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   Synopsis:
 
    
 
   Trish Dalton has put her wild, adventurous days behind her. She's grown up and settled down in her veterinarian practice she built from the ground up, but a secret part of her misses the untamed woman she used to be.  Now her life is quiet, safe, and a little bit lonely.  
 
   When her sister surprises her with a gift--a singles retreat at a yoga studio in the Rocky mountains--Trish is reluctant to go.  While most of her happiest memories were in the Rockies, she isn't into granola-crunchy stuff and has never done yoga in her life.  She also doesn't know if she's ready to brave a romantic relationship with anyone.
 
   But the yoga studio is nothing like she imagined, and when she meets the owner of the studio--a gorgeous, exciting woman named Kennedy--Trish begins to feel stirrings of her younger, wilder self waking up.  Against the backdrop of snowy mountains and amidst the howling of unseen wolves, the attraction between the two women continues to grow until Trish is met with a choice: give in to her attraction or regret this trip the rest of her life.
 
   But Kennedy has a few secrets, secrets that Trish is about to discover...
 
   A WOLF FOR VALENTINE'S DAY is a light-hearted, steamy romance.  It is approximately 22,000 words. 
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   “Seriously, Trish—no one wants to spend Valentine's Day alone!”
 
   I stare at my sister with narrowed eyes as I try very, very hard to concentrate on taking deep breaths.  I count to ten.  I only make it to four before Jackie crosses her arms in front of her, puts on her classic big-sister-pout and goes for broke:  “we all know you're still going to be single on Valentine's Day anyway,” she tells me with a shrug.  “So, really, why not make the best of it?”
 
   Five, I count carefully in my head, feeling steam pour of my ears.  Six...
 
   “Jackie,” I say then, applauding myself internally for how utterly calm I sound.  “It's Christmas Day.”  I gesture around to the mound of torn wrapping paper and ribbon strewn around us, Jackie's kids busily trying to hack into the packaging for a brand new Tonka truck with blunt safety scissors, our mother already passed out on the couch, her glass of sherry beside her on the side table.  I shift my weight uncomfortably in my seat, wishing I'd had the foresight to pour myself a glass of sherry.  “This is really the last day anyone should be thinking about Valentine's Day,” I mutter with a sigh.  
 
   I glance down again at the last present I just unwrapped, peeling off the ribbon and bow from the small envelope with mounting trepidation.  “Merry Christmas, Trish!” is scrawled across the top of the envelope in a red, glittery gel pen, in my sister's characteristic uber-neat penmanship.  
 
   I had, of course, reason to be dreading what might be inside that innocent-looking envelope.  Historically, gifts from my sister that come in envelopes are, shall we say,  unique.
 
   There was, for example, the time that she thought I'd been “packing on the pounds,” (her “trying to be helpful” words, not mine), and she'd signed me up for this crazy Swedish gym downtown where they tried to sweat weight off of you by making you take five-hour long saunas while drinking glass after glass of salt water.  “What?” she'd asked me defensively when I opened the envelope, read the gift certificate and my jaw fell open.  “It's all the rage in Sweden!” she'd told me.  
 
   There was that time that she'd gotten me a gift certificate for a “night with the polar bears” at the local zoo, because—and I quote my sister here—“you're a vet!  You love animals!”  It's true—I do love animals.  But what I thought was a fund-raising gala at the zoo was an actual night with the polar bears, where a few brave souls were supposed to spend the night in the enclosure with the polar bears to try to set some sort of record for a “man versus bear” television show.  
 
   There was also that time my sister gave me a gift certificate to an exotic animal pet store that mostly sold monkeys, because, again, “I love animals.”  
 
   As you can see, my sister has good intentions.
 
   Sort of.
 
   She's just really not good at giving gifts.
 
   So what I have in my hands today is another gift certificate.  But this one isn't to a monkey store or for a night with polar bears or for hours and hours of sauna time.  
 
   No.  Somehow, this one is a little worse.
 
   Because I now hold a gift certificate that reads:  “good for three nights at Rainbow Yoga's Annual Valentine's Day Singles Retreat!”
 
   “Oh, Jackie,” I tell her with a little grimace.  And then, because I'm not sure how to word this properly, I rise, making a beeline for the kitchen and the open bottle of sherry.
 
   “Trish, seriously, I really thought you'd be thrilled!” says my sister with a huff, following me through the swinging doors into the kitchen.  I can tell she's pissed at me—her long ponytail is tossed over her shoulder, and she's twirling her finger through it like she used to do when I got gum stuck to something she loved when we were younger, or when I read her pink diary when she was in high school.  But my sister isn't that person anymore—and I'm no longer the little sister who wreaked havoc on her My Little Pony collection with safety scissors.  
 
   We're both grown adults, and we both have very different lives to lead.
 
   Like my sister.  Who's soccer mom extraordinaire.  She's wearing a velour track suit right now, a headband in her hair, because after we all came to mom's house for Christmas breakfast, Jackie informed us that she's going to go jogging before Christmas brunch because “she has someone to watch the kids.”  My sister who brought her yoga mat with her to our Christmas day festivities, because she said she needed to squeak in some time for yoga today while she was here.  
 
   I'm surprised she didn't bring her mobile scrapbooking unit along with her.
 
   We stare at each other across the kitchen island as I pour two glasses of sherry.  I raise an eyebrow and slide one of the glasses across the granite counter top toward Jackie.
 
   “You and I both know you're still going to be single in February,” she sniffs, picking up the glass and narrowing her eyes as she glares at me.  “I was just trying to be helpful.”
 
   I take a very deep breath.
 
   “Helpful,” I repeat, downing the glass of sherry in one burning gulp.  “Jackie...” I say, taking another deep breath and setting the glass down on the counter.  I shake my head, not entirely certain how to phrase what—to me, at least—is painfully obvious.  I settle on:  “while I very much appreciate the gesture, it's not exactly helpful that you want to help your 'pathetic' sister get a girl because you don't think I'm capable of that myself.”  I wrap my fingers tightly around the stem of the sherry glass and raise an eyebrow.
 
   “I would never say pathetic,” Jackie tells me with a shake of her head, her ponytail flopping over her shoulder again as she twirls it around her finger, her frown deepening.  “It's definitely a little sad,” she tells me innocently, “but not pathetic.”
 
   “How is it your place to try to fix this?  As if I even want it to be fixed?” I tell her, tapping my fingernails on the counter.  “I like being single,” I tell her then fiercely, holding up my hand when she starts to argue.  “Do you even know how many hours I put in every week at my job?  Being a veterinarian isn't some nice little sit-com where I sit around and pet puppies and kitties all day,” I tell her, feeling my words sharpen.  “I don't have time for—”
 
   “Like you're going any younger?” my sister snaps at me.  “Trish, you're thirty-five!  When was the last time you were on a date?”
 
   “When was the last time it was any of your concern?” I ask her, folding my arms in front of me obstinately.
 
   “It isn't!” she admits, which actually surprises me.  Jackie seems subdued for a solid five seconds before she rallies, leaning forward, blustering at me:  “But whatever about the fact that it's a singles retreat!  God knows the yoga will do you good!”
 
   At that I actually chuckle.  “Jackie,” I tell her, softening as I come around the counter.  I take my sister by the shoulders and give her a tiny, good natured shake.  “I am the last person in the world who's ever wanted to try yoga.”  I let her go, running a hand through my short brown hair.  I shrug a little, lean back on the counter.  “Where is this place, anyway...this Rainbow Yoga center?”  I lift my brow as I say the name and try not to smile.
 
