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CHAPTER ONE


Jameson Reid sat at a long table
in a conference room studying plans for her firm’s latest project. Her eyes
were tired. All of her was tired. The last two weeks had seemed endless to Jameson,
and she had another full week to endure before she would get any reprieve from
the stress of work. Worse still, it would be another full week before she got a
reprieve from the loneliness of home. She closed her eyes and rubbed her
forehead in a feeble attempt to banish her lingering headache. Her patience was
running low. Her energy was running even lower. 


Two
weeks ago, the senior architect in her firm, Bryan Mills was forced to take an
unexpected leave of absence. His wife was experiencing complications during her first pregnancy. There had been no
question in Jameson’s mind that he needed to be home. Bryan had argued that he
could work part-time. Jameson would not hear of it. Family first was not just a
motto that Jameson Reid had adopted, it was the philosophy she lived by. People
came first. Business came second. End of discussion for Jameson. Bryan’s
absence happened to coincide with beginning of one of the largest projects the
firm had acquired to date. 


Jameson
loved a challenge and she had confidence that her team could create something
amazing for this new client. The project entailed designing a state of the art medical
building and rehab center. The new structure would replace the outdated
buildings currently being utilized at a large urban hospital in Maryland. Designing
complex structures to house medical facilities was time-consuming and often daunting. Technology had to be considered
in every nook and cranny. Safety, while always at the core of Jameson’s
designs, took on a different significance in health care facilities. Patients
were often immobile. That meant that there had to be alternative ways to access
and exit the structure in case of an emergency. Jameson prided herself, and her
team’s work on innovation, functionality, safety, and lastly, style. Style, in
Jameson’s mind, was useless if the other three points were not executed
efficiently. 


Jameson
took her work seriously. She sought to please her clients, but she also
understood that the work her firm did had both significant
applications and implications. The problem she was having lately was with her
ability to concentrate. Jameson’s need to be in Albany took her away from the
project that commanded her greatest interest. It also inhibited her ability to
see the person who commanded her heart.
That was beginning to take as much of a toll on the architect as the heavy
workload in front of her. 


“J.D.?”
Melanie called for her boss’s attention. Jameson looked up. “Maybe we should take
a break, huh?” the young woman suggested.


“Worried
about me?” Jameson asked lightly. Melanie pursed her lips. Jameson chuckled. “I
want to finish up with this before I head home.”


“To
your home or to Candace’s?” Melanie winked.


Jameson
grimaced. “Mine,” she said.


“Really?
I thought for sure you would be headed there for the weekend. You can’t work
24/7, J.D.,” Melanie said.


“Thanks,
Mom,” Jameson winked. “I’m not working….Well, actually, I probably will be
working,” she groaned. Melanie shook her head and sighed. “Candace is stuck in
D.C. until next Friday,” Jameson explained.


“That
sucks,” the younger woman turned up her nose. Jameson offered her an awkward
smile in agreement. “How long since you’ve seen her now?”


“Two
weeks,” Jameson said softly. “It’ll be three by the time next Friday rolls
around.”


“I
thought politicians didn’t work?” Melanie quipped. Jameson squinted at her
assertion. “Well, I do read the news!”


“What
news is that? E! Online?” Jameson laughed. “Mel, your friends’ Facebook rants
do not qualify as news.”


“Funny,”
Melanie wrinkled her nose at Jameson. “I’m serious. I thought politicians had
more vacation days than work days. Isn’t that what everyone complains about?”


“Not
this politician,” Jameson said affectionately. Candace’s workload sometimes
frustrated her, but she adored her lover. She missed Candace when they were
forced to be apart. “She is the definition of a workaholic,”
Jameson said.


“I
thought you were the cure?” Melanie poked. “You know…to get her to stop and
slow down.”


“No,
Chinese food is the cure.”


“She
likes Chinese food more than you?” Melanie asked doubtfully.


“She
might,” Jameson answered with a twinkle in her eye. The conversation was making
her think about Candace. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly before
rolling up the plans in front of her. 


“Thought
you wanted to finish this?” Melanie asked in confusion.


“I
will. Just need a break,” Jameson said. “I’m going to head into my office for a
bit. You should head out early. It’s Friday. I can finish this without you.”


“J.D.,
I’ll stay. I don’t mind. I can go get us some food.”


“No.
You go. Who knows how long I will be here,” Jameson told her.


“Okay….J.D.?” Jameson turned back to the younger
woman. “Why don’t you just fly down and see her?”


Jameson
smiled. “I would. She’s supposed to attend some fundraiser tomorrow. She’ll be
tied up all day, and I know she is working late tonight.”


“Two of
a kind,” Melanie smirked. “You have a lot in common.”


“Mm. I
guess so,” Jameson said. “We’re both alone,” she whispered to herself. 


***


Candace was sitting around an enormous table listening to the people
around her argue. She had tuned out the
majority of the conversation. It reminded her of the days when both Marianne
and Michelle insisted on playing the same song over and over….and over again.
She consistently wondered what made people get so stuck on one thing that they
became unable to hear anything else. She looked down at her phone to check the
time just as a message popped onto her screen.


New Message: JAMESON


Candace smiled and opened the new
screen.


JAMESON: “Busy?” 


CANDACE: “Bored.”


JAMESON: “Meeting?”


CANDACE: “Maddening.”


JAMESON: “Are we playing word
games?”


CANDACE: “That would be
refreshing.”


JAMESON: “That bad?”


CANDACE: “McGuire and Steele must
have mixed up their vitamins with their little blue pills.”


JAMESON: “????”


CANDACE: “The most excitement in
this meeting happens whenever Dana pops in. That’s the only time they pop up.”


Jameson read the message and
started laughing. 


CANDACE: “How about you? How’s
the new project?”


JAMESON: “Good. Working on the rehab center. State of the art stripper
poles right in the middle. What do you think?”


CANDACE: “Never fly.”


JAMESON: “Why not? It’s
innovative.”


CANDACE: “They wouldn’t need to
prescribe all those blue bills. They love those things.”


JAMESON: “You’re sick.”


CANDACE: “Good thing you’re
designing a new hospital then.”


JAMESON: “I miss you.”


Candace sighed softly and traced
the screen with her finger. 


CANDACE: “I miss you too.”  


Candace tried not to laugh out
loud at her next thought. I even miss
that mangy cat.


JAMESON: “Late night?”


CANDACE: “Unfortunately, looks
that way.”


JAMESON: “Me too. Talk to you in
the a.m.?”


CANDACE: “Yes. I will call you.”


JAMESON: “I’d rather give you a
wake-up call.” Jameson included several emoticons.


CANDACE: “Lunatic.”


JAMESON “You like lunatics.”


CANDACE: “Good thing.”


JAMESON: “Love you.”


CANDACE: “I love you too.
Lunatic.”


Candace settled back in her chair
and covered her tired eyes. “Will this day never end?” she thought silently.
“Who am I kidding? Will this week never end?”


***


“Hello?” Pearl answered the
phone.


“Hey,
Pearl.”


“Jameson?
Everything okay?” Pearl asked cautiously.


“Yeah,
why?” Jameson asked.


“Jameson,
you never call me on the house phone.”


“I
wanted to see if you were still there.”


“Why?
Someone coming to look at something?” Pearl wondered. 


Jameson
had been away, but she still had contractors at Candace’s house working. Once
the project to restore Candace’s home got underway in earnest, Jameson had
discovered a few hidden issues. Thankfully, nothing in the house had been
structurally unsound, but the roof had not been replaced correctly. Jameson was
amazed it was not leaking too badly. There were
places in many of the walls that needed addressing. She had uncovered plumbing
issues, and the electrician that Candace’s brother had hired had basically cut
every corner he could and still be able to manage to pass an inspection.
Candace’s reaction was to tell Jameson to do whatever she thought needed to be
done and send her the bills. Jameson did as much of the work herself as she
could to cut costs. Being called away had changed that situation. That meant
even more contractors.


“No. No contractors. I just wondered how much
Chinese food I should pick up,” Jameson said.


“Why?
Are you coming home?” Pearl asked.


Jameson
smiled. She had never considered her condo in Albany a home. Home had always been her parent’s house in
Ithaca. Being back in Albany the last two weeks had made Jameson homesick. This
time it wasn’t for her parents or the house she was raised in. Jameson missed
Candace. She missed Pearl. She missed
Jinx. She missed home. “At the Chinese place now,” Jameson said.


Pearl
chuckled. “Missed Jinx, huh? He misses you too.”


“He
misses Candace,” Jameson laughed. As ironic as that was, it was also true. Jinx, the cat, had a strange obsession with Candace, the senator. The one person who never
wanted to see a cat again in her life after the age of nine was Jinx’s favorite
human. It delighted both Jameson and Pearl. They both knew that secretly it pleased Candace as well. Jameson had caught her
lover talking to Jinx in the kitchen more than once. She never commented. There
were certain things that Jameson just liked to enjoy at a distance. Watching
Candace pretend that she loathed the creature and sneaking in the doorway to watch
her coo at the cat was one of Jameson’s
favorite pastimes at home.


“Well,
if you are bringing dinner; should I break out some of Candy’s wine?” Pearl
asked.


“Coffee
would be better.”


“Coffee?
She’s corrupted you completely,” Pearl
admonished Jameson. “It’s already after six.”


“I
know. I still have a lot of work to do,” Jameson said.


“On the
house? Oh no…you are not climbing any ladders at night. No way,” Pearl said.


“I fell
once!” Jameson exclaimed into the phone.


“And
nearly put us all in the hospital with you!” Pearl reminded her. “I’ll make you
your coffee. You stay away from anything tall, sharp, or with an electrical
current.”


Jameson
laughed at Pearl’s stern warning. She had gotten injured once and that was six
months ago. Neither Pearl nor Candace let her forget it. They teased her
endlessly, but underneath their teasing there was an honest undercurrent of
fear. The truth was, Jameson had been both very unlucky and very fortunate that
day. If she had been standing higher on the ladder when Jinx jumped on her, or
if the ladder had hit her just a fraction of an inch to the right; she might
not have fared so well. As it was, she had ended up with a concussion that
almost kept her in the hospital. Jameson could recall Candace’s face that day
in the hospital vividly. Relief and fear painted Candace’s expression. It
wasn’t until that night when they got home that Jameson realized how terrified
Candace and Pearl had both been. 


Pearl had
found Jameson unconscious on the floor. Jameson’s head was bleeding heavily; although,
Jameson was sure that it looked far worse than it really was. Pearl had not
been able to get to Candace directly. The vague message Candace did receive
that Jameson was at the hospital had rocked her to the core. She had no idea
what had happened or how badly hurt Jameson might be. Neither Jameson nor
Candace had confessed her feelings for the other until that night. That night,
Candace broke down with Jameson in her arms, refusing to let go. If Jameson had
any lingering doubts that Candace Fletcher was in love with her, that night
silenced them all. 


“I
promise,” Jameson said. “Actually, I have to work on a different project. So, you
make the coffee. I’ll get the Chinese food and you can catch me up on all the
gossip,” Jameson said.


“About
who? Jinx? Not much gossip with just me here,” Pearl laughed.


Jameson
smiled at the older woman’s comment. Pearl knew all the gossip. Everyone went
to Pearl. Michelle, Marianne, and Jonah all called Grandma Pearl when they were
afraid to tell their mother something. Jameson had figured that out in the
first two months of her relationship with Candace. All of Candace’s children
used Pearl as a sounding board and a resource. Everyone in Candace’s small town
told Pearl everything, in the hopes that she might tell them anything at all
about the popular senator. Pearl never
shared anything confidential. She was the perfect mother and grandmother figure
to them all, even to Jameson. But, she did have her share of anecdotes and
amusing tales about all the colorful characters in Candace’s world. Jameson
loved to listen to them. 


“Well,
just be hungry,” Jameson said. 


“Bring
extra fortune cookies,” Pearl ordered.


Jameson
snickered. She often wondered if it was somehow possible that Pearl actually
was Candace’s mother. They were two peas in a pod. “Check. I will see you shortly.”


Pearl
hung up the phone and shook her head in amusement. Jameson was homesick. She
could hear it. She grabbed her cell phone off the counter and called the woman
she had always considered her daughter. 


“Candy?
Yes, It’s me….Hold on…Candy....No, no one is in the hospital, but I might put
someone there if you don’t be quiet and listen to me!”











CHAPTER TWO


Candace walked in the front door
and made her way into the kitchen. She stopped and chuckled when she flipped on
the light. Jameson had left her plans spread across the table. Candace threw
her keys on the counter and looked at the plans. Jameson had notes stuck
everywhere. Underneath the long white sheet of drawings, one blue sticky note
caught her attention. Jameson had a tendency to doodle when she was
contemplating something. Candace picked up the note
and smiled. There were no comments about changes, measurements, or questions.
This note had just three words on it. “I miss you.” That was all it said. 


“Meow!”
a tiny voice greeted her from below.


“Well,
well…Did you miss me?” Candace asked the small black feline that was rubbing up
against her legs. She knelt down and scratched behind his ears. “I missed you
too, you mangy little brat,” she said.


“Meow!”


“Where’s
your Mommy?” she asked. Jinx circled Candace’s legs a few more times and then
started rolling around on the floor. “Oh, you are hers all right,” Candace
laughed.


She
looked back down the hallway toward the stairs. It was late and Candace was certain that Jameson would be sleeping. She was
anxious to slip in bed beside her lover. Two weeks had been too long. Pearl
didn’t need to do much convincing to get Candace to cancel her plans for the
next day. She had paid more than her share of dues over the years. The
Democratic Party did not need her as much as she needed Jameson. That was just
a fact. Frankly, she felt she’d earned the right to say no once in a while.


Candace
climbed the stairs slowly. Her entire body seemed to be crying out for rest. She turned the corner into her bedroom
and smiled at the sight before her. The
curtains were open and the moon offered just enough light to see Jameson’s
figure sprawled across the bed. Jameson was hugging Candace’s pillow tightly.
Her hair was tussled and hanging in her face. Candace sucked in a deep breath
and closed her eyes for a brief moment. She opened her eyes, let out her breath
slowly and made her way to the edge of the bed. She stood there for a few
minutes just watching Jameson sleep until the temptation became too great.
Candace reached out and brushed the hair from Jameson’s eyes. 


Jameson
slapped lightly at the sensation. “Jinx,” she groaned without opening her eyes.
“Knock it off,” she said. 


Candace
bit her bottom lip to keep from laughing. She leaned over and kissed Jameson’s
forehead and let her lips linger.


