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FROM CHAPTER FIVE 

Leah was having a beautiful dream and she hoped 
it wouldn’t end soon. Under her hand was soft stomach. 
She moved slowly, trying to keep the spell. Fine ribs 
under her fingertips. 

It had been so long since her fingertips had felt 
this alive.  

She ran her fingers over the velvet skin and in her 
dream heard a soft sigh and the rustle of bedclothes. 
The body was closer to her now. She could stroke the 
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smooth back. 

It wasn’t Sharla’s back. That’s what she would 
have expected in a dream, but this back felt different. I 
still love you, my darling. But she would give herself this 
dream because it felt good. 

Her own body felt ripe and heavy as she caressed 
the dream woman. She felt a little dizzy because her 
fingertips were sending her such vivid, tactile 
sensations. She moved closer very slowly, afraid of 
waking herself. Finally from out of a tousle of hair — too 
much hair to be Sharla — she could see a sensuous 
column of throat. She moved the silky brown strands 
aside and pressed her lips to the pulse. 

The fire in her limbs leapt to full height. She 
kissed the throat, then the shoulders, again and again 
and knew she would wake herself, but she couldn’t stop 
as her need burned stronger with each kiss. 

Then the dream woman sighed — a soft oh and a 
deep breath. She moved into Leah’s arms and Leah 
couldn’t restrain herself. Her hands caressed the 
melting breasts, then she took one in her mouth. The 
dream woman quivered in her arms and her back 
arched, offering. 

They moaned together. 

Leah jerked herself away just as Jackie went rigid 
and gasped, "No." 

"I’m sorry," Leah gasped back. In the dim light she 
could see Jackie frantically pulling her T-shirt down, 
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yanking the covers up over her shoulders, putting 
barriers up between them. Leah said more calmly, "I 
didn’t know what I was doing. I thought you were a 
dream." 

Jackie said, "It’s okay. I understand. I should have 
stayed downstairs, but the fire went out. I’m sorry. I 
didn’t mean —" 

"Of course not. I didn’t either —" 

"I was surprised, that’s all —" 

"It’s okay. I started it. I thought you were Sharla. I 
was dreaming." That was a lie, Leah knew. 

Jackie said again, "It’s okay. I was just surprised." 

And you were enjoying it, Leah thought. Until you 
were fully aware it was me, you were responding. Oh lay 
off it. She told herself crossly that even if deep down 
they were all sexual animals it didn’t mean that Jackie 
was on the verge of becoming a lesbian. She was probably 
dreaming about her boyfriend and one pair of hands is much 
like another. Sooner or later she would miss that all-

important thing men’ve got. 

"I promise to stay on my side," she said aloud. "I 
didn’t know you were there. There won’t be any 
repeats." 

"I trust you," Jackie said quietly in the dark. "It’s 
okay. Let’s go back to sleep." 

Leah curled into a motionless ball. She felt 
miserable and told herself it was because she had 
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betrayed her memory of Sharla. She told herself that 
she could sleep, despite the needles of sensation that 
reminded her that she was a living woman with a real, 
live libido and that Sharla — her loving, compassionate 
Sharla — would have understood.  

 

 

Jackie emerged from the shower wrapped tightly 
in Sharla’s chenille robe. Her hair hung in a curtain 
down her back and Leah’s fingers twitched as she 
recalled too vividly what it had felt like last night. She 
was aware that Jackie wouldn’t meet her gaze. She 
herself was too aware of how she had wanted that body 
— not Sharla’s, not any woman’s, but Jackie’s body — 
near her. No matter how often she reminded herself 
that Jackie had a boyfriend waiting for her, the prickling 
in her fingers wouldn’t go away. 

"I’ll make eggs," was all she said. "As a break from 
turkey leftovers." 

"Sounds good." 

Leah gathered the ingredients from the fridge, 
staring intently at the egg carton to avoid any eye 
contact with Jackie.  

As she set them down, Jackie said hesitantly, 
"Before you start that, I just need to clear the air about 
last night." 

"It’s okay," Leah said. "I really don’t know why I 
stepped over the line like that." 
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"I don’t know why I did either," Jackie said.  

Her voice was low and Leah heard her swallow. 
She turned to look at her, to watch that face flicker with 
emotions. She would paint it gray uncertainty, purple 
determination, chartreuse fear. 

"I have to be honest with you," Jackie continued. 
"I — I’ve never wanted a woman before. But I knew ... 
last night. That you were a woman. I know I said stop, 
but that was the surprise of it. I didn’t want you to stop. 
And now —" She put one hand to her throat and 
swallowed again. "I’m not sure what to do about it." 

Leah shook her head, deeply sorry about the mess 
she’d gotten them into. No matter what her own body 
wanted, she had to be firm. "I don’t ... I don’t help 
straight women assuage their curiosity. You’ll have to 
find someone else." Leah found herself swallowing 
hard, too. She felt short of breath. 

"That’s not — I’m sorry, I didn’t realize what I was 
asking. What ... oh shit." Jackie’s face was flushing 
crimson. The patch of skin visible at the top of the robe 
was tinted orchid pink. "Forget I brought it up. I’ve 
made everything awkward." 

"If you’re really questioning —"  

"I don’t know!" Jackie looked down at her feet. 
"The way my body feels doesn’t make any sense. It feels 
strange, different. But you’re right, I can’t just ask you 
to work this out for me. I have to do it myself." 

Leah realized she was breathing hard. She had also 
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unconsciously moved closer. "Jackie, it’s not that I don’t 
..." Want you. She did. Jackie had marched in here and 
dispelled Sharla’s ghost. She wanted to hold onto this 
warm, breathing, lovely body as long as she could. 

Jackie’s gaze was unfocused, her mouth slightly 
parted. Leah couldn’t stop herself from staring at 
Jackie’s lips. She’d stared at them too long last night. 
She had wanted to touch them too much last night. 
They were even fuller than before, glistening. She 
devoured the rest of the face that she had already spent 
hours sketching. Skin flushed, slightly damp. 

She pulled slowly and gently on the lapel of 
Sharla’s robe. The knot around Jackie’s waist loosened. 
Sharla’s robe, but Jackie’s body within. 
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