   “It's in Boulder, Colorado,” my sister tells me smugly, leaning back on the counter, too.  When I glance at her with raised eyebrows, she shrugs.  “I had David pay for it before we got our divorce back in October,” she tells me, her head to the side, her eyes flashing with the familiar impishness that my sister has always been practically famous for.
 
   I snort at that.  “Really?  You had your ex-husband pay for my Christmas present?”  I consider the envelope, lifting up the sherry glass again, ready for another refill.
 
   “Yeah, well, we all know what was happening with him and his secretary, and I wanted a little payback for all that,” she tells me with another shrug, leaning into her elbows on the counter.  
 
   For a long moment, neither of us says anything as we both stare down at the envelope.
 
   “Boulder, Colorado,” I tell her again, voice soft and wistful as I stare out the kitchen window at the sturdy palm tree in the backyard, waving its palm fronds in the warm Christmas day breeze.  “Boulder, Colorado,” I repeat, “in February.”
 
   “I know how much you love snow.  That's one thing I do know,” Jackie tells me with a small smile, bumping her shoulder gently against mine.  “I'm sorry—I didn't mean to imply you were pathetic.  Honest,” she says then, biting her lip.  “I really was trying to be helpful.  I can't ever tell if you're telling the truth when you tell me that you're too busy for a girlfriend, or if you're...really not that busy, but you're just not getting out there.  You're not a big sister,” she tells me, shaking her head.  “It's my job to worry about these kinds of things.”
 
   I sigh, filling up our glasses again.  “I'm not lying to you,” I promise her.  “I really am too busy for any kind of relationship commitment right now.”
 
   But even as the words come out of my mouth, I can feel the lie sour.  
 
   It's true—I'm definitely busy.  
 
   But it's not the whole truth.
 
   I open the envelope again, stare down at the gift certificate, taking out the brochure for the place.  Rainbow Yoga.  It's probably full of hippie women and tie dye and people talking about feelings all the time...which isn't bad.  It's just not my scene.  I'm the science lady.  I sigh a little, take a deep breath, open the brochure.  
 
   “The gift certificate comes with free massages, three organic meals a day—I mean, it's nice, sis,” Jackie promises me, peering at the brochure over my shoulder.  “I mean, you could go to the retreat and not even do a bit of yoga if you didn't want to.”  I can hear the familiar wheedling tone in her voice, the type of tone she's notorious for using when she's trying to manipulate someone into doing something.  
 
   “It's not that I'm not grateful for this,” I tell her with a big sigh.  “And I'm pretty pleased that you had that asshole pay for it,” I tell her with a wink as I slide the brochure back into the envelope.  “And I love you,” I tell her, leaning over and squeezing my sister tightly around the shoulders.  “But yoga...a singles retreat...even the very word retreat.”  I run my fingers through my hair again nervously, shake my head.  “I mean, it's all moot.  I probably couldn't get the time off from my practice, honestly—we've been swamped with new clients.  And the thought was very nice,” I tell her again, smiling half-heartedly, “but it's just not...really my scene.”
 
   Jackie taps the envelope with a finger and slides it across the space between us on the counter to rest beside my elbow.  “Just do me a favor and think about it, okay?” she tells me with a small smile.  “After all, like you said—it's a long way to Valentine's Day.  You have time to think about it.  No need to make any decisions right this very minute.”
 
   We toast each other with the sherry and drink it down, while Bing Crosby sings about White Christmases on one of the balmiest Christmas days West Palm Beach, Florida, has ever seen.
 
   She's right.  Valentine's Day is a long ways off.  And it was really nice of Jackie to do this for me.  But now's not the time to think about it.  Valentine's Day is almost two months away.  I don't have to decide now.
 
   So I put it out of my mind.
 
    
 
   ---
 
    
 
   “Miss Dalton,” says Elizabeth, knocking loudly on my office door.  “Can I have a moment?” she asks me, her brows up.
 
   I glance up from the myriad spreadsheets I'm trying to make sense of on my laptop.  My eyes are practically crossed, and when I look up at my secretary, standing in my office doorway, all I really see is blurred numbers instead of her warm, kind face.
 
   “What's up, Elizabeth?” I ask her, rubbing at my eyes and leaning back in my desk chair.  Elizabeth flicks on the overhead light in my office, and I wince down in the chair, not a little unlike a vampire exposed to too much sunlight.
 
   “You've been at it for hours,” Elizabeth tells me gently, taking in the papers strewn across the desk, the multiple cups of cold coffee sitting by my elbow and my hunched back.  I try to lean back a little against the chair, but wince again—God, my back is killing me.  “It's Sunday evening, Miss Dalton,” says Elizabeth with a sigh.  “Aren't you hungry?  Don't you want a break?”
 
   My secretary is in her fifties, is full of vinegar when I need her to be, and sugar the rest of the time.  But right now, I can tell that there's more than an ounce of vinegar in her tone.  She only ever calls me “Miss Dalton” when she's being firm.  “No, Elizabeth, I'm fine—really,” I promise her with a long sigh, opening the top drawer of my desk to rifle through the takeout menus for another quick dinner option.  “I have to go through all of this billing's cycle, and—”
 
   “What you really need to do is to hire an assistant,” says Elizabeth, shaking her head and placing her hands on her hips in her patented no-nonsense manner.  “I'm serious.  You're the veterinarian.  It's your job to take care of the patients, not their many, many charts.  An assistant can do that for you, and you'll get some hours of your life back.  It's a win-win,” she tells me, raising a single brow.
 
   “I keep meaning to hire one,” I tell her, which—even to my ears—sounds like a very lame excuse.  
 
   “Well, good, because I already put an ad in the paper about it,” says Elizabeth, her head to the side as she smiles widely at me.
 
   I drop the stack of takeout menus back in the drawer and sigh.  “Is this a hostile takeover?” I ask her with a wink.  Elizabeth shakes her head, and then she sets something down in front of me on my desk.
 
   Suddenly, I don't feel so hungry anymore.
 
   “Your sister called,” says Elizabeth blandly, tapping the envelope still marked with “Merry Christmas!”  
 
   “And?” I ask her, not touching the envelope.
 
   “She asked me to come into your office and set this down in front of you and, I quote her directly here, 'give you a meaningful look.'”  Elizabeth stares down at me with one brow raised over the edge of her glasses, her arms folded in front of her.  “So, I've given you the meaningful look.  And I've called ahead for the plane tickets and to make sure your room was still reserved at the, ah, Rainbow Yoga place,” she tells me, her eyes twinkling.  
 
   “I really can't go,” I splutter.  “You know my hands are tied.  I have appointments all next week,” I tell her, gesturing to my calendar, heavily marked with sharpie and actually stapled to my office wall.
 
   “Lucky for you, I cleared them all.  And, anyway, Margaret wanted more clients,” says Elizabeth, naming the veterinarian I just hired.  “There's no reason in the world you shouldn't go to this,” she tells me.  “It'll be nice!”
 
   “I have a reason for you,” I tell Elizabeth, shaking my head.  “And it's really the most obvious one.”  I hold up a single finger.  “I don't like yoga!  I mean, I've never done it in my entire life!”  I shrug a little, flustered.  “Honestly, I don't know the first thing about yoga!  Who the hell doesn't know a single thing about yoga and goes to a yoga retreat?”
 