“Jinx!”
Jameson complained again but did not open
her eyes. “No offense, but I wish your Mommy were
here.”


Candace
stroked Jameson’s cheek and Jameson finally started to pry her eyes open. “Hey,
sleepyhead,” Candace whispered.


“You’re
home,” Jameson commented in wonderment.


“Apparently,”
Candace said.


“What
time is it?” Jameson asked.


“A
little after two in the morning.”


Jameson
sighed and pulled Candace down to her. She kissed her tenderly but deeply. “I
can’t believe you are here.” 


Candace
leaned over and kissed Jameson again in reply. Jameson took the opportunity to
pull Candace down on top of her. “What are you doing, you lunatic?” Candace
giggled, still looking in Jameson’s eyes. Jameson studied Candace’s face
silently. “Jameson?”


“I
missed you,” Jameson said with a gentle kiss.


“Mmm. I
missed you too,” Candace said. “Let me go get changed.”


“Why? I
can take care of that for you right now,” Jameson said suggestively.


“If you
take care of that for me, neither of us will get any sleep and both of us need
it,” Candace said. She kissed Jameson on the nose and pulled herself off the
bed. “Stop pouting,” Candace called as she walked into the bathroom. 


“Who
says I am pouting?” Jameson called out. She rolled over and sighed. She was
exhausted and she could see the weariness in Candace’s eyes. She longed to be
close to Candace again, to hold her, to make love to her softly. The thoughts
were making her dizzy and she groaned in frustration. Jinx jumped up on the bed
and rubbed against her. Jameson shook her head. “Not what I had in mind. What
does she mean; pout? I don’t pout.”


“Yes,
you do,” Candace disagreed as she slipped into the bed behind Jameson and
wrapped an arm around her. Jameson immediately turned and faced her lover.
Candace raised her brow. “Mad at me?” she asked a bit playfully.


“No,”
Jameson said quietly. 


Candace
pulled Jameson into her embrace. “I love you, Jameson. We have all weekend. I
don’t leave until Monday morning.”


 “How did you get out of that fundraiser?”
Jameson asked.


“I just
told them I had a more urgent matter to attend to.”


“What’s
that?” Jameson asked.


“You,”
Candace said with a kiss. “Now, go to sleep.”


“You
didn’t actually tell them that?” Jameson marveled.


“Sure
did,” Candace said. “Now, go back to sleep.”


Jameson
cuddled closer. She was already losing the battle to stay awake. “Can you pass
some legislation to ban Mondays?”


Candace
kissed Jameson’s head. “Don’t tempt me,” she said before giving in to her
exhaustion.


***


Jameson was still groggy when she
awoke and unsure if she had dreamed Candace’s homecoming. The light scent of a
familiar perfume, the warm body pressed behind her, and the hand that held hers
convinced her that Candace was very real. Jameson took the first deep breath
she had in days. She ran her fingers gently over Candace’s hand and realized
just how much she had missed the woman holding her. Jameson turned in Candace’s
arms. She watched her lover sleeping peacefully, feeling an enormous sense of
gratefulness. Jameson had never considered herself someone clever with words. She tried to show Candace,
tried to tell Candace what she felt. Often, she felt inadequate in that
capacity. Jameson’s teasing was often her way of saying “I love you” to
Candace. It’s not that she didn’t say the words; she did. She feared that if she
said them too often they would somehow become meaningless, and yet she felt she
could never express her love enough to the woman beside her. 


Jameson
kissed Candace’s eyelids and her nose softly before placing a tender kiss on
Candace’s lips. “What are you up to?” Candace whispered sleepily.


Jameson
stroked Candace’s hip lovingly with her left hand and raised her right to
caress Candace’s cheek. She brought her lips to Candace’s again and felt
Candace immediately respond. The kiss continued slowly. It was an achingly
emotional rediscovery for them both. Jameson heard a faint moan escape from the
back of Candace’s throat, and she pulled away to explore Candace’s neck.


“Jameson…”


“Shh,”
Jameson whispered in Candace’s ear. She nibbled on Candace’s earlobe and
delighted in the sigh that escaped her lover. Jameson’s hands worked to lift
the long T-Shirt Candace had worn to bed and remove it. She looked at Candace
as if she were seeing her for the first time. Candace watched as love and
desire flickered in Jameson’s eyes. 
Jameson had become entranced by the smattering of freckles that adorned
the swell of Candace’s breasts. She was tracing patterns with her fingers
around them. “So beautiful,” she breathed. Candace closed her eyes when
Jameson’s touch was replaced by faint kisses. 


Jameson
positioned herself above Candace and looked down on her longingly. Slowly, she
kissed her way over Candace’s throat.
Jameson continued bathing her lover in light kisses. She moved from Candace’s
right shoulder across her chest, deliberately tasting every inch of skin along
the way. Candace watched as Jameson continued her delicious assault. Jameson
kissed both of Candace’s breasts, just over the tops before circling each of
Candace’s nipples with her tongue. Candace arched her back instinctively.
Jameson gently took a nipple between her lips and sucked lightly. “Oh…” Candace
moaned.


“Mm…”
Jameson agreed. She lifted a hand to play with Candace’s other nipple and
Candace threw her head back. Jameson played with Candace’s nipples, teasing,
and taunting her until Candace’s body began to move involuntarily. 


“Jameson…God, you have no idea what you are
doing to me,” Candace said through a ragged breath.


Jameson
knew exactly what she was doing to her lover. She had learned how Candace liked
to be touched, and what sensations made Candace beg for release. Jameson had memorized every inch of the woman she
loved, down to the freckles spread across her chest that reminded Jameson a bit
of constellations in a night sky to the faint scar that ran across the bottom
of her belly from the C-section she had needed to deliver Jonah. Jameson
loved every piece of Candace, every freckle, every tiny scar, the laugh lines
at the corner of her eyes, even the little
stretch marks that could barely be seen on her hips. They were the unique
physical parts of Candace that made her Candace Fletcher, and Jameson was
completely in love with her. 


Jameson’s
hand ran over Candace’s abdomen as it worked its way intentionally lower. She
pulled back and looked at Candace whose face was flushed with desire. She
stopped for a moment and kissed her lips sweetly, taking a moment to whisper in
her ear. “I am going to make love to you until you beg me to stop,” she
promised. She felt Candace’s breath hitch and her body shiver.


Candace
ran her hands over the muscles of
Jameson’s back and moaned. Jameson drove her wild, not only the way that
Jameson touched her, but Jameson’s mere presence. Candace marveled at the way
softness and strength mingled in her lover. The combination was evident in
everything from Jameson’s intelligence and humor
to the way her body moved, and the way it felt beneath Candace’s hands. Jameson
could be strong and commanding in one
moment, and soft and vulnerable in the next. That made their lovemaking exquisite.
It was like nothing Candace had ever experienced, every time. Candace lifted
Jameson’s shirt and pulled it over her head. She let her hands glide over the
curves of Jameson’s hips and up to her breasts. When her fingers brushed over Jameson’s nipples, Jameson
moaned loudly. Candace leaned forward and kissed an already erect nipple
lightly before making small circles around it with her tongue. She watched as
Jameson’s eyes lost their ability to stay open against the wave of pleasure. 


Jameson
should not have been surprised when Candace pulled her in for a heated kiss.
The kiss set Jameson on fire. Nothing in the world could arouse her more than
Candace’s kiss. She prayed that would never change. She pulled away and licked
a steady trail down Candace’s middle. She stopped when she reached the top of a
quivering thigh. Jameson pulled off Candace’s panties deliberately. She kissed
her way up Candace’s legs, allowing her hands to continually caress Candace’s
thighs and hips. She looked up to see the anticipation
in Candace’s eyes. Jameson pulled Candace closer to her and breathed in the
scent of her arousal. Just the sensation of Jameson’s breath on her made
Candace writhe. Jameson held her firmly. She kissed Candace’s thighs and
gradually moved her kisses inward.


“Jameson…please,”
Candace barely whispered. Jameson licked Candace gently, softly, slowly. “Oh
God…Oh my, God….Jameson.”


“Mm…”
Jameson moaned. Her hands massaged both of Candace’s thighs as she continued
exploring Candace leisurely with her tongue. Candace was shifting desperately
beneath her in an attempt to focus Jameson where she wanted her. Jameson
intended to take her time. She had missed Candace. Phone calls, emails,
internet chats, text messages, they were all a sorry substitute for holding,
touching, and feeling Candace. Jameson loved making love to Candace. She felt
Candace’s hands entwine themselves in her hair and she reached out to take hold
of them. 


Candace
thought she might lose consciousness soon if Jameson didn’t relieve the ache
that had taken up residence in her body. Jameson was tracing over every inch of
her center. Jameson would tease her with just enough pressure to start a slight
flickering pulse through Candace, and then she would change direction as though
she were searching for some treasure. Now, Jameson held her hands tightly.
Candace screamed Jameson’s name when Jameson finally circled Candace’s clit
deliberately with her tongue. “Please,” Candace begged. “Please, Jameson. I
need you…I need to feel you…please.”


Jameson
responded immediately. She could sense Candace’s climax building from deep
within. She circled the small point beneath her tongue again before capturing
it between her lips and flicking her tongue over it in quick, repeated bursts.
Jameson felt her own arousal building swiftly. The closer Candace came to
release, the more Jameson’s center began to throb with need. She swirled her
tongue in one direction and then the other, repeating the action over and over,
increasing the pressure ever so slightly until she heard Candace cry out.


“Yes…Oh....Oh
my God,” Candace managed between explosions of blissful shudders. 


Candace’s
entire body lifted from the bed. It took more strength than Jameson had
expected to hold Candace in place. Candace was still trying to catch her breath
when she felt Jameson begin again.


“Jameson….what…oh
God!”


Jameson
couldn’t stop herself. She savored every moment of Candace’s release and she
wanted more. She let go of Candace’s hands and swiftly entered her lover with
two fingers. Candace closed her eyes in a futile attempt to banish the flashing
lights that accompanied the orgasm that followed. It came in an instant,
without warning. Her entire body shook as Jameson’s finger’s twirled inside her
in time with the constant flicking of her tongue. 


Jameson
finally stopped. Candace was still quivering and Jameson moved to take her
lover into an embrace. “Shh,” she whispered, kissing Candace’s head as Candace
folded herself into Jameson. “I just missed you so much,” Jameson said. Candace
didn’t answer. “Are you okay?” Jameson asked. Candace was trying to calm the
rapid beat of her heart and catch her breath. She didn’t know how to tell
Jameson that she was still reeling from the ripples of pleasure that had not
fully subsided. “Candace?” Jameson asked again. Candace was shaking in her
arms. 


“Just
hold me,” Candace said. Jameson pulled Candace closer. “I don’t want to do that
again.” Jameson was alarmed. “Be apart for that long,” Candace clarified.
Jameson let out a nervous sigh. Candace finally moved to look at her. “Oh
no…you thought I meant,” Candace stopped and kissed Jameson. “Sweetheart, you can
wake me up that way whenever you want,” she said. “Unless I have to go to
work.” Jameson was confused. Candace chuckled. “I just woke up and I need a
nap,” she laughed. 


Jameson
smiled. She would be happy to hold Candace, but she was feeling more aroused
than spent. “Oh,” Candace said as realization dawned. She raised an eyebrow.
“Not sleepy?” she asked. 


“I’m
fine,” Jameson said unconvincingly. She startled at the feel of Candace’s hand
removing her shorts. 


Candace
bit her lip to quell another wave of tremors when she was finally able to feel
Jameson’s arousal. “I see,” she said. Jameson’s breathing had become rapid and
shallow. Candace stroked Jameson tenderly. The warm wetness beneath her hand
was intoxicating. She kissed Jameson and then looked in her eyes. Candace moved
to her back and pulled Jameson over her. “Come here.”


Jameson’s
heart began to pound furiously as Candace gently guided her. She felt Candace
hold her hips and sighed when she settled above her lover. Candace groaned in
excitement at the first taste of Jameson. “Perfect,” she said as she explored
every inch of the softness that was Jameson. She heard Jameson’s frantic sighs. Even after all their months together,
Jameson’s boldness faded when Candace made love to her. It only made Candace
love her more; the raw vulnerability in Jameson that made itself known in these
moments. Candace drew lazy circles around Jameson with her tongue. 


“Candace,”
Jameson urged softly.


Candace
could feel the frustration in Jameson’s movements. She reached up and fondled
Jameson’s breasts until she heard Jameson begin to faintly moan above her. She
sucked gently and then moved her tongue up and down Jameson with hard, deliberate strokes. It was only a
few seconds before she felt Jameson’s legs begin to shake. Wave after wave
pounded over and through Jameson. She felt as if she were caught in an
undertow. She would surface for a brief second, only to be held under again as
the waves crashed over her. She pulled away, fearing that if it continued she
would no longer be able to support her own weight.


“I’m
sorry,” she apologized as she crawled up beside Candace. 


“What
are you sorry for?” Candace asked, stroking Jameson’s hair.


“I just…you
are amazing, you know that?”


“I love
you,” Candace gave as her explanation.
Jameson held onto Candace and breathed her in. “Tired?” Candace asked. Jameson
was already asleep. “See what I mean?” Candace chuckled. “Good thing we don’t
work until Monday.”











CHAPTER THREE


Jameson walked into the kitchen.
Candace was at the counter making coffee and Jameson snuck up behind her to
cuddle close. Candace closed her eyes and leaned back into Jameson’s arms.
“Good morning,” Jameson whispered in Candace’s ear.


“Yes,
it is,” Candace said. Jameson was nuzzling her neck and Candace sighed.
“Jameson,” she giggled. 


“What?”


“Are
you trying to send me to an early grave?” she asked.


“Why?
Is your heart beating faster or something?” Jameson teased. “You haven’t even
had coffee yet.” Candace laughed and finished the task before her with
Jameson’s arms still holding her. “What are your plans today?” Jameson asked.


Candace
turned in Jameson’s embrace. “That depends.”


“On
what?”


“On
what your plans are,” Candace said.


Jameson
smiled and kissed Candace gently. “I thought maybe…antiquing?”


Candace
pursed her lips and squinted at Jameson curiously. “Antiquing?”


Jameson
knew that Candace loved to wander in and out of eclectic shops. Although, she was loathed to admit it, she enjoyed it too.
Every item had a story and Jameson enjoyed imagining what those stories might
have been. Who had owned that lamp or that ring? How did it come to be where it
was now? And, she loved spending time with Candace. She felt a sense of pride
watching how people responded to her lover, and how Candace engaged people so
effortlessly. 


