,
or | Promise you | won't even tell Mom we had this conversation."



"Okay, okay . .. I'll try."
"That's not good enough!”
"You're a brat do you realize that, Little Sis?"

"Yeah, now say the rhyme." The younger woman watched as her sister mentally squirmed and
then began reciting the saying they used to sing as children: "Okay, here goes,

By Irish Leprechaun's delight
By all the stars that shine each night
I'll never find the 'pot of gold'
If 1 break this Promise once it is told.
Are you satisfied now?"
"And the promise?"

"I promise | won't say anything to Alex during our vacation about you and Mom coming to
Laguna to live and work."

"Not good enough - you won't say anything about those two things until you talk to me after
you're back in Laguna."

"Okay."
"Okay what."
"Okay what you said Sally."

"No Samantha you need to say it, I know you, you'll weasel out by the dropping of a word here
and there . .. go ahead . . . say it."

With a huge sigh she started all over again. "I promise | won't say anything to Alex about you
and Mom coming to Laguna to live and work until after we get home and I've talked to you.
There, now that's all I'm going to do - you'll have to take me at my word."”

"Spit in your hand and we'll shake."”

"Come on Sally that's childish."



"Do it or you'll be cursed forever and the Leprechauns will no longer smile upon you. You don't
want that to happen now do you. They might just take Alex away." For the first time in many
minutes there was a smile on the young woman's face as she teased her big sister.

"Damn you're persistent -- wherever did you get that trait?" Samantha was also feeling a little
better realizing that she at least there was a plan to offer her Mom and sister. She spit in her right
hand, while Sally did the same into her own, then the sisters shook hands, sharing spit.

"Okay, that's settled, can we go back to your party now? My cup's about empty and I'm getting
hungry."

Samantha reached into her short's pocket and brought out the small box Alex had handed her
earlier. She put it into her sister's hand.

"What's this Sammie?"
"Open the box, Silly, you can't tell from the outside."

Inside the small gray box was the Buddha necklace Samantha purchased when they were down
in Chinatown, during the San Francisco trip.

"Sammie it's beautiful,” Sally exclaimed. "You shouldn't have."

"Remember 'thank you' is as good as 'you welcome'." She grinned throwing the words back at
her sister. "We picked it up for you when we were in San Francisco. The last time we visited
turned out to be not a good time for the exchanging of gifts. Do you really like it, Sally."

"I really do sis. Thank you."

"You're Welcome." Samantha smiled.

Sally gave Samantha a bear hug and a kiss then insisted they start back up to the house.
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"Wow! Alex this looks awesome," Sonny exclaimed walking through the archway leading into
the courtyard. "Samantha is going to adore this theme."

Since she was unable to take Samantha to Greece this year with the cruise ship like she wanted to
do, Alex decided to bring the splendor of Ancient Greece to the Spanish-style Villa in Southern
California, complete with Gods and Goddesses.

"I was going to try and make it costume, but I'm afraid it would have been a little too difficult to
pull off on such short notice. I can envision you, Sonny, wrapped in a toga."



"I am so glad you didn't go that route,” Danny mentioned as he walked further into the room.
"I'm afraid | would have had to pass."”

Suzanne was looking around with her mouth hanging open. "This must have taken hours."

"Yes, they started right after we left this morning. But they did one helluva job!" Alex
commented. Esmerelda got the entire staff to help.

The entire courtyard had been turned into what one might think the main hall of Olympus would
have looked like. There were gold-trimmed columns covered with vines, a small self-contained
fountain in the middle and statues of a few hand picked Goddesses lined the walls, Artemis,
Aphrodite, Athena, Clotho, and the Muse Calliope. At the far end of the court sat two thrones,
draped in royal purple for the guest of honor and her consort.

"Well, that's one way to make her ‘queen for a day"." Sonny chuckled, as he looked the room
over.

"Where did you find these statues?" Suzanne asked walking over and reading the small plague on
one of them.

"Actually, Mom did the research." Alex confessed. "There's a little theatre group here in La Jolla
that specializes in Greek plays. They have all the Muses and most of the major Gods and
Goddesses. She called and since they are in between plays they were more than happy to rent out
some of the statues and props."

"Samantha is going to be so surprised - you really outdid yourself Alex." Ray interjected.
"Yes, it is rather impressive, isn't it?" She beamed in the direction of her old friend.

Looking around at the empty tables Sonny put the question to words that was on everyone's mind
"So, when does the food arrive? | know Sammie's going to be starving, we haven't eaten since
lunch."”

"Timely question,” Aurora announced walking in with an entourage following her. Even though
Alex decided against a costumed affair, the catering staff had been instructed to dress as Greek
servants to enhance the illusion. They swarmed in carrying boxes of food that need to be
unpacked and arranged on the banquet table set up on one of the walls. Aurora was in her glory
as she began playing hostess.