   Elizabeth shrugs.  “There's a first time for everything, right?  Your plane leaves tomorrow.  If you'll go,” she tells me, rocking back on her heels, her head to the side as she considers me.  “On a nice vacation,” she says, enunciating each word, her eyes narrowing, “that's been already paid for...”  She trails off.
 
   Elizabeth has been my assistant for as long as I've been a vet.  She knows me backwards and forwards and knows exactly how hard to push, and exactly when to let me make my own decisions.
 
   I stare down at the envelope.  Admittedly, it would be utterly stupid not to go—I know that.  My sister had her ex-husband pay for this, she really was thinking of my best interests, and there's absolutely no law that says that, once I get there, I have to do a single second of yoga.  I could spend the entire time getting massages, ordering in room service, taking in the beautiful snow and city...
 
   It'd be stupid not to go.  
 
   I sigh, running a hand through my hair as I prop my elbows up on my desk and grin at my secretary.
 
   It's been a really long time since I took a vacation, after all...  
 
   “Okay.  Could you please send my sister a thank you card?  I guess I'll be seeing you next week,” I tell Elizabeth, and she casts me a knowing smirk and makes her way out of my office.
 
   Wow.  An actual vacation.  I stare at the pile of papers on my desk and lean back in my chair, feeling overwhelmed by the very thought.
 
   But everything will still be here when I get back, I remind myself.  
 
   That night I get home and pack my cold weather gear, surprised by how excited about this I'm actually becoming.  Now that I've convinced myself that I don't have to do a single minute's worth of yoga there—or spend any time with the other “singles” who will be at the retreat—I'm actually excited about the prospect of a vacation.
 
   Unfortunately, I don't actually have a lot of cold weather gear—it's been a long time since I took a vacation to someplace in the winter.  Usually people come to Florida for winter—people don't generally leave the balmy breezes and beaches of Florida when the rest of the country is a frozen ice box.
 
   So now that I've promised myself that I'm not going to do yoga—it's really, really just not my thing—I'm wondering what sort of skiing options are around Boulder.  I've never gone skiing, but it seems like it'd be my speed.  I drag my parka down from the attic and dig my snow boots out from under my bed (a really rotten place to keep them, actually, since my cat Reggie likes to stuff his millions of toy mice into them).  I pack my suitcase, and I leave it by the door.  I call my cat sitter and then go out and buy a case of Reggie's favorite wet food so that he's not too angry at me for leaving.  I cuddle with him on the couch, smoothing his fluffy black fur while he purrs in my arms, and I promise him that it's just a short trip, and I'll be back very soon.  This won't exactly help my case when I don't show up tomorrow and he gets Very Angry, but then Reggie forgives me after every trip.  Usually.
 
   I have everything set out, everything prepared, and I fall into my bed utterly exhausted.
 
   And, the next morning, I promptly sleep through my alarm.
 
   I honestly haven't taken a vacation in...well.  Let's see.  Okay, so I can't actually remember the last time I took a vacation, which goes to show you that I really am in need of one.  I'm so tired from all of the constant work that piles up at our little clinic that the very first moment of vacation—this morning—I sleep right past the annoying buzzer of my alarm, blaring about six inches away from my head.
 
   My sister was right.  I really do need a vacation.
 
   I finally get up, my ears ringing with the alarm sounds, exactly an hour and a half before my plane is supposed to take off.  In a pure and total panic, I leap out of bed, into my jeans and t-shirt and light jacket I'd laid out the night before, and after kissing Reggie's furry little head, I'm sprinting out of the house with one shoe on and one shoe off, hopping on one foot as I try to put the other shoe on, dragging my suitcase behind me.  
 
   I speed pretty badly on the way to the airport, but thankfully there doesn't seem to be many cops out today.  I get through security, running like the Devil himself is on my heels as I bolt toward my gate.  
 
   And I'm the last person through.
 
   “You're lucky,” the flight attendant tells me, holding the door for me so that I can trot down the ramp and into the airplane.  The flight attendant is a pretty thing, tall and blonde, with a sideways smile on as she actually winks at me.  
 
   That smile and wink are the most action I've gotten in...again...well...  Let's just say a very long time.  As I pull my suitcase behind me, I feel a smile come over my face, like sunshine spilling out from behind a bank of clouds.  
 
   I'm not the type to believe in luck or good omens, or, really, anything like that.  But a pretty blonde flight attendant winking at me has got to be a good sign, right?  I'd be stupid to ignore that, just like I would have been stupid, I realize, not to come on this trip.  
 
   Once I sit down in the airplane and buckle myself in, I take out the brochure from my purse where I packed it, the one for the Rainbow Yoga place.  It's a nice brochure, cleanly designed—surprisingly, it doesn't give off a very new age-y vibe, which I would have assumed from the name of the place.  I wonder, in the back of my head, if maybe (just maybe) my assumptions about this place are wrong.  
 
   I definitely have a bad habit of assuming things about places and people, but...come on.  Rainbow Yoga?  The very name conjures a place in my head full of sprouts and hemp and...that sort of stuff.  And not that there's anything wrong with that...
 
   I put on my headphones, listen to my favorite classical music mix as the plane takes off.  I know that I'm stuck in my ways and the way that I like things to be.  I know that I don't usually go out of my comfort zone much at all anymore.  And I'm definitely not going to do a minute's worth of yoga while I'm there, but...if I'm being honest, I'm pretty curious about the place, actually.
 
   I lean back in my seat, and I fall asleep again, because—hey—I'm on vacation.
 
   I wake up with a start as we touch down in Denver, Colorado.  I can't believe that I actually slept through the entire plane ride and descent, but I must have been pretty tired.  The plane taxis and docks successfully, and when the “fasten seat belts” sign goes off, I stand, stretching overhead, working at the knots in my shoulders with my fingers.  I take down my carry-on from the overhead bin, realizing as I do so that I'll have to take a cab all the way to Boulder from Denver.  My mind's starting to go a million miles a minute as I consider my options.
 
   I head out of the secure area of the airport into the regular section, and as I do, I'm struck by the fact that I haven't been to Denver in a very long time.  I used to like coming to Colorado for the hiking—I loved the mountains here—and I came about twice a year just for the experience, staying at little hotels that were total holes in the wall, but that were close to some of the best hiking trails. 
 
   I realize, a little uncomfortably, that I haven't done that in years.  That, honestly, I haven't let myself take time just for me in years.  It's all work, all the time, in my life and that's great—it pays the bills.  
 
   But sometimes, in the back of my head, I realize that years and years of my life are passing by without any real enjoyment anymore.  I'm stuck in my ways, I know, but if I was being really honest with myself...I'm afraid of trying new things.  I'm not as tenacious or resilient as I was when I was teenager or even in my early twenties.  I was so outgoing and excited about everything and had this real zest for life...  
 
   But then a lot of things happened to me in my twenties.  I lost my father.  I broke up with the girl I thought I'd love forever.  I went to school to become a vet.  Hard things, all of them, that forced me to realize that life wasn't all journeys and adventures, like I'd previously imagined.  
 
   But I know I've gone to pretty much the other extreme.  My life used to be all fun, and now?  
 
   Now it's all work.  
 
   I've never been particularly good at “balance.”
 
   As I walk down the big, bright hallway of the airport, pulling my silent suitcase behind me, I know without a doubt that my sister was right.  I really do need this weekend.  I might just spend the whole time eating and watching shows on cable...but even if that's all I do, it'll be the most I've let myself relax in a very long time.
 
   And that alone will be worth it.
 
   As I'm walking toward the far entrance to the airport, I'm heading toward the wall of drivers holding signs with scribbled names and people waiting for their loved ones to arrive.  What surprises me is that, in that whole muddle of people and signs...I spot my name.
 