“Don’t
you have to work?” Candace pointed to the plans still spread across the kitchen
table.


Jameson
shrugged. “I have more important things to attend to,” she winked. “So? What do
you say? Antiquing? Lunch? You and me?”


Candace
kissed Jameson’s cheek. “It’s a date.”


“A
date? Oh my God! I have a date with
Senator Fletcher!” Jameson exclaimed playfully.


Candace
smacked Jameson and rolled her eyes. “Lunatic.”


***


Jameson and Candace walked
through the front door laughing. It had been a perfect day for them both. They
had wandered through small shops, purchased a few items for the house, stopped
for lunch at a small, hole in the wall café. They spent time talking about the
renovation and even about their future. They traded playful banter on and off and sat on a bench under a large tree,
eating ice cream cones and talking about their families. Candace had decided in
May that they should start a new annual tradition and had been planning a large
Fourth of July picnic. She had even convinced Marianne to come for a long
weekend with Rick and Spencer. 


Jameson
was a tad nervous. It was the first time their families would be together.
Candace seemed completely unfazed by the impending event. Jameson was
continually impressed by Candace’s ability to take a great many things in
stride. She asked Candace when they began planning the barbecue how she managed not to worry about what people said and
thought about her. Was it from spending so
many years in political life, Jameson wondered? Candace laughed.


“No. Well, I guess that is part of it,” Candace said. “You
have to have a thick skin in my job, Jameson. It’s true.”


“I don’t know how you do it.”


Candace laughed. “Mostly, it’s just a product of living,”
Candace told her. Jameson looked bewildered. “You grow up, you get married, you
work, you give birth to your children and you mourn your parents….I don’t know, you just learn along the
way that you have to be true to yourself. I’ve lived long enough to know that
some people will love me and some will loathe me. That’s life. I try to
concentrate on the ones in my life and not worry so much about the rest.”


“Yeah, but what about when they don’t approve?” Jameson asked
nervously.


Candace nodded. She knew that Jameson’s greatest anxieties
surrounded Candace’s children’s acceptance of her, and Jameson’s siblings’
acceptance of Candace. “In my experience, if they love you, they’ll find their
way to where you are. It just takes some people a little more time than others.
If they don’t? Well, sometimes you just have to accept that and move on.”
Candace watched tension etch Jameson’s features. “Relax,” she said. “You worry
too much about things you can’t control, sweetheart.”


They
had been discussing the impending arrival of their families on the way home.
That led to Jameson playfully calling Candace, Nana as they entered the
house.  “One title I will never earn!”
Jameson stuck out her tongue behind Candace’s back.


“Watch
it,” Candace warned. “You’ll be sleeping with Jinx.”


“Throwing
me to the pussy ca….” Jameson almost ran into Candace,
who had stopped abruptly.


“Shell?”
Candace looked at her daughter who was fast asleep on the living room sofa.


“Shell?”
Jameson repeated in surprise. She put her hands on Candace’s shoulders and felt
the tension there. “I’m sure everything is okay,” she whispered in Candace’s
ear. 


Candace
sighed and made her way to her daughter. “Shell,” she called gently.


Michelle
opened her eyes and immediately started crying. “Mom,” she sniffled and grabbed
onto her mother.


Candace
looked back at Jameson helplessly. Jameson sighed. “I’ll go start some coffee,”
she said softly. Candace nodded. 


Jameson
made her way into the kitchen and started the coffee. She flopped into a chair
and sighed. Jinx hopped into her lap and Jameson chuckled. “This is about the
extent of my parenting skills,” she said. One of the things she admired most
about Candace was how she interacted with her children. It left her breathless
on many occasions, just listening to Candace talk on the phone with one of her
children. It wasn’t something she had ever shared with Candace. It was one of
those things that Jameson kept to herself and admired from a distance. It was
also one of the parts of Candace that Jameson was positive made her fall even
more deeply in love with the woman. It was interesting to Jameson; watching how
Marianne, Michelle, and Johan morphed from grown adults into small children in
their mother’s presence at times, each searching for her affection and approval.
She wondered how they could not realize that the sun rose and set in each of
them for their mother. Candace bragged about all of her children incessantly,
just like Pearl waffled on about Candace without even knowing it. Jameson
wondered if it was the same with her mother.


Jameson
was watching the slow drip of the coffee maker contemplating what she should
busy herself with when she heard Candace’s footsteps approaching. “She okay?”
Jameson asked.


Candace
let out a heavy sigh and Jameson got up and headed toward her. “It doesn’t get any
easier,” Candace said as she collapsed her head onto Jameson’s shoulder.


Jameson
held her close. “What happened?”


“I
don’t know.”


“She
didn’t tell you?”


Candace
sighed again. “She was too busy crying and apologizing for screwing up our
weekend. She didn’t think we would be here.”


“I
don’t get it,” Jameson admitted.


“I
don’t either,” Candace said with a shake of her head. “I think she just needed
to get away. Our conversation, or rather her crying was interrupted when I got
a message,” Candace said quietly.


“Don’t
tell me.”


Candace
pulled back and looked at Jameson apologetically. She cupped Jameson’s face in
her hands and smiled. “I’m not leaving. I do have to take a call in fifteen
minutes. I have no idea how long it will last.”


“Don’t
you get weekends off? I thought that was a perk,” Jameson tried to make light
of the sudden chaos in their romantic weekend.


“Not
when the president requests you, no.” Jameson’s eyes grew wide. Candace
couldn’t help but giggle. “We’re old friends. I’m not even sure what it is regarding,” Candace said,
pulling away from Jameson and taking a seat in one of the kitchen chairs.


“But,
you have some idea.”


Candace
groaned. “I do.”


“What
is it; secret squirrel stuff?” Jameson laughed. Candace grimaced. Jameson
sometimes did forget that Candace had knowledge of, and dealt with issues that
Jameson could not fathom. “That bad?”


“Nothing
you need to worry about,” Candace assured her lover. “And, I promise to make it
as short as I can.”


Jameson
nodded. She grabbed a large mug, poured in a dash of cream, and filled it with
coffee. She turned and handed it to Candace. “You might need this,” she said.


Candace
stood and accepted the offering with a quick kiss on Jameson’s lips. “I’ll make it up to you, I promise.”


“I’ll
hold you to that. Unless, of course, you are too
tired from all the excitement, Nana.”


Candace
laughed. “Jameson, a twenty-five-year-old would need Geritol to keep up with
you.”


“I’ll
take that as a compliment.”


Candace
kissed Jameson on the cheek. “You should.” She started out of the kitchen and
stopped. “Will you…”


“I’ll
check on her in a few,” Jameson read her lover’s thoughts. Candace nodded with
a smile and took her leave.


***


“Hey, Shell,” Jameson wandered out
to the backyard where Michelle was lying in a lounge chair by the pool. Jameson
handed her a beer. “Thought you might
like one.”


Michelle
offered Jameson a halfhearted smile. “Thanks,” she said as Jameson flopped into
the chair beside her, taking a sip from her beer. “I’m really sorry J.D.”


“For?”
Jameson asked.


“Crashing
in on you guys. I thought Mom was still in D.C.”


Jameson
smiled. “Shell, this is your home. You don’t have to apologize for coming home. Not ever.” Michelle took a sip from her
beer and nodded silently. “Want to talk about it?” Jameson asked without
looking directly at the younger woman.


Michelle
took another long swig from her bottle. “Women suck.”


Jameson
laughed. “Sometimes, they really do,” she agreed. “Let me guess? Girl trouble.”


Michelle
sighed. “More like Shell is an idiot. Seriously, J.D., how can someone raised
by my mom be such a total pushover?”


“I’m
not sure I know how to answer that,” Jameson conceded. “But, I’m pretty sure
your mother would say when it comes to women, we are all a pushover at times.”


Shell
chuckled slightly. “I thought she loved me,” she said softly.


Jameson
turned her attention to Michelle. She was positive that Candace had no idea
Michelle was even seeing anyone. “Love, huh?”


“Yeah…I
know. Sounds crazy? Four months and I thought it was love.”


Jameson
laughed. “You do realize who you are talking to?”


“Okay,
point taken,” Michelle giggled. 


“If you
don’t mind putting the backup lights on…”


“Lisa. Her
name is Lisa,” Michelle said.


“That’s
a start,” Jameson said. “And, how do you know Lisa?”


“We’ve
worked together for the last two years. She’s an art teacher,” Michelle
explained. “We were friends. It turned….well, it turned.” Jameson nodded her
understanding. “I thought this was it. I’m such a fucking moron.”


“I
doubt that,” Jameson assured Michelle.
“So? You two were dating?”


“Yeah.
Dating, sleeping together. I guess that’s where we took separate tracks.”


“You
lost me.”


“I
thought we were making love. She thought we were fucking.” Jameson spit out the sip of beer she had just taken.
Michelle couldn’t help but laugh. “I am of age, J.D.”


“Yes, I
know,” Jameson returned. “Okay, so different tracks. What happened?”


“Yeah….more
like different railroads. She was apparently making love to one of the science
teachers while she was fucking me.”


Jameson
was not accustomed to hearing Michelle swear like a sailor. She wondered what
Candace would say if she could hear
Michelle now. Then again, she had heard Candace drop a string of ‘F’ bombs a
few times after a conference call. “Not good.”


“No.
Not at all.”


“Umm…and
the science teacher? Did she know about the two of you?” Jameson asked. 


Michelle
let out a burst of caustic laughter. “Oh, he knew all right. I think he
encouraged it. Asshole.” For the second time in less than five minutes, Jameson lost the beer in her mouth
violently. Michelle giggled. “You are wasting that beer, J.D.,” she teased.


“No
shit, Shell,” Jameson rolled her eyes. “Are you telling me she was with this douchebag the whole time?”


It was
Michelle’s turn to spray beer through her nose. “Do you kiss my mother with
that mouth?” Jameson wiggled her eyebrows. “Don’t answer that,” Michelle held
up her hand. “I don’t want to know….at all.”


Jameson
winked at the younger woman. “So…I take it, it’s over.”


“From
her point of view it never started,” Michelle said sadly.


“I’m
sorry, Shell.”


“Yeah,
well. Fools do foolish things,” Michelle said.


“Why
didn’t you tell your mom?” Jameson wondered.


Michelle
shrugged. She adored her mother. She admired her mother. She felt utterly stupid. “Tell my mother, who is the
best judge of character I know, that I am a total moron?”


Jameson
sighed and shook her head. “Your mom would never think that,” she said
honestly.


“My mom
is the smartest person I know, J.D.”


Jameson
smiled. “Me too,” she agreed. “But, she hasn’t had perfect success in the
relationship department, Shell. And, she would never judge you. She might find
a way to ban this Lisa person from life itself though,” Jameson chuckled
thinking of how protective Candace was of her kids.


Michelle
laughed. “I know…it’s not just that.”


“Okay?”


Michelle
let out a heavy sigh. “I quit,” she said. Jameson’s confusion was evident. “My
job, J.D. I quit my job.” Jameson waited for her to continue, unsure of what to
say. “I cannot go in there and face them every day next year. I can’t do it.
He’s told half the staff that I tried to steal his fiancée.”


“They’re
engaged?” 


“No.
Well, I guess they are now. They certainly were not when Lisa and I started
seeing each other.”


“Jesus.”


“Yeah,
no shit,” Michelle said. 


“What
are you going to do?” Jameson asked.


Michelle
shook her head. “There’s a position in Albany. It’s mine if I want it.”


“Okay?”


“I
don’t know…my lease isn’t up until January. It pays a little less than my
district now. I can’t afford two apartments. I might be able to sublet in the
fall, but there’s no guarantee,” Michelle explained. Jameson started to open
her mouth and Michelle silenced her. “I can’t ask my mom, J.D. I’ve never asked
my mom for money. Not once. We all have a trust fund that we get when we turn
twenty-eight. I’m not asking her for anything now. It’s my problem.”


Jameson
took a sip of her beer to conceal her smile. She loved Michelle. She realized
it might not be right for her to have a favorite when it came to Candace’s
children, but she did. Shell was her ally. Shell, when she thought about it,
was a lot like a little sister. They were only nine years apart in age. Jameson
recognized Michelle’s affection and admiration for her mother immediately. What
impressed her was Michelle’s respect for Candace. That went a long way with
Jameson. She sipped her beer for a minute, replaying the conversation she and
Candace had over lunch.


“Jameson, keeping three residences is crazy.”


Jameson nodded. “Are you asking me to move in?” 


“I suppose that is exactly what I am suggesting.”


“You know I want to,” Jameson said.


“But?”


“It’s not about us,” Jameson said. She saw Candace tense. “It
isn’t. I would much rather be here with you. You know that,” she said
assuredly. 


“Okay?” Candace questioned.


“The firm is in Albany. I can’t ask my whole staff to relocate
because I fell in love,” Jameson explained. Candace smiled. “I might hate it,
but even when Bryan comes back, there will be times I just can’t work remotely.
I have to be there.”


“I know,” Candace said in a defeated tone.


“I could sell the condo,” Jameson said. “Or, I could rent it,
but with as much time as I am there, well….I’d rather not be relegated to
crappie hotel rooms. I’d rather be…”


“Home?” Candace guessed.


“Comfortable,” Jameson corrected her. “If that were home, I wouldn’t have come here this
weekend.” Candace nodded. “Honestly, I’d rather be wherever you are….even when
that’s in Washington.”


Candace was surprised at Jameson’s honesty. “You would want to
stay in D.C.?”


“I have a lot of clients in the area. I’ve been thinking of
opening a small office there,” Jameson said. “Before you say anything; I’ve
been considering it for over a year. I guess I just have added incentive now.”


“And, a place to stay,” Candace teased.


“There’s that,” Jameson admitted with a wink.


“I know that it’s inevitable,” Candace admitted. “That we will
have to be apart at times.” She took a deep breath. “I’d like to limit that,”
she said quietly.


Jameson smiled. She knew this was difficult for her lover.
Candace had resigned herself to being alone. In many ways, so had Jameson.
Their relationship was still new. Six months was hardly a lifetime, but Jameson
felt sure it was only the beginning of their life
together. Candace’s decision to broach this subject assured her that they were
on the same page. Both had fears. Both had insecurities. Both were certain they
wanted to be together, and that trumped everything else. 


“We’ll figure it out,” Jameson said. “That is if you could stand me being around more
often.”


