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Emma didn’t want to dance with Maria. She’d done that enough for this 
lifetime. And she was years past pretending that any woman was better than none at 
all.  No matter how many times she tried to distract herself in the arms of another 
woman, it didn’t change the fact that the only woman’s arms she wanted to be in 
belonged to the one woman who she simply couldn’t have. Tonight, however, she 
felt closer to getting what she wanted, who she wanted, than she ever had before. 

For her part, KC was still completely oblivious to the giant aching pull inside 
her that Emma felt when she was with her best friend. But at least lately she looked 
like she’d finally noticed that Emma was a living, breathing, sexy woman with 
something to offer.  

“Hey, where are you at?” Maria squeezed her gently to get her attention. This 
is what Emma remembered about Maria, the sweet, gentle solicitousness, like she 
genuinely cared, and wasn’t just trying to get laid. It was the reason Emma had 
dated her for two years in college, the reason she’d debated bringing her home to 
Fairmont with her. In the end, she’d realized that would have been unfair, not just to 
Maria, but to herself also. 

Her want for KC hadn’t wavered since high school, no matter what she’d 
done to distract herself, or how many inappropriate lovers KC attracted. She’d 
finally given up trying and simply resolved to be available when KC finally came to 
her senses. Anything less would simply be settling for second best. That’s not what 
she wanted for her life. 

Emma watched KC return to the bar. The bartender was cute in a cliché 
Texas movie kind of way, kind of like Coyote Ugly meets Best Little Whorehouse in 
Texas. The smile she gave KC made Emma choke on a flare of jealous anger. She 
should be used to it by now, but it dug into her each and every time. At least this 
woman was age appropriate, unlike KC’s current lover, Lonnie Truvall. 

She forced her attention back to Maria. Watching KC was not going to help 
her mood. “I’m here.” 

“Still her, huh?” The look of sympathy on Maria’s face made a direct hit to 
Emma’s pride. It stung. 

Emma shook her head slowly. “It will always be her.” She wouldn’t admit that 
to many people, but she’d already had this conversation with Maria. She figured she 
owed it to her when she finally said aloud that it would never work between them. 

Maria smiled sadly. “I wish it could have been me.” 
“Me, too.” Her life would have been so much simpler if she’d found someone 

to make her forget all about KC Hall. For a while she’d thought Maria might be that 
someone.  

Maria pulled her closer and they swayed together silently. Emma took what 
comfort she could on the dance floor and swelled with the knowledge that it didn’t 
have to end there. Maria would take her home right now if she asked. She debated 
whispering those words into Maria’s ear. It wouldn’t change anything in the long 



run, but damn it, she had needs and it didn’t look like KC was up for taking care of 
them any time soon. Maria knew the limitations between them and she would still 
say yes.  She was ashamed of how tempted she was. 

“She’s watching us.” Maria whispered the words into her ear, her breath hot 
and tempting against Emma’s skin. 

“What?” Emma almost looked, but she didn’t want to be the girl that waited 
pathetically for whatever scraps someone threw at her. She knew she belonged with 
KC, but that didn’t mean she’d degrade herself in the meantime. She lived her life 
and waited. Through it all, she maintained her dignity. 

“KC is watching you.” Maria laughed, the sound throaty and deep. 
“I don’t know why you’re telling me this. It doesn’t mean anything.” 
“You can’t see the look on her face, it definitely means something.” 
Emma spun them until she was able to look at KC. She wasn’t where she’d 

last seen her, leaning against the bar ordering a drink. Emma scanned the crowd. KC 
stood at the end of the bar with the hot bartender. They were in front of a door 
labeled private and the bartender was smiling her invitation to KC. She pointed 
toward the backroom and winked. Emma could almost hear her invite KC into the 
back for a quickie while she was on her break.  

She couldn’t watch any longer. She spun again until her back was to KC. If her 
friend decided to fuck the bartender on their night out, it was certainly none of 
Emma’s business. To make herself feel better, she’d make a point to mention it the 
next time she saw Mrs. Truvall. She may get KC’s attention in the bedroom, but she 
certainly had no right to demand her exclusivity. Her husband threw up a pretty big 
roadblock to their fidelity. Emma would enjoy watching her squirm with the 
knowledge that her lover had stepped out on her. It was vindictive and a little 
bitchy, but she’d contemplated a hell of a lot worse in the months since she’d 
become aware of their affair. 

“She’s still watching.” 
“Maria, stop it.” Emma knew it hurt Maria when they split, knew she’d been 

caught off guard by Emma’s announcement that she wanted to end things between 
them. As painful as it was at the time, she knew that it was the right thing. It 
definitely didn’t give Maria the right to toy with Emma’s feelings now. Maria knew 
how Emma felt about KC. She didn’t need to tease her about it. 

“You don’t believe me?” Maria raised an eyebrow in challenge. “Want me to 
prove it?” 

“She’s ten seconds away from hooking up with that bartender.” 
“She could care less about that other woman. She’s too focused on you to 

even get that she’s being hit on.” 
Emma shook her head. Maria’s continued teasing had reached a point of 

cruelty. 
“You leave me no choice.” Maria slid her hand down her back slowly. She 

traced a lazy random pattern over the fabric until she finally dipped low enough to 
palm Emma’s ass. She squeezed it and looked at Emma with the same dark, hungry 
expression she used to wear right before she pinned her to the nearest flat surface—
usually the floor or wall, but sometimes their bed—and fucked her senseless. 



Her visceral reaction to being groped and regarded with such blatant 
physical desire left Emma breathless. Her body responded in all the right, and yet 
wrong, ways. Her knees buckled for the slightest moment before she locked her legs 
to remain standing. Her heart raced and her belly throbbed down deep with desire. 
She was far wetter than one hand on her ass warranted. It had been far too long 
since she’d been with a woman. 

It took her a few seconds for the situation to click. They weren’t in Vegas 
finishing undergrad. They were in Austin. They weren’t lovers taking advantage of a 
rare weekend with no studies sucking all their time. They were ex-girlfriends 
meeting up by chance in a crowded bar on a Friday night. Maria didn’t want her and 
she didn’t want Maria. Not really.  

Emma straightened and pushed out of Maria’s arms. Their dance was over. 
She turned to see KC making her way to her. The bartender watched open-mouthed 
with more than a hint of annoyed bitch on her face. She was not used to being told 
no, and she definitely wasn’t used to being left standing alone. 

She met KC’s gaze and smiled. There was the same love and friendship she’d 
always known, but there was more there as well. The slight flare of jealousy and 
desire, coupled with confusion. She was waking up, but she didn’t know what it all 
meant. 

Soon. 
And Emma would be there when she finally realized that they belonged 

together. 
 
 