   I stop in front of the tall woman with long, red hair holding the sign with my name on it, a clearly lettered “Trisha Dalton.”  She's dressed in a traditional chauffeur's uniform, and is wearing shades (inside the building) beneath her smart, black cap.  
 
   “Trisha Dalton?” the woman asks me, tilting her head to the side as she pushes her glasses down to the edge of her nose with a warm smile.
 
   I glance up at the woman in surprise.  “Yes?” I tell her, suddenly sure she's looking for another Trisha Dalton.
 
   “Wonderful!  I'm Reese Edwards—I'm from the Rainbow Yoga Retreat Center, here to pick you up?”
 
   I stare at the woman, blinking.  “Wow...sorry...” I tell her, scrambling.  “I...uh, I didn't know there'd be anyone here for me,” I tell her while Reese bends forward, picking up my suitcase easily.
 
   “That's an oversight on our part,” she tells me warmly.  “Your secretary was in conversation with us, but we've never spoken with you ourselves, it seems.  Your sister, Jacqueline Dalton, purchased the exclusive elite package for this weekend for you, so it comes with a lot of...perks,” she tells me, her smile warming even more as she tilts her head to the side and angles it toward the door.  “Shall we?  Do you have any baggage to pick up?”
 
   “No, I just brought this one suitcase with me,” I tell her with a small shrug, my mind reeling.  
 
   Elite package?  Perks?
 
   “Oh, fine!  Well, let's get started—it's about an hour and forty to the retreat center, and I want to get you there before sundown!”  She turns smartly on her heel and begins to move smoothly out of the airport like the building's about to catch fire.
 
   Okay, so I think I should send my sister more than just a thank you card as I race after the tall chauffeur.  Seriously—what kind of yoga retreat sends a chauffeur?
 
   Outside on the curb waiting for us is a big, black town car.  Reese sets my suitcase in the trunk, and then holds the back door of the car open for me.  
 
   I slide inside, and she shuts it behind me.
 
   The car's nice—a really plush interior with soft, smooth jazz playing on the speakers overhead—but I've got a lot of questions.
 
   “So, what's this place like?” I ask Reese when she gets into the driver's seat, shutting the door and buckling her seat belt.
 
   “Rainbow Yoga?” she asks me, glancing mischievously into the rear view mirror and smiling back at me.  “Oh, Rainbow Yoga is a very special place.”
 
   And that's pretty much all I'm able to get out of her for the rest of the ride.  She keeps evading all of my questions with polite deference and maddening nonchalance.  I know I've probably misjudged this place, but seriously!  I've never heard of a retreat center that would send a town car an hour and forty minutes to pick up a single participant.  That's just crazy, no matter what kind of exclusive package my sister got me.  
 
   It's afternoon in Denver, and the sun slicing through the clouds and back lighting the mountains is sublime.  It's been such a long time since I saw those beautiful Rockies, and they still take my breath away, even after all these years.
 
   I remember when I was a teenager.  I was so sick of how flat Florida is, was so sick of its torturous heat in the summer, how everything was old with peeling paint and kitschy in an often sad way.  I wanted to leave Florida as soon as I could.  I had what my mother called an “itchy foot.”  I wanted to travel the world, see everything that could be seen...and, after all that, I actually wanted to end up living in Colorado.  
 
   I never really told many people of my plan, but it was firmly planted in my head.  Only Jackie knew about it, my sister keeping it a secret because she knew how precious it was to me, this eventuality.  This dream.  
 
   And then I got together with Clare.
 
   Clare wanted to move out to Colorado, too, which is what we first started talking about when we met: our mutual love for the mountains.  Clare was just as passionate about animals as I was, I learned, and she wanted to start a farm, raise sheep in Colorado, maybe eventually get some horses.  As the days passed, as I fell more and more in love with Clare, I realized that I wanted to do all of that with her, beside her.  Together.
 
   I blink, taking a deep breath.  As we drive towards the mountains, I watch the peaks loom closer and closer, leaving the bright lights and tall buildings of Denver behind us.  I really didn't think that this trip would make me so nostalgic.  I thought, after all, that this would just be a vacation.  But it's dredging up all these old thoughts and feelings...all these old dreams that I stifled, over time, purposefully forgetting them.
 
   Don't get me wrong—I love my job.  I love being a vet, and I love my clients.  I have my favorite animals and people who come in to the office and examining rooms every single day and make that day brighter.  I love taking care of animals, love helping them, love easing pain, and love helping their people.  Even on the hardest days where I have to assist someone to make the difficult decision to let a loved, furred friend move on in peace, I cherish the knowledge I have, my practice and what I'm capable of.  
 
   But staying in Florida was never something I thought I'd do.  I came back to my hometown of West Palm Beach after college, and I thought I'd move elsewhere, set up my practice in a different city, a different state.  But when I came back home...that was that.  It was like my whole life suddenly had a nice, easy road map attached to it, a set path that I'd follow until the day I die.
 
   And I was totally okay with that.  I mean, I am okay with that.  Usually.
 
   I'm just tired.  I know that.  I'm overworked and I don't get out and do anything fun.  When I get back home, I'll make that change.  I'll start to run again.  Heck, maybe I'll even get back out on the dating scene.  Maybe that'd be...nice.  
 
   As I watch the mountains come closer, I feel myself relax back into the plush seats of the car.  It's pretty excessive and ridiculously luxurious, to be in the back seat of a chauffeured car, but I'd be lying if I said I wasn't enjoying it.
 
   When was the last time I let someone else take the wheel?  
 
   The skies darken as we begin the drive up the closest mountain.  The hair pin turns on the road are executed professionally, and I don't feel jostled around in the back of the car at all.  The high cliffs surrounding us and the steep drop offs are enough to turn anyone's stomach, but it's getting dark, so I don't need to look too closely at any of them, instead staring out of the windshield at the pavement illuminated by the headlights.  
 
   When we turn off the main road (if that collection of severe curves could have even been considered a main road), and onto a gravel drive, I sit up straight in the back seat.  I can't wait to catch that first glimpse of Rainbow Yoga, because now?  Now I realize that I really don't have any idea what to expect.
 
   Between the tall firs, I begin to see bits of light ahead.  It's hard to make out exactly what I'm seeing in the twilight on the mountains, so I sit back in my seat and do my best to drum up a little more patience.
 
   And then, finally, Reese pulls up in front of Rainbow Yoga.
 
   “Welcome!” she tells me brightly over her shoulder.  She gets out of her seat, shutting the driver's side door firmly behind her.
 
   I stare up at the place.
 
   Wow.  Very, very nice.
 
   The gorgeous, sprawling house is essentially one enormous log cabin, the walls made of beautiful logs that, to my limited knowledge, look hand-hewn.  The retreat center has huge, floor-to-ceiling length windows that take in the purple light of dusk on the mountain.  I can see a fire burning in an enormous stone fireplace inside, and the wooden chandeliers overhead—everything's very rustic—are turned low.  The lighting inside the building, from what I can see, is all turned low, actually, sort of setting the mood.  Probably setting it for romance (it is a singles retreat), which makes me have a little trepidation, butterflies fluttering in my stomach, but then I remind myself again: I'm probably staying in my room relaxing all weekend.
 
   And, even if I wasn't, the likelihood of a single lesbian showing up to this thing—besides me—is really improbable.  In the “totally not going to happen” category, actually.
 