“I think I could survive your presence,” Candace said.
“Besides, Pearl misses you.”


Jameson smirked. “Oh, I see. Looking out for Pearl.”


“Of course,” Candace winked. “And, you wanted that cat.”


“Mm-hm. Worried about Jinx getting lonely?”


“Don’t be ridiculous. I just want to make sure someone is
there to keep an eye on him. The last thing we need is fleas in the house.”


Jameson couldn’t help but laugh. “That would be a travesty.”


“And ticks.”


“Mm.”


“Jameson, it’s true!”


“Yes, since he is indoor all the time he might get fleas from
the mice he catches,” Jameson said.


“What mice?” Candace jumped slightly. “Mice? I haven’t seen a
mouse in that house in forever.”


Jameson finally laughed. “More like six months,” Jameson
mumbled.


“What?”


“Nothing. You are right. Pearl can’t be expected to supervise
Jinx all the time.”


“Glad we agree,” Candace said.


“I know better than to argue with a politician.” Candace threw
her napkin at Jameson. “We’ll work it out,” Jameson said earnestly. Candace
just smiled. 


“What
are you grinning about?” Michelle asked Jameson.


“Huh?
Oh, just thinking about your mom and Jinx.”


“The
cat?” Michelle asked.


“Yeah….Listen,
I think I might have a solution to your problem. Not the asshole problem, the
Albany problem,” Jameson clarified.


“J.D.,
I’m not moving home.”


“I
wasn’t going to suggest that you should,” Jameson responded.


“I’m
not asking Mom…”


“Shell!
God! You really are your mother’s daughter. Stubborn,” Jameson laughed.
Michelle pursed her lips. “Would you just listen?” Michelle groaned but acquiesced. “Thank you,” Jameson
sighed. “I have my condo in Albany…”


“J.D. I
am not….”


“Shell!
Shut up already!” Jameson ordered in exasperation.


“Wow.
That was authoritative, J.D. I am impressed.” 


Jameson
laughed. “Can you just….please….let me finish?” Michelle waved her hand for Jameson
to continue. “The thing is, your mom and I, well….I get stuck in Albany a lot
and I don’t really want to have to impose on friends or stay in hotels.”


“Ha!
You and mom are moving in together!”


Jameson
sighed. “I probably should not be telling you this.”


“Why
not?”


“Look,
you could stay at my condo. Keep an eye on things for me. I’d have a place to
crash when I need to be there….”


“I’m
not freeloading off my mom’s girlfriend,” Michelle protested.


“You
wouldn’t be. You’d be helping me out. And, for the record…I would hope you
consider me as much your friend as your mom’s girlfriend.”


“J.D.
it’s a generous offer. I don’t want to take advantage of you.”


Jameson
nodded. Michelle was sincere. “Shell…you wouldn’t be. Six months when your
lease is up we can talk. If you want to stay there, we can talk about you
renting the place. It actually would
solve both of our problems. And, you couldn’t freeload off me. You’re family.
That’s not how it works,” Jameson said honestly.


Michelle’s
lips had turned up into a genuine smile. “I’m happy for you,” she said.


“Huh?” 


“For
you and Mom,” Michelle said. “Can I think about it?”


“Of
course,” Jameson said. 


“J.D.?”


“Yeah?”


“Thanks.”
Jameson just nodded with a smile. 


“Here
you two are!” Candace called. She walked up and picked up on the genuine
emotion between Jameson and her daughter. She raised a brow at the pair. “I
miss all the good stuff, don’t I?”


Jameson
pulled Candace into her lap. “Is that really how you feel?” she flirted.


“Gross!”
Michelle exclaimed in amusement. Candace kissed Jameson in response. “Get a
room,” Michelle laughed.


“You’re
just jealous,” Jameson teased.


“Yeah…and
that is wrong on so many levels,” Michelle said with a shake of her head. 


Candace
looked at Jameson inquisitively. “Assholes and railroad tracks,” Jameson
explained. Candace shook her head in confusion and then laid it on Jameson’s
shoulder. Jameson relaxed and held her lover close.


“I need
another beer,” Michelle stated. “Anyone else?”


“Sure,”
Jameson agreed, giving Candace a quick kiss.


“Mom?”


“Sure.”


Michelle
rolled her eyes in amusement at her mother and Jameson. She looked back over
her shoulder and smiled at the pair. She’d never seen her mother so relaxed.
She hadn’t told Jameson the entire truth. Michelle wanted to be closer to home.
She wanted to be closer to her mother. She’d never been close to her father.
She’d always felt awkward around Candace’s former partner, Jessica. It was
different now. Michelle felt more at home than she could ever recall when she
was with her mother, Jameson, and Pearl. She was reeling from Lisa’s betrayal.
It had blown up just when Michelle was preparing to invite Lisa home to meet
her family. Now, it was her family that Michelle needed. She worried about
intruding on their life, but selfishly she felt she needed them both. Jameson
was; what was Jameson? A friend? She was that, but it was somehow different.
Michelle cared what Jameson thought almost as much as she worried about her
mother’s opinion. She shook off her musings. Jameson was too young to be a parental
figure. “Maybe another big sister,” Michelle thought. She looked back when she
heard her mother’s laugh and felt it fill her heart. “I hope I find that
someday,” she thought.”











CHAPTER FOUR


Jameson could hardly believe that
it was already Thursday. She was anxious to finish out the next two days in
Albany and get home. The Fourth of July was only a week away. Monday, Jonah was
due to arrive. Tuesday, her brother Toby and his wife Liz were expected to make their appearance with Jameson’s two
nephews. By Wednesday, all three of Candace’s children would be home, and then
on Thursday, Jameson’s parents planned on making the trip with her younger brother
and Jameson’s niece. Candace’s brother David and his brood, along with Dana, Steve, and their two children were also
expected to join them. Friday was the official barbecue,
but the event itself was more like three days of unofficial festivities. Candace
thrived on being around people. Jameson was a bit more reserved in that manner.
She was praying that there would be no drama.


Marianne
had been civil, even cordial bordering on kind to Jameson when they had met.
Jameson was certain that Candace’s oldest
child had reservations about her relationship with Candace. Jameson’s younger
brother had expressed concerns to her as well. While his reasoning to Jameson
was the constant distance between the pair, Jameson suspected it had more to do
with Candace’s political beliefs and public persona. Doug was two years younger
than Jameson and the family conservative. They always joked about her father’s
Republican affiliation, but Jameson’s father, Duncan had long ago shifted
alliances. Jameson imagined that was a product of so many years loving her
mother and having a lesbian daughter. Doug somehow got what Jameson called the
recessive gene. She loved her younger brother,
but she often wondered how they could have been raised in the same house by the
same parents.


“J.D.?”
a familiar voice came from the doorway to Jameson’s office. She swiveled her
chair around. 


“Shell?”


“Yeah,
sorry. I seem to be showing up unannounced a lot lately, huh?” Michelle said
sheepishly.


“Everything
okay?” Jameson asked.


“No,”
Michelle chuckled. “But it will be. I was hoping maybe you might possibly have
a minute to talk,” Michelle asked hopefully.


“Wow,
that was a mouthful,” Jameson laughed. “I need a break anyway. How about
lunch?”


“I
don’t want to take you away from….”


“From
all this?” Jameson shook her head. “Come on, let’s go. I need some fuel. Food
and a gigantic coffee.”


***


“Dana, please,” Candace tried to
keep her rising temper under control.


“I
understand, Candy. Aren’t you at least going to consider it?” Dana asked her
boss. Candace frowned. “What does J.D. think?” Dana asked.


“I
don’t know.”


“What
do you mean? She didn’t have any thoughts at all?” Dana was amazed.


“I
don’t know because I haven’t told her,” Candace said flatly.


“Don’t
you think you should?”


“There
is nothing to tell. I’m not doing it,” Candace said.


“Candy,
you would make a fabulous governor. And, think about where that would position
you in six years?” Dana said enthusiastically. Candace groaned. “Candy! Come
on! They are lining you up as a heavy hitter and you know it. If you wanted to
make a run for….”


“I
don’t,” Candace stopped her friend’s diatribe.


“No
offense, but I think you are full of shit,” Dana challenged the senator.


“No
offense, but I didn’t ask for your opinion,” Candace replied in kind. 


“Why
are you so set against this?” Dana asked. Candace put her face in her hands. “It’s
J.D., isn’t it?” Dana softened her tone. Candace sighed. “Candy, I know you
love the Senate. I do. This is a huge chance.”


“If I
won, you mean.”


“You’ll
win if you run,” Dana said confidently. “You know it as well as I do.”
Candace’s lips upturned into a small smirk. “So, let’s have it. Is it really
because this is where you want to stay? You have some aversion to governing the
State of New York? Or…is it something else?”


Candace
huffed and removed her glasses to rub her tired eyes. “Would I win? Probably,”
Candace agreed. Dana perked up. “I said probably,” Candace tempered Dana’s
enthusiasm. “State politics are different, Dana. I’ve been in Congress now for fifteen years. Election
battles are not so difficult now for me. People know me in the role. They trust
me in this role. No one wants to fund a lame horse. The odds of a payoff in
betting against me in a Senate bid are
just not that great, not yet anyway. It’s simply not their best investment.”


“That’s
my point!” Dana said.


“Yes,
but this is a different ball game. Different players. Different positions.
Different strategies,” Candace reminded her friend.


“You
love campaigning. And, you are incredibly popular
at home. Look at your approval ratings.”


“I know
all of that. New York is a different state in a state election. There are different issues and concerns. I don’t know
that I want to invest all of that. The research into campaign strategies, the
money….the time,” Candace said. 


“Are
you worried about J.D.?”


Candace
smiled. “No….not in the way that you are thinking,” Candace said.


“What
way am I thinking?” Dana asked.


“Dana…Jameson will tell me to do what I want to
do. That is what she will say,” Candace said.


“So?
What’s the problem?”


“I
don’t know that it is what I want to
do,” Candace replied honestly.


“Part
of you wants to and…”


“I love
Jameson.”


Dana
smiled. “I know you do. What does that have to do with this? You just said that
J.D. will support whatever you decide.”


Candace
sighed heavily, flipped her glasses onto her desk and took a deep breath. “Yes,
she will. I see that gleam in your eyes, Dana.”


“Would
you jump to do it if you weren’t involved with J.D.?”


“I
don’t know,” Candace answered honestly. “I love what I am doing. You know that
is the truth,” Candace said. She could see the skepticism in Dana’s eyes. “I
had the chance last go round for a cabinet appointment. You know that too.”


“Yes,
but you were worried about Jonah then.”


“And, I
resolved myself that this is where I wanted to be.”


“And?”
Dana urged.


“And,
my life is different again. I like my life right now,” Candace said. She saw
Dana studying her. “There’s still a lot to learn how to balance. I’m not sure I
want to shake the apple cart so soon.”


“Candy,
the election is two years off. You have time.”


“Not
really, and we both know it. If I want to do this, I need to make that clear
and I need to start looking at my team now,” Candace said bluntly.


“You
have to talk to J.D.,” Dana said. “She’s going to hear the chatter and you know
it.”


Candace
smiled. She was not afraid to discuss the possibilities in her career with
Jameson. She had hoped to get through the holiday before doing that. Jameson
had tried to conceal her apprehension about the big family barbecue. Candace could see the clues to the
trepidation that lingered in Jameson’s mind. If Candace were to be honest, she felt a few jitters when she allowed herself the
time to stop and consider the upcoming event. 


Candace
had immediately clicked with Jameson’s parents. She adored Jameson’s mother,
Maureen. She wasn’t worried about anyone’s approval, but she hoped that the two
families would find some common ground. Family meant a great deal to both her and Jameson. Family gatherings were
stressful in the best of circumstances over many years. This would be the first
go round for the new couple. She wanted to limit the stress in both their lives
until they were on the other side of next weekend.


Still,
political chatter was bound to start soon. Candace knew that as well. The fact
was that the party was exerting a comfortable pressure on her to consider a bid
for the governorship. She fully expected that they would be turning up the heat
in the coming months. She was a viable candidate with national name
recognition. The governorship of New York would place her as an excellent Vice
Presidential nominee, or if she chose, a candidate for The White House herself.
That had never been her ambition. She was skeptical about a middle-aged lesbian’s viability in such a high
powered candidacy. She could not deny that fact that attitudes were changing.
Six years from now, it might be a different ball game. The Democratic Party
wanted a strong, well-placed candidate when that tide finally sifted. She would
have been lying if she suggested that the idea did not, at the very least,
intrigue her.


“I was
going to wait until after the festivities on the Fourth,” Candace said.


“But?”
Dana asked, sensing a slight shift in Candace’s mood.


“There’s
no point in waiting,” Candace admitted.


“Candy…Can
I ask you something? I mean, as your friend, not as an adviser in any
capacity?”


“Of
course.”


“Are
you afraid that this….possibly taking a different course will scare J.D. off?”


“No,”
Candace answered immediately. She wasn’t. “That’s not it at all, Dana,” Candace noted the inquisitive expression
on the younger woman’s face. She laughed quietly. “I know you may not understand
this….I like the downtime. It’s nice to just come home and be with someone. No kids under foot. They visit. It’s a nice
change of pace. I raised three kids while juggling two careers my whole adult
life. I barely saw Jessica and Jonathan when you think about it. Jameson
is….well, it’s entirely different.
Jessica always wanted to be going. We were on the go constantly. Jonathan was
the same way. That has never been me and you know it.”


“I
know. I know that you like your down time, Candy, but you love the social piece
as well. You thrive on it,” Dana smirked.


“Yes,
but not incessantly. I like balance,” Candace said. Dana nodded. “I won’t make
this decision by myself, Dana.”


“I am
happy for you; you know?”


Candace
smiled. “Me too.”


“But,
selfishly….I hope you do it,” Dana admitted.


Candace
laughed. “I would never have guessed.”


***


“J.D., are you sure you would be
okay with this? I mean, it’s your place and…”


“Shell,
I already told you; you would be helping me out,” Jameson said.


“What
did Mom say?” Michelle asked.


“I
didn’t say anything to her yet,” Jameson said.


“Really?”


“Shell,
I love your mom, but I would not betray your confidence unless I thought I
needed to for some reason. She knows that.”


“Thanks,”
Michelle said. “I did tell her a bit about things with Lisa.”


“I
know,” Jameson replied.


“Do you
think she will be mad?”


Jameson
smiled at Michelle. “Mad? About what?”


“Me
quitting my job,” Michelle said.