"Samantha and Sally should be coming back any minute now." Alex commented, then got all of
her friends' attention and pointed to a table near the thrones. "This table's for the gifts. If you all
want to go freshen up a little and get your presents, we should all meet back here as soon as
possible. I won't bring them in until everyone's back but it may be difficult acting natural with
the entire court yard void of guests - so hurry."



With that the little group scattered, each off to their own room. Marcy and Von stood by Alex
watching for a minute or two while the caterers went about setting everything up. It looked just
the way she pictured in her mind. As she mentioned earlier the only thing that would have made
it better was if she had gotten everyone into costumes.

Marcy put their gift on the assigned table and turned to Alex. "We could come out to the pool
with you and keep Samantha occupied until you were sure everyone was here."

"That's a great idea, Marcy. There hasn't been much of a chance for her to visit with the two of
you and that would seem logical. In fact, why don't you two go ahead? I need to talk to Mom for
a minute and then I'll be right out.”

"Okay, see ya there."

Aurora had always been a shining light in Alex’s life, supporting her daughter through many
tough decisions and being a constant in her life when the consequences were grave. It was only
right that her Mom be here now during the happiest of times.

She approached her mother with such warmth in her heart it almost made her cry. "Mom."

The older woman turned from the chore of instructing and looked at her daughter. "What is it
Alex?"

"I just want to thank you again for helping to pull this entire weekend off. It's been marvelous! |
don't think I could have done it without you and Kelley." She approached her mother and gave
her a hug and kiss. "I love you Mom."

"I love you, too, Alex. This has been a lot of fun. I haven't planned a birthday party in years."
She gave her daughter an almost sorrowful look. "You and Kelley are party poopers! This just
got me worked up, again. You do realize that | will Not be Stopped from having a blow-out of a
party on your 31st?"

"I know, Mom. And, you know what?"

"No, what?"

"Now that | have Samantha and so much to look forward to, I'm ready for another birthday
party."

Aurora saw the look in her daughter's eyes and smiled back at sapphire orbs that so resembled
the ones she looked into every evening in the mirror. Her heart filled with the love she felt for
her daughter and the happiness she saw on her face.

"She's special Alex, we love her, too.”

"That means the world to me Mom."



Aurora wiped at the tear that trickled down her daughter's face and Alex quickly shook her head,
regaining her composure.

"Anyway, | just wanted to let you know how much | appreciate this weekend. I'd better go catch
up with Marcy. Kelley's putting my present on the table, right?"

"Right, Honey, go get the birthday girl." She smiled as she watched Alex leave the room then
turned back to supervising the caterers.
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Moonlight now highlighted the silhouettes of the two small figures as they slowly made their
way back to the elevator. Sally felt better that she had confided in her sister about the difficulties
they were experiencing at home and Samantha felt that a weight had been lifted knowing she
now possessed a plan to help her sister and mother, if her mom was ready to make a life change.

When they reached the lift Samantha turned to Sally and gave her a hug, the pressure and length
of which imparted all the love she felt for her sibling.

"Things will turn out for the best, Honey; | know they will," Samantha assured the younger
woman. "We'll get you and Mom both out of harm's way. | know Mom will fight giving up the
house. It holds so many happy memories for her, but a clean break and fresh start may be just
what she needs to start feeling good about herself."”

"She may not have to give up the house Samantha, just divorcing him might be enough. But the
offer to come to California is a selfless one and I'm sure she'll appreciate it."

"Whatever - | guess we can't go speculating until after everyone involved has a chance to give
their input, including Dad."

"Yeah. But, | think now is the time for us to put this conversation to rest and proceed with the
situation at hand."

"Huh?"
"Party time, Big Sis . . . Party Time!!"
"I don't know about a Party -- but I'm sure it's about time for Dinner!"

Samantha unlocked the door and they stepped into the elevator. Putting another of the keys into
the operations box and twisting, the lift slowly began its ascent back up the cliff to the Villa.

They exited the elevator and Samantha locked up like Alex showed her before stepping out of
the small building onto the patio.



Sally was taken back by the presence of Marcy and Von as they stood looking out at the ocean.
"Hey, what are you two doing here? | thought everyone would be inside gossiping."

"We came out for a little fresh air and when we looked down toward the beach we saw you two
approaching the elevator. We thought we'd wait for you to get back up." Marcy admitted.

"I'm glad you did. We've hardly gotten a chance to talk and | know you have to go home
sometime tonight." Samantha stated, walking over to her friends.

"Yeah, but the night's still young," VVon chimed in. "And, | don't have to work in the morning so |
can drive home."

"Did Alex give you any idea when dinner would arrive?" Samantha asked. "My stomach thinks |
went on a diet."

"Your stomach knows better than to think that," her sister giggled, receiving a loving push on the
shoulder from Samantha.

"Well, we told Alex to come out and get us when it arrived. So we can wait here for her or go on

"We can wait here and talk. If you asked her to come get you, I'm sure she will." Samantha no
sooner had the words out than Alex came waltzing through the door.