   Reese opens the door for me, and I step out of the car, wincing as I stand upright—my back's been bothering me for weeks now.  She takes the suitcase out of the trunk, and then turns to smile at me.  “Shall we?” she asks, and we both start up the wide, wooden steps toward the big glass front doors.  
 
   Even with all of the enormous windows and the wide open views of the mountains, the place actually looks cozy.  Maybe it's the roaring fire in the reception area, or the warm, plush couches that look so soft I want to sink down into them.  The warmth, coupled with the splendor of the outdoors, is so gratifying and soul-satisfying that I can feel any remaining tension I had in me about the weekend begin to dissipate.  
 
   Reese sets my bag down beside me, reaches forward and taps the bell on the oak counter.  She tips her hat to me with her wide smile, and turns on her heel, heading back outside and to the car.  
 
   I shiver a little, drawing my coat closer about me.  It was miserably cold outside, but the snow...the snow is beautiful...
 
   “Hello...you must be Trisha Dalton.”
 
   I turn at that warm, low voice, and I take a deep breath.
 
   A woman is striding down the corridor toward me, her full lips pulled up into a dazzling smile.  She's about as tall as I am, but that's about where our similarities end.  She's muscular and lithe, and both of these facts are made more than obvious by the fact that she's only wearing a deep blue sports bra and very clingy workout pants.  Her thick, red mane of hair is swept up in a messy ponytail, and her bright green eyes flecked with amber glitter as she smiles warmly at me.  
 
   God...she's so my type.  She's actually the type that my knees go completely weak for.  She has a sexy, upturned nose; a million freckles dotting her face; long lashes framing those brown-green eyes (with not a scrap of makeup anywhere to be seen) and she has such a perfectly kissable mouth.  Her lips, in fact, form the most sublime, sumptuous Cupid's bow I've ever seen.  But it's not just that.  She has this raw grace about her, this predatory ease in movement.  
 
   When she steps out from around the corner, moving toward me, it's like I'm looking at a wolf, prowling down the corridor to meet me.
 
   That's a weird metaphor, but it's the best I've got: she reminds me of a wolf.
 
   “Yes,” I tell her then, licking my dry lips because I realize she said “hello” about an entire minute ago, and I've been staring at her like I was born yesterday.  Which, I promise you, I wasn't.  “I'm Trisha Dalton, but everyone calls me Trish,” I tell her, sticking my hand out to her while I smile.  
 
   “I'm Kennedy Butler,” she tells me, voice low enough that I feel the purr of her words drift over my skin, making me shiver.  She smiles, tipping her head to the side, spreading her arms wide as she rocks back on her heels.  “It's my pleasure to welcome you, Trish, to my retreat center!  We're completely thrilled you could join us for this weekend.”
 
   “Wow...you own Rainbow Yoga?” I ask her, and her smile deepens coyly as she tilts her head back, her waterfall of red curls brushing back over her shoulder as she nods.
 
   “It's my pride and joy,” she tells me fiercely, and I can see that as her eyes move from me to drift over the reception area and the warm, inviting common room.  Her face shines as she takes in what I was just pretty impressed by.  Kennedy turns back to me, then, placing her hands on her curvy hips as her eyes now very deliberately travel up and down my body.
 
   I feel a zing of energy and attraction move through me at the speed of light.
 
   For a long moment, I just stand there blinking, but then speech and thought take over the primal physicality of my body that I've been reduced to.  
 
   This Kennedy Butler...I mean, wow.  She has so much authority and power radiating off of her, she's practically magnetic.  I can feel my body leaning toward her, actually, so I'm probably not that far off.
 
   I nervously shove my hand through my hair, making it probably stick up in a million different directions, like I just got shocked by static.  
 
   “So, what brings you to our retreat weekend?” Kennedy asks me warmly then, after she's stopped looking me up and down.  She leans backward on the front desk with her elbows so that her chest curves out toward me even more than it was already doing.
 
   Do not stare at her, Trish.  Do not stare.
 
   Technically, right this moment, I should be utterly honest with Kennedy.  I should tell her that my sister bought me this awesome weekend retreat package as a Christmas present.  I should tell her that I've never done yoga before, that it's my sister who's into yoga—not me.  Maybe I should even be so honest as to tell her that I didn't really want to come on this trip in the first place, that people had to talk me into it because I'm a workaholic.  And I don't know the first thing about yoga.  
 
   “I...I just...”  I take a deep breath, hold tightly to my purse strap.  “I just needed a vacation,” I tell her, letting out a little sigh.  
 
   Why didn't I tell her the truth?  
 
   “Well, we're really glad you're here,” says Kennedy, her head to the side again as she smiles at me, the warmth radiating off of her into me, making my shoulders lower a little, tension easing out of me by degrees.  
 
   So, I'm not exactly lying to Kennedy.  I really did need a vacation.  I'm just...not sharing the information that I've never done yoga before in my life.
 
   Because it doesn't matter.  After all, I'm not going to be doing a second of yoga while I'm here...
 
   “So, you've come in early,” she tells me, reaching behind the front desk and procuring an electronic tablet.  She wakes the thing up and scrolls through a document.  “Most of your fellow retreat attendees aren't arriving until tomorrow...so you practically have the place to yourself to relax, get settled in.”  Again she pins me with that bright, emerald gaze, making me go all weak in the knees as she gives me a super soft, indulgent smile.  
 
   I've got to remember—my sister bought me the super exclusive package.  Kennedy's probably just trying to make me feel at home.  She's probably, if I'm being honest, this nice to all of the retreat participants.  Why wouldn't she be?  
 
   But I can't help my attraction and everything that my body is feeling for Kennedy. 
 
   My sister—pretty bluntly—calls it “Need-to-get-laid-itis,” and I'm pretty familiar with the condition:  strong attraction to an obviously confidant, sexy-as-hell lady.  I get “Need-to-get-laid-itis” pretty infrequently, but when it comes on, it's strong and insistent.  But this is kind of different.  I'm very familiar with the fact that I get attracted to ladies pretty frequently.  I'm also highly aware of the fact that I don't have time for anything more than the most casual dating and hook-ups right now with how demanding my job has become.
 
   But, again...what I'm feeling towards Kennedy is kind of different.  Kennedy has a sort of animal magnetism to her movements and expressions and gorgeous body...it's true.  
 
   But what's also true is the fact that I'm drawn to her in the kind of way that I'm not usually drawn to anyone.
 
   Physical attraction is one thing.  Most people have physical attraction for specific attributes, and I know my type of lady through and through, the kind of woman who will make me weak in the knees, who makes my heart flutter.  But when I look at Kennedy, there's something so open and kind about her.  I've only been around her for a handful of moments, but she strikes me as someone who is big-hearted, fierce and courageous.  
 
   My heart that hasn't really cared about much these past few years, the heart that I very, very carefully concealed and hid away so that all of the pain of my past would feel less painful...begins to stir.
 
   It's really disconcerting, that feeling.  I don't honestly know if I like it.
 
   But it's happening, all the same.
 
   “Uh...”  I cough a little, feeling the floor begin to reel beneath me.  All I've been doing all day is sleeping, but I suddenly feel tremendously tired again.  Like everything is too much, the inside of the retreat center too warm, the lights overhead—even though they're dimmed—feel too bright on my eyes.
 
   And Kennedy is a little too much, standing right there in front of me, radiating that animal magnetism like sunshine.  
 
   “Um...my room?” I ask her, pushing my shoulders back a little, and standing straighter.  I want to sit down on something nice and soft and think about what's just happened to me.  “I'd love to see my room,” I tell her.
 