Jameson
nodded and took a sip from her iced coffee. “No. I don’t.  She won’t want to admit it, least of all to
you,” Jameson chuckled, “but she will be happy that you will be closer to
home.”


“You
really think so?” Michelle asked hesitantly.


“Yes,
but you already know that,” Jameson said with a wink.


“Are
you excited about Mom’s big party?” Michelle changed the subject. Jameson tried
to smile, but it failed in its sincerity. “That’s what I thought,” Michelle
laughed. “Don’t let Marianne scare you,” she said. “She’s got a loud bark, but
no real bite. Trust me.” Jameson sighed. “J.D., seriously….”


“It’s
not just Marianne,” Jameson said honestly.


“Jonah?”


“It’s
all of it,” Jameson said. “My brothers, Marianne, Jonah, my parents…It’s just…”


“Mom’s
a master. She can make anyone feel like they belong. Besides, Grandma Pearl
will be there. No one messes with Grandma Pearl,” Michelle said. Jameson had to
smile at the truth in that assessment. “Don’t worry,” Michelle took Jameson’s
hand. “If all else fails; I’ll protect you,” Michelle winked conspiratorially. 


Jameson
laughed out loud. “My bodyguard?”


“Sure.
I can be scrappy if necessary. You live with my mom for twenty-six years; you
learn.”


“I believe it,” Jameson said. “I’ll whistle if I
need you.”


“Deal,”
Michelle said. “J.D.?”


“What?”


“I
just….Thanks again….for everything.”


“You
don’t owe me any thanks, but you are welcome.”


***


Jameson was stretched out on a
lawn chair, relaxing as the sun began to set when she sensed a presence above
her. She felt Candace’s lips on her forehead and smiled. “Napping?” Candace
asked.


“Relaxing.
You’re home early,” Jameson said happily. 


“Yes, I
am,” Candace replied. “Seems I have a date tomorrow with my daughter.” Jameson
bit her lip gently. “Something about moving closer to home?” Candace posed her statement as a question. “You
wouldn’t happen to know anything about that; would you?”


Jameson
was unsure if Candace was upset or simply being playful. “Well….I didn’t want
to say anything…I mean it’s…well, you know…it was….”


Before
Jameson could continue her rambling explanation, Candace silenced her with a
kiss. “I love you,” Candace said. 


“Huh?”


Candace
laughed. “Have I not told you that lately or something?”


“No…I
just…I didn’t think it was my place to tell you…it was…”


“Jameson,”
Candace took the opportunity to sit on Jameson’s lap. “I know why you didn’t
tell me. I appreciate it. Michelle is a grown woman, but to me…”


“She’s
your baby. I know.”


“Mm. You
don’t know how much it means to me that she felt she could confide in you….or
what it means to her that she could.”


“I love
Shell,” Jameson said as a point of fact. “She’s like mini-Candace.”


“Mini-Candace?”
Candace raised a brow.


“Yeah,”
Jameson said wistfully. She adored Candace and Michelle was the most like her
mother of all three children. She resembled Candace more in mannerisms than in
her physical appearance, but she also had a similar personality and sense of
humor. Jameson had been immediately comfortable with Candace’s middle child. Jameson’s
friendship with Michelle in some odd way made her feel even closer to Candace. Seeing
the earnest affection in Jameson’s eyes, Candace ceased the opportunity to
tease her.


“You
don’t have a crush on my daughter; do you?” Candace asked.


Jameson
jumped. “What?” Jameson asked nervously. Candace fought to remain stoic. It was
sometimes far too easy to playfully rattle her lover. “Oh God, that would be like
crushing on my sister…if I had one,” Jameson said.


“Oh?”
Candace was finding great humor in the unintentional ditch that Jameson was
digging for herself. “I see. So, that would make me a mother figure.”


“You’re
a great mom,” Jameson praised and then realized how it might have sounded.
Candace raised her brow a little higher. “I mean….that’s not what I meant.”


“Oh?
I’m not a great mom?”


“Of
course, you’re a great mom…just not my great mom…I mean not my mom…You know
what I mean!” Jameson sighed.


“Mm.
Maybe I should send you to bed without dinner, let you think about this a
little,” Candace said thoughtfully.


Jameson
narrowed her gaze at her lover, finally realizing her game. “Oh? No, I think
you might need some rest, though.” She grabbed hold of Candace and stood up
carrying her.


“Jameson!
What the hell are you doing? You’re going to hurt yourself!”


“Nah, I’m
young. I need to take care of my old lady and put her to bed,” Jameson chided.


Candace
smacked Jameson. “Put me down, you lunatic!” she laughed. Jameson ignored her
and headed for the house. “Jameson!”


Pearl
was walking through the kitchen when Jameson kicked open the back door with Candace in her arms. “I’ve heard
of sweeping them off their feet, or is this a threshold thing? Something I
should know?” she called out to the pair.


“No!”
Candace yelled.


“Just
putting Nana here to bed,” Jameson laughed.


Pearl
shook her head. “Well, don’t drop her down the stairs whatever you do. I’ve
seen enough emergency rooms this year; thank you very much!”


“One
time! I fell one time!” Jameson called back.


“They
never grow up,” Pearl chuckled. “Heaven help me with a house full next week.”











CHAPTER FIVE


Wednesday was upon them faster
than either Candace or Jameson could have imagined. Candace rolled over and
snuggled closer to Jameson. “I’d better get up and help Pearl with breakfast,”
she yawned.


Jameson
kissed Candace’s head. “You stay,” she said. “I’ll go help Pearl. Sleep a
little while longer.”


“Mm.
Aren’t you tired?” Candace asked. “You were up late with Toby last night.
Everything okay?”


“Yeah.
Just talking,” Jameson said. She had enjoyed her one on one time with her older
brother and was relieved to see that Candace hit it off immediately with her
sister-in-law.


Candace
propped herself up to look at Jameson. “I know you are nervous.”


“You
are better at these things than I am,” Jameson reminded her lover.


“What
things?” Family things?”


“People
things,” Jameson said.


“Not
true. I am just more accustomed to dealing with different personalities all at
once. You are every bit as personable as I am. I’ve just learned to hide my
apprehension.”


Jameson
chuckled. “If you say so.”


“I do,”
Candace yawned again.


“Seriously,
go back to sleep for a bit,” Jameson said. “I’ll go help Pearl. It’ll give me
some more time to catch up with Toby before everyone else arrives anyway.”


Candace
sighed. She was not used to being given this kind of opportunity. “I don’t want
you to feel like you need to…”


Jameson
kissed Candace gently. “I’ll set the alarm for 7:00. Okay? I’ll see you in a
bit,” she said as she made her way from the bed. Candace grabbed Jameson’s
pillow and almost immediately fell back to sleep. Jameson shook her head. She
was tired, but she could tell that Candace was exhausted, and the planned chaos
was only beginning. She stretched and headed for the shower hoping it would
somehow bring her to life. “I’m ready for vacation already,” Jameson laughed.


***


By noon, Candace’s house was full. Dana and Steve had decided to make
their way to the area a day early. Jameson was grateful. She spent the majority
of the afternoon playing with her nephews and Dana and Steve’s two children.
She found herself enjoying the day far more than she had expected and looking
forward to her parents’ arrival the next day. Everyone seemed to be enjoying
themselves. Rick and Toby had seemed to cultivate a fast friendship. Jameson
liked Marianne’s husband a great deal. He was mild mannered and it was clear
that he not only loved Marianne; Rick’s affection for Candace was also evident.
Jameson did not know Rick’s whole story. She did know that he had lost his
mother when he was quite young and she suspected that Candace filled that role
for him in many ways. As the sun began to set, and the kids began to tire, the
party moved indoors. Jameson found herself sitting with Marianne and Dana.


“So,
what do you think?” Dana asked Jameson.


“Think?
Think about what?” Jameson laughed. 


“Oh
come on, J.D.! What do you think about Candy running for governor?”


“Mom’s
running for governor?” Marianne piped up.


Jameson
shook her head. “She doesn’t know yet,” she said to Marianne. “As far as what I
think; I think she should do whatever she wants to do.”


“Uh-huh.
You know, J.D. if she does, she will be in a prime position to run for higher
office,” Dana said. Jameson just smiled.


“You
mean you think my mother might run for president; don’t you?” Marianne asked.
Dana just smiled. Jameson’s gaze had drifted across the room to where Candace
was cuddling Spencer happily. “That’s crazy,” Marianne said.


Dana
shrugged. “Why? She could do it if she wanted to.”


“She
could do anything,” Jameson said proudly. 
She was enjoying watching Candace’s expression as she held her grandson.



“She
could. She won’t,” Marianne said emphatically. “She never wanted any of that.”


“Things
change sometimes,” Jameson said softly. “Sometimes, you think you are heading
one way and all of a sudden you are forced to take a detour. You find out you
like the scenery on the new road better.”


Marianne
frowned slightly. She followed Jameson’s eyes to where they were focused on her
mother. She looked back at Jameson, who
seemed oblivious to anything at the moment except Candace. Marianne looked at
Dana. “My mother is about as likely to run for The White House as she is to
have more children,” she said. “I wouldn’t bet on her coming home to New York.
She’s been pretty clear that she likes her life the way it is,” she said
bluntly.


Dana
forced a smile. Marianne often challenged her patience. She wasn’t certain what
it was that Marianne struggled with about Candace’s life. Part of it, she
suspected, was the difficulty that Marianne had with her parents’ divorce. She
was seventeen when her parents split. Dana would have thought that would have
made it easier. Marianne was off to college before Candace had even become
involved with Jessica. Michelle was only fourteen, and Jonah twelve. Both of
Candace’s younger children seemed to accept, if not always support their
mother’s decisions both personally and professionally. It was always Marianne
who seemed to need to stir the pot. 


“You
never know,” Jameson said softly as Candace looked up and caught her attention,
offering a soft smile.


“You
never know what?” Marianne asked pointedly.


Jameson
turned to Candace’s eldest child. “You never know what the future might have in
store,” Jameson winked. She smiled at Dana and made her way across the room to
Candace.


Dana
looked over and saw Jameson place a kiss on Candace’s cheek and whisper
something in her ear. “Truer words,” Dana chuckled.


“Excuse
me?” Marianne asked.


Dana
motioned across the room. Jameson’s nephew Eli was trying to climb up her leg.
Candace was laughing while Spencer slept in her arms. “Looks good on them. You
never know, Marianne. Your mother might surprise us all.”


Marianne’s
posture grew rigid. She watched her mother pass Spencer to Rick before she and
Jameson led two overtired little boys toward the kitchen. “Oh, I do know,” she
thought silently. 


***


“I hear there’s a little buzz
about the senator,” Maureen Reid goaded her daughter.


“Buzz?”
Jameson played dumb.


“J.D.?”
Maureen smacked her daughter lightly. “Lots of talk about the future,” she
lifted an eyebrow.


Jameson
laughed at her mother. Maureen Reid had spent her entire career teaching
history. She relished anything political or historical in nature. Jameson was
confident that it delighted her mother to no end to have a senator in the
family. “Whose future?” Jameson winked.


“She
could do it, J.D. I mean it. If not her own candidacy, she could easily end up
in a cabinet position; Attorney General,
Secretary of State, even Vice President,” Maureen said.


“Yes, I
know,” Jameson agreed.


“Do you
not want her to do that?” Maureen asked.


Jameson
caught a wayward beach ball from the pool and tossed it back to her brother.
“No.”


“No!
You don’t want her to?” Maureen was shocked.


“No,”
Jameson laughed. “I want her to do what she wants to do.”


“What
about you? Do you think you could handle that? I mean, even governor. Geez…J.D.,
you would be really in the spotlight. A lesbian couple in the governor’s mansion?”
Maureen said with a grin. Jameson wiggled a bit in
her chair. “That isn’t what you want; is it?” Maureen asked quietly. 


Jameson
gave an uncomfortable grin. “I just want her to be happy.”


“What
about you?” Maureen asked.


“You
won’t believe me.”


“Try me?”
Maureen replied.


“I’m
just happy to be along for the ride. I really don’t know what to expect, Mom. I
have no idea where she might be headed. I just hope she wants me to be a part
of it. It scares me sometimes.”


“Why?”


“Because
I don’t want to let her down. And, because I really don’t want to be without
her. As weird as it sounds, I don’t want to be without Shell or Pearl or God,
or any of this.”


“It’s
not weird J.D.”


Jameson
grinned. “You thought it might be weird having a daughter-in-law a few years younger
than you. Imagine having your daughter-in-law in The White House someday!”
Jameson laughed.


“J.D.?
Are you and Candace getting married?” Maureen asked.


“Huh?”


“You
said daughter-in-law.”


“Oh…Hmmm.
Don’t know,” Jameson laughed. “Think she’d want to?” Jameson asked.


Maureen
rolled her eyes. “You’d have to ask her,”
she winked.


“Guess
that makes sense.”


“Are
you going to?” Maureen grew wide-eyed.


Jameson
shook her head. “Not today,” she laughed as a splash of water doused her.


***


“Spencer seems to love the water,”
Candace commented to Marianne as they watched Rick swing the baby through the
water.


“Yeah.
I guess he takes after his father,” her daughter answered.


“What
do you mean? When you were a kid, we couldn’t get you out of the water,”
Candace chuckled at the memory. She watched in the distance as Jameson’s nephew
Eli splashed his aunt who was sitting near the edge of the pool. “Having the
kids here reminds me of those days,” she said wistfully. Candace listened to
Eli daring Jameson to jump in. Candace laughed when Jameson stopped her
conversation with her mother abruptly and obliged her nephew’s request by
splashing into the pool with her shorts and T-Shirt on. “Lunatic,” she mumbled
affectionately.


Marianne
looked at her mother seriously. “You
might want to be careful taking that trip down memory lane,” Marianne said.


“What
does that mean?” Candace asked.


Marianne
sighed. “Mom…What happens when J.D. wants to fill that pool back up with
screaming toddlers?”


“What
are you talking about?”


“I’m
talking about you and J.D. What are you going to say when J.D. wants to have a
family?” Marianne asked.


Candace
was completely taken off guard. “Marianne, where is this coming from? Jameson
hasn’t given me any indication that she wants children….at all.”


“Have
you two talked about it?”


Candace’s
face was beginning to flush. She was both irritated and embarrassed by her
daughter’s line of questioning. “Not directly, no. In general, yes.”


“What
does that mean?” Marianne challenged her mother.


“It
means it’s none of your business,” Candace answered abruptly. 