"Looks like everybody who isn't already in the dining area is here. Anyone ready to eat?"
"Silly question," was the simultaneous answer received from four hungry guests.

Alex put her arm around Samantha as they began walking back into the house. She bent down
and whispered, "I missed you while you were gone, did you accomplish what you set out to?"
She then looked up at the rest of the small group. "We've set up in the courtyard - Kelley has the
bar open, follow me."

Latching onto Alex's waist Samantha looked up, and sporting a smile she shook her head
affirmatively. "Tell you about it later.”

"You got a deal.” Alex mouthed back at her, then turned to get Marcy's attention. "Hey you're
almost as familiar with this place as | am - take the lead Marcy, | want to talk to Samantha a
second.

"Sure thing Alex but don't take too long . . . I'm really hungry and | wouldn't want all the food to
be gone before Sammie got a chance to eat.”

"If you know what's good for you," Samantha chortled, "you just go get something to drink. We
won't be far behind, you can bet on it."



"Gotcha!" Marcy laughed and gave the small blonde a wink before placing an arm around the
waist of the two women she was escorting.

"Sorry Samantha, can't wait until later to hear what you two talked about,” Alex confessed when
the other three were out of hearing range. "But you do look a little relieved, am I reading you
right?"

"Yeah, | am somewhat relieved because | know what's going on, but it is as bad as | anticipated.
Mom really needs to get rid of him this time."

Frowning down at Samantha, Alex shook her head, "That bad, huh?"
"'Fraid so. It's just a question of talking her into doing what's best for her."”
"Samantha don't you think she knows what's best for herself?"

"I honestly don't think so, Alex. He's been controlling her for so long, I think she's forgotten how
to think without him putting the thoughts into her head and when she does remember and strikes
out on her own, he knocks her down."

"Physically?" Now Alex was really getting concerned.

"Most of the time just mentally, Alex, but you know what a control freak he is . . . you've dealt
with him."

"I know, Honey." She didn't want to put a damper on the party that was about to take place, but
she also didn't want to put a pressing family crisis on the back burner. "Do you think we should
try to intervene Samantha? You know your mom and sister are always welcome to come stay
with us?"

With her heart overflowing from the impact of her lover's proposition she stopped walking and
gave Alex a hug of appreciation. | didn't even have to break my promise to get the relief my mind
needed about having them come to California. Thank you Alex.

"What was that for?" Alex queried, not letting the small blonde retrieve her arms.

"For being you, for being so understanding, for caring so much. When we talked Sally and |
decided that she would go ahead and talk to Mom when she went home. We don't have to make
any decisions until after we get back from vacation. I love you Alex, please . . . don't ever
change." Standing on her toes her face inclined toward the one that made her days shine, she
posed for a Kiss.

Alex leaned down for their lips to tenderly meet. "I won't, if you won't, my Destiny." Came the
solemn response before the fiery kiss. Again Samantha's heart skipped a beat. "Come on, my
Sweet, let's go eat."



"You don't need to repeat that one." Samantha let loose her hold of Alex's waist but grabbed her
hand.

Before they even got to the archway the tantalizing odors wafted through the halls, deliciously
assaulting their nostrils.

"By the Gods that smells marvelous, Alex. What did your Mom order?"

They were now standing directly in front of the courtyard. "'By the Gods' exactly Samantha.
Welcome to Olympus!"

For the second time in three days the unsuspecting blonde heard a singular word joyously
escaping the lips of her little group of friends . . . SURPRISE!

Continued in Part 6.
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Part 6
Chapter 6

Samantha stood frozen to the spot; it was absolutely unbelievable that Alex could have carried
this off without her having the slightest inkling as to what was happening. She was sure that the
birthday party had been on Friday. But then thinking back, there were no presents and what's a
birthday party without presents, even though she didn't expect anything more from any of the
Dorians, she probably should have expected that her friends would have given her gifts. With all
the other excitement of the weekend, the idea of presents slipped her mind completely. All these
thoughts ran through her mind as she stood next to Alex staring out onto a scene that was in her
expectation almost what she would have envisioned Olympus to look like.

"I don't know what to say. Look at this place. How did you transform it in such a short amount of
time?"

"I had a lot of help from Mom, Kelley, Esmerelda, the entire staff here at Cielo en Tierra, and
then of course your friends out there."

As usual Samantha couldn't stop the tears from streaming down her face, but they had a difficult
time maneuvering around the constant smile. "Believe it or not . . . I'm speechless.”

"Well then, while you're going around trying to find words, let me say the two that everyone here
wants to hear - Let's Eat!" Sonny approached the duo and took Samantha from Alex's side.
"Come on Sammie we're all starving so | know you've got to be."

"As a matter of fact you couldn't be any more right.” She smiled at her friend and allowed herself
to be led o