   But that's apparently not in the cards.
 
   “Let me check the list and see who you're rooming with,” Kennedy tells me, fixing me with that dazzling smile again as she pages to another document on her tablet, turning a little away from me.
 
   I blink.
 
   “Rooming?” I ask her, my heart rate increasing.  
 
   “Yes—since this is such an intimate singles retreat this weekend, we've really gone all out.  All of our instructors will be paired with each retreat participant, so that yoga can be done upon first waking, and when you get ready for bed,” she tells me, her head to the side.  Little wrinkles appear on her forehead as she frowns softly.  “Did you get a chance to read the web site information?  It explained all of this—the info was on the site when you registered—”
 
   “No, no...I didn't read the web site information,” I tell her, feeling suddenly very, very in over my head.
 
   I have the realization at the exact moment she looks up at me from the tablet with a wide smile.
 
   Oh, shit, I think, swallowing.  I'm going to have to do yoga.
 
   “You're going to be rooming with me!” she tells me triumphantly.
 
   I could never have expected this.
 
   Oh, shit, I think, paling.  Oh, shit.  Oh, shit.
 
   “How much yoga experience do you have, Trish?” she asks me, setting the tablet back under the front desk and taking me in once more, her eyes roaming over my body unabashedly.
 
   None.  Absolutely none, I think, panic beginning to set in.
 
   “Oh, you know...”  I tell her, turning my hand around and around as I try to figure out where the hell I'm going with this.  Tell her the truth, you idiot! I think.
 
   The phone behind the desk rings, and Kennedy holds up her finger with a bright smile.  “Five seconds—just let me get this.  The instructors are up at the summit of the mountain, preparing for this weekend, and I'm expecting a call from one of them,” she says, turning away from me.  She picks up the phone.  “Rainbow Yoga!” she purrs into the receiver.
 
   I back away from her, sitting down on the edge of one of the couches that I thought looked so comfortable a moment ago.  I was right—the big, red couch is very comfortable, practically sucking me down into it so that my body is completely held by a soft, warm cushion.  But it doesn't give me any comfort right now as I consider how, in a few short moments, I've gotten in completely over my head.
 
   Okay—what the hell was that?  Did I really not tell her the truth that I don't know the first thing about yoga?  
 
   So, I'm completely ashamed to admit it, but here it is:  I don't want to tell her that I'm painfully clueless.  It's absolutely stupid, I'll be the first person to say so, but I don't want to tell her that I'm a complete beginner and have no idea what I'm doing...I don't honestly want to be that vulnerable.  
 
   I know Kennedy's going to be rooming with me, for heaven's sake.  She's going to be my personal instructor.  Surely she'll realize immediately that I don't know the first thing about any of this, that I've never done a minute of yoga in my damn life...
 
   But, maybe...possibly...I take a deep breath and gulp.  
 
   Maybe I can fake it?
 
   Great, Trish—that's your plan?  I give a long sigh as I look out the windows at the big, dark storm clouds, rolling in over the mountains.  A couple of heavy, thick flakes drift past the window, and in a few moments, it's hard to see the big, tall spruce tree located a few feet away from the back sliding glass door of the retreat center because of the flurry of snow descending from the sky.
 
   Okay.  So, yoga, I think to myself furiously.  How hard can it possibly be?
 
   I have absolutely no experience with yoga other than seeing some sitcom characters do it, the visuals of people doing yoga in commercials and passing a yoga studio on my way to work every day, women coming out of the studios with their hair up in ponytails, holding on to their yoga bags and to-go coffee cups and chatting together.  
 
   I used to run a few years ago, and running is pretty hardcore.  In comparison of running, how hardcore can yoga possibly be?
 
   Kennedy gets off the phone, comes out from behind the front desk and crosses the space between us, moving her lithe limbs like she's stalking me, a gorgeous, lethal predator with prey in its sights.  I don't know why Kennedy gives me that impression, but her movements are so animalistic, so free and fierce.
 
   I swallow, gulping as she strides toward me, as time seems to slow, her cascade of red curls sliding over her bare shoulder and down the soft, pale skin of her arm...
 
   Keep it together, Trish.  
 
   “I apologize for the interruption—that was my head instructor on the phone.  They're communing with the nature on top of the mountain, getting back to their...embracing their animal...um, guides, for the weekend...” Kennedy tells me, sinking gracefully down on the cushion beside me.  She doesn't skip a beat as I wonder what “animal guides” could possibly mean.  Kennedy turns a bright, dazzling smile on me, her head to the side.  “Did you say that you wanted to see your room?”
 
   “Yes,” I tell her resolutely, standing fast.  “I'd love to.”
 
   “Well, while I'm at it, I'll give you the grand tour of the retreat center,” Kennedy tells me, her mouth curling up at the corners like she's about to share a very important secret with me.  “If you'd like?” she asks me, rising and standing next to me, close to me, her hip curling out toward me invitingly.
 
   Does she realize how much animal magnetism she has?  Good God.  I swallow again, nodding politely.  “Yes, I'd love a tour,” I tell her, my mouth as dry as a desert.  I dig around in my purse for the bottle of water I bought at the airport.
 
   “I founded Rainbow Yoga about ten years ago,” Kennedy tells me then, gesturing to the front desk, the big windows, the warm, inviting space that we both see spreading out in front of us.  Her hands are big and broad, and she has long, tapered fingers ending in very short nails, like she bites them, I realize, feeling my cheeks warm as I try to stop watching her every moment, try to take in the retreat center instead.  
 
   Kennedy takes a few steps forward, glancing back at me.  “I wanted to create a place in the mountains that would be a sanctuary,” she says, lifting one brow.  “The outside world can be very hectic.  It can be judgmental and harsh.  I wanted a place where everyone would be welcome, where everyone would feel safe.  So Rainbow Yoga was born.”
 
   She strides easily out of the main entrance into a wide side hallway lined with watercolor paintings of the mountains surrounding us.  I take my suitcase by the handle and follow along behind her.  
 
   And try very hard not to stare at her butt.
 
   I feel like I'm seventeen years old again, hormones and desire pouring through me.  This isn't really like me.  I clear my throat again, try to concentrate on what she's saying as I lift my gaze...
 
   And realize that she'd paused in the hallway, turning back to look at me.
 
   And totally caught me staring at her rear.
 
   I feel my cheeks color as red as a stop light as I stop on a dime and bite my lip, watching her expression change.
 
   She was in the middle of saying something about the eco-conscious construction of the building, but she stops cold.  And then, Kennedy shakes her head a little.  And she actually chuckles, the soft laughter low and velvety.
 
   “Anyway,” she tells me, raising a single brow and turning back to continue walking down the corridor.  Her lips curve into a very sexy smile.  “The practice rooms are just here.”  She inclines her head toward a divide in the hallway and takes the left branch of the corridor.
 
   Kennedy didn't even really skip a beat.  And she didn't comment on the fact that I was staring, either.  She seemed, if anything, amused by that fact.
 
   Well, now I just feel stupid.  She probably gets stared at all the time, by everyone who comes to the retreat center.  Kennedy isn't “beautiful” by magazine standards of beauty...but she doesn't have to be.  Kennedy has this raw vitality to her, an animal magnetism, she holds your gaze...of course she gets stared at.  And here I am, doing what everyone else does.  I sigh deeply, tugging my suitcase behind me in dejection.  I've really got to get it together.
 