“I’m
just raising a point.”


“Marianne,
Jameson and I are not planning on having a family. In all the things we have
discussed, Jameson’s desire for children has not once come up…and before you
say another word; I am certain that if it
were something she wanted, she would have
raised the issue numerous times by now.”


“Uh-huh.
Mom,” Marianne said. “J.D. is thirty-five. Look at her! How can you be so sure
that she won’t change her mind in two years? People change what they want
sometimes. You of all people know that. I saw her looking at you last night
when you were rocking Spencer,” Marianne said. 


Candace
sighed. The conversation was making her extremely uncomfortable. She and
Jameson had never discussed family in this manner. They had considered Candace’s children, Jameson’s
family, and how they would navigate everyone’s questions, concerns, and
personalities. They had not once delved into the subject of whether or not
Jameson wanted children. Candace had just assumed that they were on the same
page. “Jameson loves kids,” she admitted. “That doesn’t mean she wants her
own.”


Marianne
nodded. “Now,” she remarked. “What about you? You really want to open up that
can of worms, Mom? I mean….seriously? Can you see yourself with babies again?”


Candace
swallowed hard. She felt herself becoming unsteady and was grateful when she
heard Pearl call out to her from the kitchen. “I have to go help Pearl,” she
said. 


Candace
made her way across the yard at a brisk pace, holding back mounting tears.
Michelle caught sight of her mother’s expression as she moved away from Marianne and headed directly for her sister’s
location. “What the hell did you say to her?” she asked her older sister.


“What?”
Marianne snapped.


“What
did you say to Mom to upset her this time?” Michelle asked.


“Why do
you assume it’s my fault? I just raised a question. If it upset her, that’s not
my fault.”


***


Candace was cutting up vegetables
silently when Pearl removed the knife from her hand and set it down. “What is
going on with you?”


“What
do you mean?”


“Candy,”
Pearl warned.


“I’m
fine.”


“And,
I’m an eighteen-year-old swimsuit model.
Out with it,” Pearl ordered. Candace looked up with watery eyes. “Who do I need
to ground?” Pearl joked.


Candace
chuckled and wiped away the hint of a tear. “Oh, Pearl. Am I being realistic?”


“Realistic?
You lost me.”


“About
Jameson,” Candace said sadly. “What if I am keeping her from the things she
deserves? I’ve raised my family. For Christ’s sake,
I’m a grandmother!”


“Still
lost. You went left somewhere back there and I’m still at the stoplight. What
are you talking about?” Pearl asked.


“Jameson
wanting children.”


“Oh.
Does Jameson want children?” Pearl asked.


“I
don’t know. She’s never said that, but…”


“Never
said that to me either,” Pearl offered. “So, just ask her.”


“What?”
Candace startled.


“If
you’re worried about it; ask her. I think she would have said something by
now,” Pearl shrugged, seeming unfazed by the conversation.


“I
agree,” Candace said. “That doesn’t mean she might not change her mind.”


“True,”
Pearl replied.


“You
are not helping!” Candace said. “How can you be so calm?” Pearl shrugged again
and leaned against the counter. Candace covered her eyes. “I don’t want to lose
her.”


“So
don’t,” Pearl said.


“Pearl…”


“What?
Why are you so worried about what might happen? You know better than that,”
Pearl said. 


“I
don’t want to do that again,” Candace said. “I did that part of my life.”


Pearl
nodded. “Where did you get this idea anyway?” Candace sighed. “Well?”


“Marianne
just mentioned that…”


“Candy,”
Pearl scolded. “Listen to me,” she said. “I’ve lived a little longer than you.
Not much, but just enough,” she said with a wink. Candace sighed again. “You
love Jameson?”


“Of
course, I do.”


“Um-hum.
That’s why you are hesitant to make certain
changes. Am I right?” Pearl asked.


“You
mean running for governor.”


“I do.
Am I wrong? You’re not sure you want to do that. Part of you does and part of
you doesn’t. Mostly because you’re afraid that where it might lead is not what
Jameson will want,” Pearl surmised.


“It’s
not just that,” Candace said. “I’m not sure if it’s what I want. If I do
it…everything will change for us.”


“And, I
will bet that you are right, Jameson would probably rather not rock the boat,
but I will also bet that she will stay beside you if that’s what you want.
She’ll make the compromises if I know Jameson. And, I do know Jameson.”


“I know
that,” Candace said. “That’s why I want to be sure before I make that decision,
before we make that decision. She’d do anything for me. I know that too.” Pearl
smiled and raised her brow. Candace shook her head as she followed the older
woman’s train of thought. “Not the same thing,” Candace said.


“Yes,
it is,” Pearl said. “You are worried about something that hasn’t even come to
pass. And, you don’t even know how you would feel if it did.” Candace’s jaw
fell open. “First of all, I’m not sure Jameson would ever even want children,”
Pearl said.


“Did
you see her with those boys?” Candace chimed.


Pearl
nodded and noted the smile on Candace’s face. “Yes, and so did you. You look me
in the eyes and tell me it doesn’t make you love her all the more,” Pearl
challenged. Candace groaned. “That doesn’t mean she wants her own,” Pearl said.
“Things change, Candy. People even change. You can’t predict tomorrow. You just
have to trust that you and Jameson will be able to get through whatever comes
your way.”


“I
know.”


“So,
trust her.”


“I do,”
Candace said. 


“Than
trust that she will tell you what she needs, not Marianne.” Candace sighed
heavily. “Don’t try to predict the future, Candy,” Pearl said. “It has a way of
surprising you.” Candace nodded with a smile as Pearl enveloped her in a hug.
“And, for once…consider the source. I love Marianne, but she has a vivid
imagination and she doesn’t think things through sometimes.”


“I
know,” Candace said.


“Yes,
but you sometimes forget.”


***


“What did you say to make Mom
cry?” Michelle demanded of her sister.


Jonah
heard Michelle’s voice raise and made his way over to his siblings. “What do
you mean Mom’s crying?” he asked.


“It’s
not my fault,” Marianne defended herself.


“Bullshit,
Marianne. What did you say?” Michelle barked. 


Rick
noticed the argument beginning and discretely asked Jameson if she would hold
Spencer. “What is going on?” he asked as he toweled off his short hair.


“Ask
your wife,” Michelle answered without removing her gaze from her sister.


“I
didn’t do anything,” Marianne insisted. “I just asked her a simple question.”


“What
kind of question?” Jonah asked.


“I just
asked if she had considered the fact that Jameson might want kids someday. What
would she do then?” Marianne explained as reasonably as she could.


“Why
the hell would you even ask that?” Michelle asked. 


“Come
on, Shell! You can’t seriously see Mom with another baby! Jesus! You want
brothers and sisters the same age as your own kids? I’m just trying to help her
be realistic.”


“No,
you’re just trying to cause trouble for her and J.D.,” Michelle said in
disgust.


“Jonah?”
Marianne implored her brother.


Jonah
shook his head. “Why can’t you just let them be?”


“Don’t
tell me you are suddenly all for this relationship?” Michelle asked her
brother.


“Why
wouldn’t I be? J.D.’s been nothing but good to all of us. I don’t give a shit
about their age difference.”


“It’s
not the age difference, Jonah. It’s the reality difference. You didn’t see J.D.
watching Mom yesterday with Spencer. I mean….come on! You’re twenty-four. You
seriously want to have little brothers and sisters?”


Jonah
shrugged. “Why do I care?” he asked. “I’m not raising them.” Rick snickered at
his brother-in-law’s response.


“You’re
not helping!” Marianne chastised her husband. 


Rick
nodded. “I don’t actually see your point in any of this,” he said honestly.
“Your mom and Jameson are adults. They can do whatever they want.”


“You
want Spencer playing with his uncle?” Marianne asked pointedly. Rick shrugged
again, unaffected by the scenario.


“God,
you can be such a bitch,” Michelle chimed.


“I’m
just trying…”


“To
what? Be the center of attention?” Michelle’s voice was rising fast. “What are
you afraid of? That Spencer won’t command center stage or something? Why do you
care? How about if I have a baby? How about Jonah!”


“Don’t
look at me,” Jonah put up his hands. Rick snickered again.


“I’m
looking out for Mom,” Marianne defended herself. 


“Bullshit.
You are looking out for you, just like you always do. What the hell is your
problem?” Michelle nearly screamed.


“My
problem? What are you talking about? Look at J.D. with Spencer! Look! Don’t you
think they need to consider this stuff! My God! Are you two completely stupid?”
Marianne yelled.


“Why
don’t you just shut up, Marianne. It’s none of my business and it’s none of yours,”
Michelle said angrily. She was coming dangerously close to hauling off and
punching her sister.


“The
hell it isn’t! Shell….Mom is fifty-five…almost fifty-six. The last thing she
needs…”


“The
last thing she needs,” a voice came upon them. “Is you three fighting over
something that not one of you knows anything about,” Pearl said firmly.


“We
were just,” Marianne began.


Pearl
folded her arms across her chest. “I’d like a moment with your sister,” Pearl
said to Michelle and Jonah. They both nodded and shook their heads as they
walked away. Rick started to follow.


“Where
are you going?” Marianne asked her husband. 


“Going
to go talk to Granny J.D.,” he tried not to laugh at his comment. Marianne bristled.


“Are
you through?” Pearl asked the younger woman.


“What
do you mean?” Marianne answered. “All I did was ask a question.”


“No,
all you did was suggest an issue to your mother that doesn’t even exist.”


“Yet,”
Marianne interjected.


Pearl
took a deep breath. “Marianne, I love you like you were my own flesh and
blood,” Pearl said. Marianne braced herself. “Candy is as much my daughter as
my own two children. You are a mother,” Pearl said.


“Yes,”
Marianne agreed.


“What
would you do to protect Spencer?”


“Anything,”
Marianne answered honestly.


“Mm. Glad
we agree on that. I feel the same way. And, how would you feel if Spencer tried
to tell you how you and Rick should live your lives?” Pearl asked.


“That’s
ridiculous,” Marianne said.


“Really?
You seem to think you know how your mother should live hers.”


“Grandma,
she’s not…You can’t tell me….”


“I can
tell you that whatever happens with your mother and Jameson is between them.”


“You
don’t honestly think this is a good idea?” Marianne asked in disbelief.


“I’m
not certain what this is. I am
certain that your mother is happy, happier than I have seen her in many years.
If you really care about her, you will stop trying to undermine that.”


“I
don’t want to see her get hurt,” Marianne said softly.


Pearl
guided the younger woman to a chair off in the distance and sat down beside
her. “I know,” she said softly. 


There
were things that Pearl understood about this family that no one else did. She
had the advantage of being able to watch them all as they grew. Michelle and
Jonah had not seen a great deal of what Marianne had. What they had witnessed
in their mother’s relationships, they often did not understand. It had been
Marianne who found her mother crumpled on the floor after discovering Jessica’s
affair. It had been Marianne who had caught her father with another woman while
Candace was away in Washington. Marianne’s tactics were often brash. It made
her appear self-centered. In fact, Pearl and Candace both understood that
Marianne’s brazenness was often a cover for her fear and sensitivity. 


“I
don’t want to see her like that again,” Marianne whispered.


“And,
you don’t want to lose her,” Pearl surmised. Marianne looked up in shock. “Oh,
I know you, sweetheart. I changed your diapers. I watched you with your mother.
You fool them all….even her sometimes. You don’t fool me, Spitfire,” Pearl
called the younger woman by her childhood nickname. “Not one bit.”


“You
didn’t see her,” Marianne said.


“Oh,
but I did,” Pearl said. “I saw her scraped knees. I sat at her wedding. I held
her hand when she went into labor…three times…”


“I
meant….”


“I know
what you meant,” Pearl interrupted Marianne. “I held her the first time she
caught your father cheating on her.” Marianne winced. “I rocked her the night
Jessica moved out. If you are lucky, you will get to do all those things with
your children,” Pearl said. “To me, Candy is still the little girl who sat on
the kitchen counter. I know she’s not, but that is who she is to me. I would do
anything to protect her. I also know that she doesn’t need protection from
Jameson.”


“How
can you say that?” Marianne asked. “What happens when…”


“What
happens when she loses an election? What happens when she gets sick or Jameson
does? What happens when, what? There is no what happens when, Marianne.”


“I just
can’t imagine that…”


“You
don’t need to. You do need to let this go. Whatever this fear you have about
Jameson and your mother is. No one will ever replace you, or Spencer,” Pearl
said. Marianne looked up and swallowed hard. “My kids certainly didn’t replace Candy….and their children take nothing away from any of you.”


“It’s
different,” Marianne said.


“No,
Spitfire. It isn’t.”


“I
just…”


“You
just need to apologize to your mother. 
Stop trying to be her mother and just tell her you love her for once.”


“She
knows that,” Marianne said.


“Yes,
she does. But that doesn’t mean she couldn’t use to hear you say it,” Pearl
said. “As for the rest; I think you had better start finding a way to accept
Jameson. No matter what, I don’t think she’s going anywhere. Give her a chance.
You might find you like her.”


“I’m
not the enemy,” Marianne said.


“No.
Neither is Jameson,” Pearl said. She stood up, kissed Marianne on the head and
smiled. “No family is perfect, Marianne. Not one. Not even this one. They
change over time. Jameson is part of yours. I’d get used to it.”











CHAPTER SIX


Jameson snuck up behind Candace
just as she finished putting Spencer in his portable crib. “Worn out? Huh?”
Jameson whispered, putting her arms around Candace.


“Yeah,
I envy him. Being able to just decide to sleep,” Candace said.


“He’s a
lot of fun,” Jameson said. Candace turned in Jameson’s arms and looked at her
thoughtfully. “What?” Jameson asked. 


“Jameson…Do you want kids?” Candace asked
hesitantly.


Jameson
wrinkled her nose in thought. “Why? Do you?”


“I have
kids,” Candace said. Jameson grinned. “Jameson, I’m serious.”


“I love
kids.”


“I
know. That’s not what I asked,” Candace pointed out.


“Candace?
Are you pregnant?” Jameson joked.


“Jameson!”
Candace snapped. “I’m serious!”


Jameson
softened her gaze. “Where did this come from?” 


“I
don’t know. You love kids. I know that, but we’ve never talked about it.”


“No. I
guess not. We never talked about you having aspirations to be president
either,” Jameson said.


“Because
those aren’t my aspirations,” Candace said.


“Mm-hm.
You love politics, though.”