   I realize that if I can't have time in my room alone, then I definitely need a visit to the bathroom just to regroup.  I need to splash some cold water on my face, take a couple of deep breaths and try to calm down all of those aforementioned raging hormones.  
 
   Just because I'm on vacation doesn't mean I have license to stare at the hot yoga instructor, I remind myself in a huff.  Really, Trish, who does that?
 
   “Here's the main practice room—it's the one we'll be using during the duration of the weekend, because it's so intimate.”  Kennedy says in her low, velvet voice as she pushes the wooden door open and strides inside the echoing space beyond.  I leave my suitcase in the hallway and follow her in.  
 
   The room has immensely tall ceilings that curl inward at the very peak—it takes me a full minute to realize that the ceiling reminds me entirely of a church's.  
 
   There are tall windows every few feet set into the wall, and the floor is oak.  There is nothing else in the room besides the colorful light fixtures overhead, spilling warm light into the room.  
 
   “It's nice,” I tell her, biting at my lip as we turn to exit the room, and I see a stack of yoga mats in the corner.  I finger the edge of my collar and tug at it, flashing her a worried smile as we step back into the corridor.
 
   “There's a mess hall just down this way,” Kennedy tells me, gesturing to our left.  “And then your room is the big suite of the place because of your exclusive package.  It's the Rainbow Room.  It's right this way.”  
 
   I follow Kennedy down the long hallway to an l-shaped fork in the corridor.  We turn down it, and on the right is a modern-looking oaken door with a silver knob.  
 
   “Here's the Rainbow Room,” Kennedy tells me warmly, opening the door and stepping back so I can take in the room.  I have to brush past her to get into the room itself, something I'm sure she didn't realize I'd have to do, but my upper arm is glancing softly against her breasts for half a second before I can step into the room.  
 
   Again, a zing of electricity moves through me.  I take a deep breath, try to calm the thudding of my heartbeat, and I look up at my surroundings. 
 
   Whereas the entrance, common rooms and practice rooms of Rainbow Yoga certainly had a lot of windows...this entire room seems to have walls built entirely out of glass.  I stop in the middle of the room, my breath catching in my throat...because the room itself looks out on the grandeur of the mountains ascending around us, the snow falling now at a pretty good clip, but I can still see the view.  The room has two low beds built in a very modern style in the middle of the floor, and there's a small, modern-looking oak dresser in the corner.  The soft mood lighting is continued here, glowing from overhead in blown-glass fixtures.  
 
   Mostly, you just pay attention to the fact that only thin glass separates you from the jaw-dropping beauty of nature all around you.
 
   God...it's beautiful.  The beauty of the mountains is so put on display here, boldly, fantastically.  It actually makes my heart skip a beat.
 
   “Wow,” I whisper, stepping through the room and finally letting go of my suitcase handle.  I cross the room to stand in front of the farthest glass wall, the wall that looks out on a copse of fir trees that tower over us, cradling the enormous, gray storm clouds overhead.  For a moment, the snow lightens up, and I'm able to get a good look at the angry clouds.  It looks like a bad storm is rolling in...  
 
   “Do you like the room?” Kennedy asks quietly, her voice soft with pleasure as she takes in my reaction.  She's leaning on the door frame now with her left hip, her arms folded loosely in front of her, but she hasn't entered the room with me.  Not yet.
 
   She's watching me, I realize.  Just like I was watching her.
 
   But...that can't be possible.  I'm attractive, in my own way, if I'm your type.  I have a few extra pounds, but I think it sits well on me, giving my hips a little extra curve.  My short brown hair is always misbehaving, but I think it gives me a sort of devil-may-care look on the good days (on the bad days is another story entirely!).  I've got a sharp face with high cheekbones, and friends of mine in high school always told me I looked intense.  People now just think I'm constantly worrying about something.  Which, I suppose, I am.  
 
   But as Kennedy takes me in, her eyes roving over my body again, I realize that—this time—she's not assessing my physical condition or how much yoga I've (not) been doing lately.
 
   I'm fairly certain she's looking me up and down because she's appreciating the view.
 
   This has happened to me approximately two times in my life (that I've noticed).  Once, when I met Clare, and more recently when I met Barbara, my most recent one night stand, courtesy of the Flamingo, the only lesbian bar in West Palm Beach.  
 
   I'd like to point out, right now, for the record: these kinds of things just don't happen to me.  That sounds a little pessimistic, but I'm being serious.  I mean, I guess they used to, once...
 
   I take a deep breath as the realization hits me squarely in the heart: the problem is that, yes, these sorts of things used to happen to me.  They used to happen when I took more risks.  When I went out of my comfort zone to experience something I never had before.  
 
   I'll never forget the first time I came to the Rockies.  I was fresh out of high school, had only a couple of bucks in my pocket because I'd spent most of my money on the round-trip plane tickets to get there and back home.  When I arrived in Colorado, I ended up staying at a tiny campground on the side of a mountain, and that night, I met a woman and took her back to my tent.  Just like that.  Just like magic.  It had been wild, that night, and I look back on it with fond memories as an example of all of the crazy stuff I used to be completely capable of.  The only problem is...it's been years since then.  So many years.  I feel, sometimes, that I'm a completely different person, going from devil-may-care and anything-is-possible to play-it-safe and don't-take-risks.
 
   But here I am now, standing in a low-lit room in front of Kennedy.  The woman who oozes surety as she leans against the door frame, her whole body relaxed, her head to the side as her bright eyes rake over me, her jaw clenched a little as her eyes begin to darken.  I know what desire looks like in another woman, and it's growing in her now.
 
   That hits me squarely in the heart.  And, if I'm being honest, in other various lady places.  
 
   Outside, the snow starts to flurry, big fluffy flakes spiraling in the wind as they hit the glass of the room's walls, thudding gently against it like small insects.  Inside, it's warm and cozy.  Too warm, actually, as I tug at my sweater's neck, trying to make it strangle me a little less.  I wet my dry lips, pressing my damp palms to my thighs.
 
   I really like that Kennedy is staring at me like that.  But it's also desperately unnerving.  It's been such a long time, and I didn't come here with that in mind, so I didn't exactly bring my A-game, so to speak.  
 
   But to deny that I'm incredibly attracted to her would be a lie.  
 
   She said there's going to be no one here tonight.  So...it's just her and me and snow falling outside and absolutely no place to be.  
 
   Dangerous things happen on nights like this.  
 
   Wonderful things.
 
   If I let them happen.  If I help them happen.
 
   I take a deep breath, letting the adrenaline of all this possibility soar through me.  I'm unnerved and nervous and utterly excited, and something is stirring inside of me.  Something is waking up.  
 
   So before I can second-guess myself, before I can talk myself out of anything, I lift my head, lifting my chin in the process.  I narrow my eyes a little, take another deep breath, feeling the warmth of the room pressing down on me as I wrap all of my courage around my spine, trying to remember how easy this used to be for me.  I used to be fearless.
 
   I want to be fearless again.  If only for one more night.
 
   “Kennedy,” I tell her, tasting the syllables of her name as they roll off my tongue.  I shiver a little, stand straighter, bracing myself.  “Do you want to go...for a walk?” I ask her then, trying to keep my voice as level and low as possible as I take a wild leap and hope I'm picking up all the right signals.  
 
   Kennedy's eyes actually widen at that.  I guess it is a surprising question, considering the circumstances.  And the storm that's just beginning outside.  She looks past me at the billowing, blowing snow, blinking.  
 
   “Honestly?” she asks me, her head to the side.  “You want to go for a walk in this?  In the dark?  On the mountain?”  Her lips are curling up slowly into a disbelieving smile.  
 