“Yes,
but…”


Jameson
raised an eyebrow. “I love kids. Doesn’t mean I have always aspired to be a
parent.”


Candace
sighed. “You don’t want kids?”


Jameson
led Candace to the queen sized bed across the room and sat her down. “If the
person I was with wanted to have children; I would consider it. I don’t know
that I’d be any good at it, but I would try,” Jameson said honestly. Candace
let out a heavy sigh. “And, if the person I was with wanted to say, run for
governor or even president one day, I’d do my best to be what she needed. I
don’t know that I’d be any good at that either, but I’d try.” 


Candace
smiled. “Jameson…”


“I
heard the kids earlier,” Jameson said. “They were arguing over our imaginary
progeny while my mother was making the assumption that I was about to propose
to you.”


“What?”
Candace asked.


“Mm-hm.
Seems everyone knows what we are doing,” Jameson smirked. “Your children have
me pregnant before my mother even got the ring on your finger,” she chuckled.


“Your
mother thinks you were going to ask me to marry you?” she asked. Jameson
nodded. “Why?” Candace asked. Jameson shrugged with a gleam in her eye. “Were
you?” the question slipped out.


“Why?
Do you want me to? I’m already down on my knee, so I’m half way there,” Jameson
said.


“I’m
sorry,” Candace blushed. “I wasn’t trying to put you on the spot.”


“I
would marry you; if that’s what you
wanted to know,” Jameson said. Candace’s jaw fell open. Jameson put two fingers
under Candace’s jaw and gently closed it. “I would also follow you to the
Governor’s Mansion or The White House if you wanted me to. I’d even consider
one of those,” she gestured to the crib. “If you asked me to.”


Candace
smiled. “What about what you want, Jameson?”


“I have
what I want. I have my job. I have my family. I have you.” Candace kissed
Jameson gently. Jameson smiled at her lover. “I have a feeling, deep down you
want to do this…make this run for governor and see where it leads,” Jameson
said. Candace sighed. “I see that sparkle in your eye when it comes up,” Jameson
observed. “It’s part of who you are, Candace.”


“What
about you?”


“Well,
I think it might take me some getting used to. Campaigning. Being front and
center. Sharing my lover with the world more than I do already,” Jameson
admitted. Candace nodded. Jameson was sure that Candace was about to interrupt
and continued before she had the chance. “But, I’m pretty sure I can handle
that. The thing is, I don’t really want
to share you with anyone else when you come home,” Jameson said. “Don’t get me
wrong. I love this. I actually am having fun this week, but it’s enough to
share you with this family and with a whole nation. I don’t really feel like
competing at three in the morning with a Spencer sized rival for your
attention.”


Candace
smiled. “Are you sure about that?”


“Yeah.
Pretty sure,” Jameson said with a wink. “We can take them on loan. That works for me.”


“You
might change your mind,” Candace said.


“Maybe,”
Jameson admitted. “Or you might, and then what?” Jameson said. Candace laughed.
“You laugh now,” she said. “I don’t say it enough.”


“Say what?”
Candace asked.


“That I
love you.”


“You
say it all the time,” Candace said.


“No.
You do. The truth is, I do. I love you so much that it hurts some days. That’s
the truth. Marianne is right,” Jameson said.


“What?”
Candace asked.


“I love
watching you with Spencer,” Jameson admitted. Candace smiled. “Because I love
you and you love him….and that makes me love you even more.”


“I love
you too,” Candace said. “I want you to be happy.”


“I am.
Well, except when you steal all the fortune cookies.”


“I do
not!” Candace argued.


“You so
do,” Jameson laughed. “Listen, I have my hands full with the addition to this
house, work, and keeping up with you. Besides, I can’t imagine being pregnant.
You won’t let me climb ladders now. I wouldn’t be allowed near a step stool.”


Candace
laughed. “I’m not that bad, but I get your point.”


“Do me
a favor?” Jameson asked.


“Anything.”


“Just
ask me. Whenever you want to know
something; just ask me. I can’t promise you’ll always like my answer. I can
promise it will always be the truth,” Jameson said. She held her hand out to
Candace. “Now, come on. I heard something about S’mores.”


“Jameson?”


“Hum?”


Candace
stopped their movement suddenly. “I would do it for you too. I would try.”


Jameson
smiled. “I know.”


***


“Everything okay?” Shell asked
Jameson.


“I’m
not pregnant or engaged,” Jameson chuckled.


“What?”
Shell asked.


“Neither
is your mom,” Jameson said.


“J.D.?”


Jameson
laughed and patted Michelle’s knee. “But, I think your mom might end up running
a lot more than this crazy family one day,” she said.


“I’m
sorry you heard us fighting,” Michelle apologized.


“Me
too,” Jonah said, taking a seat next to his sister.


“Eh.
You’ve met my brothers. Trust me, we’ve had our share of knock downs. Don’t
worry about it,” Jameson said. She caught sight of Marianne trying to avoid
them. “Sit down and have a S’more,”
Jameson beckoned to Marianne and Rick. Rick smiled at Jameson and nodded,
leading his reluctant wife over to the group. “Pull up a piece of grass,”
Jameson said. “Think I might have to call a lawn care company after this
weekend,” she laughed.


Marianne
kept her eyes on the fire in front of them. Jameson handed her a stick and a
marshmallow. “Thanks,” Marianne said. 


“I was
just telling Shell that I am not pregnant,” Jameson raised an eyebrow.


“J.D.,
I didn’t mean to upset Mom or you,” Marianne said.


Jameson
held up a hand. “Since I have you all here, let’s just put this to rest; okay?”


Jonah
looked at Jameson. “J.D. you don’t owe any of us any explanations.”


“No, I
don’t,” she agreed. “But, if it were my
mom, I would worry.” Marianne looked up in surprise. “That surprises you?”


“No,”
Michelle answered for them all.


“Well,
I would. She might kill me for telling you this, but I’m going to,” Jameson
said.


“Tell
us what?” Michelle asked.


“I love
your mom.” Jonah, Rick, and Michelle all laughed. Marianne listened intently,
instinctively understanding that this was mostly for her benefit. “I don’t
picture your mom and me changing diapers and filling bottles in the morning;
unless, of course, one of you is visiting.”


“Jonah
hasn’t worn diapers in at least ten years,” Michelle cracked, receiving a swift
punch from her brother. “Ow!”


“Just
remember, you two will be in Depends before me,” he reminded her.


Jameson
sniggered. Candace’s children reminded
her of her own brothers. “Well, it’s good to know that you are all potty
trained,” Jameson said. “I was worried there for a while.”


Across
the yard, Candace was sitting on the
patio with Jameson’s parents, Pearl, Dana, and Steve. “What do you think is
going on over there?” Dana pointed to where Jameson was seated by the fire, flanked
by Candace’s kids.


“Trouble,”
Pearl smiled. Candace grinned along with her.


“Yeah,
you don’t need to worry about us, J.D.,” Michelle said. “I can barely get a
date, so you’ll have to rely on Marianne and Rick for diaper duty.”


Jameson
nodded. “The thing is….We don’t have that planned.” Marianne looked directly at
Jameson. Jameson continued without missing a beat. “If any of you have a concern
or a question; you can ask me. I can’t promise you I will answer it, but I will
listen and if I can, I will answer.”


“J.D.,”
Michelle said quietly. 


Jameson
held up her hand. “I would like to be your friend because I know how much that
would mean to your mom and because you
are all a part of her. That means something to me,” Jameson said honestly.
“What I won’t stand for is seeing her hurt. She doesn’t deserve that.”


Jonah
smiled at Jameson. “No, she doesn’t,” he agreed.


“I
can’t promise I will never hurt her,” Jameson added. “But, I would die before I
would ever do that on purpose. That’s the best I can promise you. Now eat your
S’mores,” Jameson instructed.


“You’ve
been spending way too much time with Pearl,” Michelle laughed. Jameson
chuckled. 


“For what
it’s worth J.D., I think you’d make a hell of a parent,” Rick said. Marianne
shot her husband a confused look. “Well, I do,” he said. Jameson nodded her
appreciation. 


“Hey,
if you can smack us down, a kid would be no problem,” Jonah laughed. 


“Yeah, but
those diapers,” Jameson cringed. “I kinda like it when they come already potty
trained. Speaking is optional. Potty trained…” The entire group laughed, even
Marianne was left chuckling.


“You
sure she doesn’t want to run for office herself?” Pearl asked Candace and
Maureen.


Jameson’s
mother laughed. “My daughter? She’s lucky she remembers who the president is.”


Candace
laughed. “That hasn’t stopped many before her,” she winked. 


“All I
know is, if she managed a smile from Spitfire, she could charm a den of
Republicans in a heartbeat,” Pearl said.


“That’s
good since she is one,” Maureen laughed.


“A spitfire?”


“No, a
Republican,” Maureen laughed.


“What?”
the entire table erupted at once.


“That’s
like having a fish on land. There are no lesbian Republicans,” Dana said.


“She
did it when she registered just to ruffle me,” Maureen laughed. “I don’t know
if she ever changed it, though.”


Dana
looked at Candace. “Ohhh…boy.” 


Candace
just raised an eyebrow. “Well, that certainly is not the elephant in the room I
expected,” she laughed. Maureen laughed immediately. It took the rest of the
table a moment to understand Candace’s pun. When they did, the entire group
fell into a fit of raucous laughter.


“What’s
wrong with them?” Jonah pointed to the patio.


“Is Mom
drinking wine, J.D.?” Michelle asked, concern coloring her voice.


Jameson
smiled watching the group at the table. “Nah, she’s
just being Candace,” Jameson said.











CHAPTER SEVEN


“Mom?” 


Candace
was just about to head up the stairs when she heard Marianne’s voice. “Hey,
thought you went up to bed?” Candace asked. She looked at her daughter’s face
and sighed. “Come on,” she grabbed Marianne’s hand and led her into the
kitchen. Marianne watched as her mother filled a kettle for tea. Almost everyone had retired for the evening. Jameson and
her brothers were still out back with Jonah. She startled slightly when Jonah
and Jameson walked through the back door in tandem. 


“Hey,
you two,” Candace greeted the pair. “Where are Toby and Doug?”


“Camping
in my old tent with the kids,” Jonah said.


“Is
that what you were up to out there?” Candace asked.


“Yeah.
I thought they might have fun with that. J.D. helped me pitch it while they got
the boys ready. Do we have anymore flashlights?” he asked his mother. 


“I
think there might be a couple in that old
box in the back of the barn,” Candace said. She rummaged through a kitchen
drawer and handed Jonah some batteries. “Pearl’s not so secret stash. I
discovered it when I was ten. She’s never moved it,” she winked.


“Thanks,
Mom,” Jonah said. “I’ll see you in the morning.”


“You
sleeping out there?” she asked.


“Yeah,
should be fun,” he said with a kiss to his mom’s cheek. “Love you, Mom.”


“I love
you too,” Candace said as she made her way to the whistling kettle.


“Night
J.D, thanks letting me hang out with you guys,” he said.


Jameson
laughed. “Don’t thank me. You’ll be begging my forgiveness by morning. You’ve
never shared a tent with Doug after a barbecue
and beer.”


Jonah
laughed. “Noted. Night, Sis.” Marianne nodded. She watched as her brother bounced
back out the door as if he were twelve again. She tried not to focus on the
scene unfolding a few feet away.


“Need
anything before I head up?” Jameson asked Candace.


“Nope,”
Candace replied. 


“Okay,
don’t stay up too long,” Jameson whispered, but Marianne heard her clearly.


“Why?
Afraid of the dark?” Candace teased Jameson.


“Yes,
and you gave away all the flashlights,” Jameson replied. 


“I’m confident Jinx will protect you,” Candace
reassured her lover.


“Big
help he’ll be. What’s he going to do, knead the monsters to death and purr?”
Jameson whined.


“You
really are a bit touched,” Candace observed affectionately.


Jameson
winked and kissed Candace tenderly. “I’ll see you in a bit.”


“Yes,
you will.”


“Good
night, Marianne,” Jameson said.


“Night,
J.D.”


Candace
took the opportunity to wink at Jameson when Marianne looked down the table.
She placed a cup of tea in front of her daughter, sat down, and waited.


“I’m
sorry,” Marianne said. Candace sighed. “I love you, Mom,” Marianne said so
honestly that it nearly took Candace’s breath away.


“I know
that,” Candace said, reaching across the
table and taking Marianne’s hand. “Tell me the truth. What is it that has you
so worried about Jameson?” Marianne looked up with unshed tears. “Go on,”
Candace encouraged her daughter.


“I
don’t want to see you hurt again.”


“Yes, I
know. It’s more than that,” Candace said.


“Sometimes,
I don’t want to share you,” Marianne admitted. Candace smiled and moved across
the short distance to embrace her daughter. “I already have to share you with
too many people. What about Spencer? He has to share you too,” she said. “I
know…I’m selfish.”


“Maybe,
but I appreciate what you said more than you know,” Candace replied. “It’s
funny, you know? That’s exactly the
reason Jameson gave as to why she doesn’t want to have children.”


“What
do you mean?” Marianne asked.


“Well,
our time is so divided now. We both have careers that occupy much of our week.
I have you kids and Spencer. Jameson has
her family, not to mention all of our friends and the people we both employ. If
I decide to pursue anything else, well…that will add another layer. It’s a lot
to juggle.” Candace said.


“You
almost sound disappointed,” Marianne noted.


“No….Well,
maybe I am, just a little,” Candace confessed.


“Really?”
Marianne asked. 


Candace
nodded. “Yeah. Maybe a little, just a little. I guess as much as it would scare
me, seeing Jameson with those kids…hell, seeing her sitting with you three made
me realize how much she has to offer, and not just to me.”


“Did
you tell her that?” Marianne asked.


Candace
smiled. “No. I have a feeling she knows how I feel. That’s not something I want
now. It isn’t something she does either. I don’t really want to share her any
more than I already do either.”


Marianne
nodded. “I do like J.D.”


“I know
you do,” Candace said. “That’s what worries you. You love your dad. You and
Jessica were close. Closer than Jonah and
Shell,” Candace said. “I already know.”


“She
really loves you,” Marianne said. “I knew that, but…”


Candace
was beaming. “Yes, she does.”


“And,
you really love her; don’t you?” Marianne asked.


“Yes, I
do,” Candace smiled. “Not more than I love you, though.” Candace felt
Marianne’s tears begin to flow. “In some ways, you are my greatest treasure,”
Candace said. Marianne cried in her mother’s arms. “I don’t think I understood
what it meant to love completely until I held you. You taught me that,” Candace
said.


“I’m
sorry, Mom. I really…”


“Marianne,
no one knows you better than me. No one. Sometimes I would like to throttle
you,” Candace chuckled and Marianne chuckled along with her. “I do know you. I
do love you. No one that comes into my life will ever change that.”


“I
know. I’m still sorry.”


“So am
I,” Candace said.


“For
what?” Marianne asked.


“For all
the loss you’ve experienced; all of it.
For my disappointments also being yours,” Candace said honestly. “I wish more
than anything that you never had to go through any of that,” Candace said as
she battled her own tears.


“Sometimes,
I feel like I’m five when I’m with you,” Marianne said.


Candace
laughed. “I hope you always feel a little bit like that.”


“You
do?”


“Of
course, it means you still need me,” Candace said.


Marianne
looked at her mother. “I do.”


Candace
nodded. “I know. There are two important people up there waiting that need you
right now,” she said.


“Yeah…and
someone waiting for you,” Marianne smirked.


“I
guess there is,” Candace smiled.


“Do you
think you and J.D. will make it, Mom?”


“No one
can predict the future,” Candace said. “You just prepare for it as best you
can. Relationships are the same. All you can do is build a solid foundation and
hope it holds up against the inevitable cracks. It’s always under construction.”


Marianne
laughed. “She’s rubbing off on you.”


Candace
winked at her daughter and held out her hand. “Yeah, I know. Who would have thought
I’d have a cat!”


Marianne
laughed and followed her mother as Candace shut off the lights. “At least Jinx
doesn’t need his diapers changed,” Marianne joked.


“No, he
has a whole box to himself. And, that was
in the negotiations. That is Jameson and Pearl’s territory. One that I have no
desire to encroach upon….ever. Not even if they throw up the white flag!”


“Night,
Mom,” Marianne laughed.


“Night,
sweetheart,” Candace said.


***


Candace slipped into bed and
kissed Jameson sensually on the neck. “What are you doing?” Jameson asked.


“What
do you mean?” Candace feigned innocence.


Jameson
closed her eyes against Candace’s sensual assault. Candace’s hands had slipped
underneath Jameson’s T-Shirt and were massaging her abdomen. Her lips and
tongue were tracing patterns on Jameson’s neck. Jameson moaned. “If you don’t
stop, I cannot be held responsible for myself.”


“Surrendering
so soon?” Candace teased.


“To
you? Yes,” Jameson giggled and then sighed.


“I want
you,” Candace breathed in Jameson’s ear.


“Marianne
is next door,” Jameson whispered.


“So?
She knows how babies are made,” Candace said as she pulled off Jameson’s shirt
and quickly sucked a straining nipple into her mouth. 


“Jesus!”
Jameson moaned.


“Shhh,”
Candace cautioned. “Your parents are across the hall, you know?”


“You
are evil,” Jameson breathed.


Candace
teased Jameson’s nipple with her tongue and teeth. They had not made love in
days and Candace had found herself thinking about touching Jameson all day
long. She loved to watch Jameson playing in the pool, much like she enjoyed
watching Jameson work on the house or in the yard. Jameson had a delicately
sculpted body. She was not overly muscular, but when she moved certain ways,
Candace could note the lines of muscle definition in her back, abdomen, arms, and legs. Now that summer had fallen upon
them, Jameson had developed the hint of a golden tan. She was still fair, but
unlike Candace, when the sun kissed Jameson’s skin it left a lasting reminder
of its presence. There were moments that Candace found Jameson irresistible.
That was still a new sensation for the senator; one that she hoped would last
the rest of her life.


Jameson
stroked Candace’s hair while Candace continued to play with her breasts. Candace
flicked her tongue over the tip of one nipple while she rolled the other
between her fingers gently. This night would be soft. She wanted to make love
to Jameson, slowly, deliberately searching out every piece of flesh beneath
her. She lowered her other hand to Jameson’s thigh and brushed over it lightly
with her fingertips. Her kiss strayed from one nipple to the other sucking
gently, her teeth raking lightly over the
tips just enough to produce a visible shudder from Jameson’s body in response.


“Candace,”
Jameson called as softly as she could. Her voice was low and desperate. Candace lifted her mouth to Jameson’s lips and
kissed her slowly, taking the time to explore Jameson’s lips and tongue
thoroughly with her own. “Tell me, love,” Candace whispered. 


“I love
you so much,” Jameson nearly cried. 


Candace
smiled down at the woman beneath her. She caressed Jameson’s face and kissed
her again gently. “I love you, Jameson,” she said. “You know what I love?” she
asked. Jameson shook her head and bit her lip gently. “I love this little scar
right here,” Candace said, taking a moment to kiss the small scar that was left
as a reminder from Jameson’s mishap on the ladder at Christmas. “And, I love
this little freckle right here, right next to your ear,” Candace breathed in
Jameson’s ear. She kissed the freckle and then licked behind Jameson’s ear
slowly.


“Mm,”
Jameson moaned.


“I love
your eyes,” Candace said as she kissed both eyelids. “And your nose,” she said
nuzzling her nose against Jameson’s. “I love your mouth.” She traced Jameson’s
lips with a finger and then dropped her mouth over Jameson’s and kissed her
soundly. “So sweet,” she whispered. Candace let her fingers trace a slow trail
over Jameson’s throat to the swell of her breasts, which were heaving
noticeably. “I love this, kissing this,” Candace said as she allowed her kisses
to follow the trail her fingers had just blazed
down Jameson’s throat. She let her tongue dance over both breasts and circle
each of Jameson’s nipples. “I love this,” Candace said. She took Jameson’s
nipple into her mouth and Jameson gasped. Candace felt a jolt of excitement
pass through her body. She was beginning to struggle against the rising tide of
her own arousal. 


“Candace,”
Jameson sighed again, dropping her hands to Candace’s head and gently urging
her on.


“Mmmm,”
Candace moaned seductively. Jameson was spiraling in a swirling array of
sensations.  She had become lost in the emotions
Candace’s declarations and passionate touch evoked in her.


Candace
pulled back slightly, needing to calm the brewing storm within her veins.
Jameson’s words were echoing in her mind. “I love you so much that it hurts
some days.” The look in Jameson’s eyes, when she
spoke those words, had penetrated any remaining doubts Candace had about
their relationship. She looked down at Jameson and closed her eyes for a moment
to still her emotions.


Jameson
reached her Candace’s face. “Hey?” she called. “What’s wrong?”


Candace
opened her eyes and searched Jameson’s endlessly. “I love you so much it
hurts.” Jameson smiled and pulled Candace to her.  “I want you to know,” Candace said.


“I do,”
Jameson promised. She caressed Candace’s back as Candace rained kisses all
across Jameson’s abdomen until she reached her thighs. She lowered the boxer
shorts that Jameson was wearing with a questioning raise of her eyebrow.


“What?
You don’t find Wonder Woman sexy?” Jameson asked.


Candace
continued pulling off the bright red boxer shorts. “I find everything about you
sexy.” She looked up at Jameson affectionately before beginning a lazy ascent
up both of Jameson’s legs, kissing and caressing every inch of skin on her way.
“I love your legs,” Candace breathed seductively. “I love watching you swim in
that pool. I love watching you in the shower,” she said. Jameson was beginning
to feel lightheaded. Candace watched as her lover’s eyes grew dark with desire.
“I love feeling you beneath me,” she told Jameson. “Touching you, feeling you,
tasting you,” she said. She placed a feather-light kiss on Jameson’s leg and
inhaled deeply. “I love making love to you.”


Jameson
threw her head back when she felt Candace’s tongue begin to delicately trace
the outline of her center. “Oh, God!”


Candace’s
hands reached out and held Jameson’s. She savored her lover’s softness over and
over with her tongue, gliding back and forth and slipping inside for just a
second to tease Jameson into a frenzy. Jameson’s hips were beginning to gyrate
and arch in desperation. Candace slowed her pace. “Relax,” she said. “Just feel
me.” Jameson felt Candace’s thumbs both brush over the tops of her hands. Candace’s
tender exploration gradually increased in intensity. She finally curled her
tongue around the soft bud that always sent Jameson soaring. She circled
Jameson’s clit again and again, tasting it, flicking it lightly until Jameson’s
body began to grow tense. “Relax, love,” she called to Jameson, tightening her
grasp on her lover’s hands. She returned to her task with fervor, moaning at
the multitude of sensations that besieged her senses. The soft wetness of
Jameson’s excitement mixed with the heat of her mouth and tongue. Candace felt
a steady stream of tremors beginning to flutter in her core. She felt Jameson
shift slightly and allowed Jameson’s leg to slip between her thighs. Her lips
wrapped around Jameson’s clit and she sucked firmly as Jameson pressed against
her.


“Oh…Candace!”
Jameson cried out, no longer concerned who might hear them.


Candace
felt Jameson’s body rise and fall and
struggled to keep her in place as they crested and fell together repeatedly.
She wanted to cry out, but she resisted, desiring to draw out Jameson’s release
as long as she could. Jameson’s body was quaking with such power that Candace
was finally compelled to pull away and hold her lover. “I’m right here,” she
promised, cradling Jameson in her arms as a series of aftershocks coursed
through her lover.  Slowly, Candace’s
breathing returned to normal, a satisfying tingling still traveling up and down
her body. She pulled Jameson closer. “And, I love this,” Candace whispered.


“What?”
Jameson panted.


“Holding
you close after we make love,” Candace said honestly.


Jameson
labored to take a full breath. She laid her head on Candace’s breast and
sighed. She was happily spent. “I’m glad
because I think you might be in this position for a while,” Jameson chuckled.
Candace kissed Jameson’s head. “You think they heard us?” Jameson asked a bit
sheepishly.


“I
think they might have heard you in Jonah’s old tent,” Candace said. She felt
Jameson’s head burrow into her chest and laughed. “It’s okay. They’ll probably
just think you were in trouble.”


“Yeah,
I’m sure,” Jameson mumbled. “Maybe you should gag me next time you want to make
love and your kids are here.”


“Your
mother is across the hall,” Candace reminded her lover with a chuckle. Jameson
groaned in embarrassment. “I can do that when we have company if you like,”
Candace said. “I didn’t think you Republicans were into such daring endeavors.”


“What
are you talking about?” Jameson asked.


 “You’ve been holding out on me,” Candace said.
“Your mom told me.”


“My mom
has no idea about my sex life,” Jameson said.


“She
might now,” Candace giggled. Jameson groaned. “I meant your political
affiliation. How come you never told me you were a Republican?” Candace asked.


“Would
it have mattered?” Jameson wondered.


“No. I
seem to have a thing for lesbian lunatics; party affiliation doesn’t matter,
just the lunacy and the lesbian are prerequisites.”


Jameson
chuckled. “Good to know. And, I didn’t tell you because I’m not.”


“Not a
lunatic or not a lesbian?” Candace asked. “Have to make sure we check the right
boxes.”


“Not a
Republican. I never was.”


“What?”
Candace asked.


“I had
my friend make up the card. I never voted at home, so she never knew the
difference. I just like to let her think I went to the wild side.”


Candace
snickered. “Jameson, you may be the only person I have ever heard refer to the
Republican Party as the wild side….Your
poor mother thinks you’re an elephant.”


“Well,
I know I’ve put on a few pounds,” Jameson was interrupted by a pinch to her
back side. “Ouch!”


“Behave,”
Candace said with a yawn.


“I
think you should do it; run for governor.”


“Really?”



“Yep.”


“Why do
you think that?” Candace asked.


“Because….I
think you’d be terrific. And, imagine living in that house!” Jameson said.


Candace
smiled. “So it’s all about the house?”


“No.
That’s just a bonus,” Jameson said through a yawn. “It’s up to you.”


“No,
it’s up to both of us. I’m not going into anything unless you are comfortable
with it,” Candace said. “I promise you that.”


“Hey. Just
out of curiosity…”


“Hum?”
Candace replied. Jameson was rubbing slow circles on her belly and it was
putting her to sleep.


“Would
you want me to?”


“To
what?” Candace asked groggily.


“Propose.”


“Of
course,” Candace yawned.


Jameson
smiled. “Good to know,” she said, sensing that Candace was almost asleep. “What
would you say if I did?”


“What?”


“Propose,”
Jameson explained. There was no reply. “Candace?” Jameson pulled up slightly
and shook her head. “Of all the times to fall asleep.” 


***


“I think J.D thinks your mom is
God,” Rick laughed. “Want to see if we can wake them up now?”


Marianne
jabbed her husband. “I need therapy.”


***


“Well, I think you lost your
Republican daughter. That sounded like conversion to me,” Maureen laughed.


“Is
that your theory?” Jameson’s father laughed.


“What’s
yours?”


“Torture,”
Duncan Reid answered. Maureen’s eyes flew open. “Safer.”


“For
whom?” she asked.


“Me,”
he said. “I need to sleep.”


***


“Shell?” Jonah asked as his
sister approached the small fire that he, Toby, and Doug were sitting around.


“Yeah.”


“I
thought you were bunking down with Liz for the night.”


“We
came out here to see if you were still awake,” she said as Toby’s wife took a
seat between his legs.


“Why?”
Jonah asked.


“I
think Mom killed J.D.”


“What?”
Jonah asked. Toby, Doug, and Liz started laughing. “What am I missing?”


“Umm.
Good thing they can’t procreate if they don’t want to have kids,” Michelle
said.


Jonah’s
eyes grew wide. “Oh, God.”


“More
like Oh, Candace,” Liz laughed.


“Oh
no,” Toby chuckled.


“Oh
yes!” Michelle howled loudly into the night.


***


“What the hell was that?” Jameson
startled at a sound from the yard. 


 “Ask me in the morning,” Candace mumbled.


“What?”


“Whatever
you are mumbling about,” Candace said. “Ask me in the morning.”


“I was
trying to ask you to marry me,” Jameson mumbled under her breath. “Before you
passed out and I was so rudely interrupted by some howling creature.” Jinx
chose that moment to jump on the bed and nestle against Candace. “Well, I managed
to convince her to get you so anything is possible,” Jameson surmised, closing
her eyes and snuggling closer to her lover. 


Candace
opened one eye and looked down at her lover. “So easy,” she mused silently,
trying not to laugh. She closed her eyes again and took a deep breath, feeling
a sense of completion and happiness with Jameson in her arms. “I love you, you
lunatic,” she said softly. “Ask me in the morning,” she chuckled. 



 

THE END


To Be Continued in Solid Foundations
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