   “Yes,” I tell her, rolling my shoulders back.  “I mean,” I backpedal, trying to come up with some good reasons to go, “I used to come to the Rockies a lot when I was younger.  For the hiking.  I...I really love hiking in the snow.”  And it's true.  I do.  
 
   Adrenaline continues to pump through me as Kennedy raises a single brow, and I'm pretty sure she's impressed for half a heartbeat as she rocks back on her heels.  “Well,” she says, hooking her thumbs in the waistband of her workout pants, revealing a little more of her muscled stomach.  My heart skips another beat, and I try not to stare.  Kennedy's mouth rounds up into a sultry smirk as she tilts her head to the right.  “What kind of winter gear did you bring?” she asks me, glancing at my single suitcase with one brow raised.  
 
   “I brought a parka.  Snow pants.  It's enough to keep me warm for a short hike tonight,” I promise her.
 
   “I trust you know how cold it can get out there,” she tells me, that one brow rising a little higher, her mouth flattening into a line as she watches me for a long moment.  But then she shrugs, pushes off from the door frame.  “I'd love to go for a hike...if that's what you really want,” she tells me then, her voice low as she glances at me through her long black lashes, causing my heartbeat to increase.  “Meet me at the entrance in five minutes, and we'll go on that hike, Trish,” she tells me, her full lips curling up at the corners again and her eyes glittering with something I can't quite read.  But that I like tremendously.  
 
   And, God, I really love it when she says my name with that smile, like we're sharing a secret.  
 
   “Okay,” I tell her breathlessly.  She closes the door behind her, and then I'm all alone in this glass room.  All alone with my thundering heartbeat and the realization that I just set something into motion.  Something that I was crazy to start, but that I did anyway, consequences be damned.
 
   We're going to take a snowy walk through the woods...I mean, that's pretty damn romantic...if I've been reading her signals right.  I want this.  I want this very much.  And if she wants this too, then...possibly...it could actually happen.
 
   Oh, my God.  This could actually happen.  Her.  Me.  Together.  Just like the old days.  I take a deep breath, pressing my hand to my heart and feeling my heartbeat thrum beneath my fingers.  But I can't think about it too much.  That's my problem.  I think about everything too much, and then the actions I make aren't natural.  They're calculated.  And I never used to calculate anything.  I used to just follow my heart, take the leap and plunge and hope like there was no tomorrow.  
 
   And it always ended up working out for me.  I have to remember that.  Every time I took the leap, things worked out.  Maybe not exactly as I would have planned them, but what in life does?  No matter what, every time I found enough courage to try something extraordinary, something magical would happen.
 
   I have to remember that.
 
   There aren't any curtains in the room, but—thankfully—there's an on suite bathroom that is not built entirely of glass.  I'm able to close the bathroom door and have complete privacy as I struggle out of my travel clothes and into my long johns, pulling my turtle-neck over my head and over the long johns as the heat blasts into the small room.  I'm already sweating as I pull on my parka, not zipping it up, pulling on my snow pants as I pant, chugging water from my bottle.  I pause in the mirror after tugging my hat down over my ridiculously messy hair.  Kitted out like this, I look a little bit like the Stay Puft Marshmallow Man.  I tug at the incredibly puffy sleeves of my parka and make a face at myself in the mirror.  Actually, I look like I'm about to embark on an arctic expedition, but that's not that far from the truth.
 
   I make my way out of the bedroom, and I actually manage to make my way back to the reception area without taking a wrong turn.  I pause a little way down the corridor just before hitting the common area because my palms are sweating inside of my gloves, not entirely because I'm overheated indoors under all this gear.  My palms get a bit sweatier, because Kennedy's in the reception area, standing in the entryway, waiting for me.  
 
   She's braided her hair in two enormous red braids that hang down her back, with a thin, knitted hat over her ears.  She's wearing thin winter gear in varying shades of blue and is leaning easily on the front desk with her elbows, her right leg cocked beneath her as she pages through something on the electronic tablet.  
 
   I haven't made a sound.  I know I haven't.  But whether it's from instinct or because she felt me watching her, Kennedy straightens just then and glances down the corridor at me.  She smiles when she sees me, her full lips parting to reveal dazzling white teeth.  Kennedy stands straight, looping her blue scarf one more time over her shoulders as she inclines her head.
 
   “Hey, you,” she tells me, lifting her chin, her eyes sparkling.  “Are you ready for an easy walk in our balmy weather?” she asks me, chuckling a little at her joke.
 
   “Yeah,” I tell her breathlessly, waddling down the rest of the hallway in my snow pants, suddenly feeling incredibly overdressed.  And, God, do I feel unsexy.  Cold weather gear has gotten a bit better and markedly less like the Stay Puft Marshmallow Man in recent years, I'm noting, as I gaze at Kennedy's body in the thin material of her jacket and pants.
 
   Huh.  The closer I get, the more I realize that what she's wearing isn't exactly a jacket and snow pants.
 
   It's more like a fleece pullover and jeans.  The dim light overhead is hard to see by, but it's obvious...she's not dressed for a hike on the mountains in winter.
 
   “Um...are you going to go get dressed?” I ask her, gesturing with my gloved hand at her clothes.  “I can wait here, if you like—”
 
   “Oh, no, I'm all set,” she tells me, pushing off from the front desk and licking her lips as she narrows her eyes and glances back at me.  “Are you all ready?  You think you'll be warm enough?”
 
   “Says the woman in the jeans and pullover,” I quip back, then realize that I just joked with this woman like I've known her for a lot longer than a handful of moments.  But it came naturally, that bit of joking, and I liked it.
 
   It seems that she did, too, because she laughs now, a rich, warm sound that I like very much, feeling the sound of her laughter roll over me and warm me even more.  But this warming I like.  Kennedy chuckles, throwing her head back, her red braids sliding over her shoulders like her hair is made of satin.  I'd like to test that, actually, feel that hair sliding over my own skin...but I try to push that from my mind as Kennedy shakes her head.
 
   “All right, you got me.  Fair enough.  The cold doesn't bother me,” she tells me with an elegant shrug.  “But let's get going before the snow starts coming down even thicker, yeah?” she tells me, jerking a thumb toward the front door.  
 
   “Okay, but you're really just wearing that?  All joking aside, you're going to freeze your socks off,” I mutter as we make our way toward the front door.  Kennedy opens that door, holding it open for me as I pass through the veil of heat into the frigid tundra that is the great outdoors.  
 
   “It's actually warm out today.  You know.  For the time of year that it is,” Kennedy tells me with a little wink.
 
   I blink at her, feeling my eyeballs beginning to freeze.
 
   That's...really not true.
 
   As much as I felt overdressed inside, in a matter of seconds I feel vastly, vastly underdressed to be out here.  The wind pierces me through, even pummeling the cold through the thick layers of my parka and underclothes.  The wind is violent, driving snow slant-wise into my face and the tiny bit of exposed skin between the cuffs of my gloves and the cuffs of my jacket.  I tug my jacket sleeves down a little more and tremble inside of my layers.
 
   Cold used to not bother me at all.  But then I didn't leave Florida for a couple of years.  And that changes you, constantly going from warm to really warm and never having to deal with the cold.  Yeah, there were occasional nights where the temperature got down to a “freezing” forty degrees in West Palm Beach, but those were very, very rare occurrences (that were then talked about among my clients for months afterward).  It just doesn't get that cold in Florida, and I lost whatever made me capable of dealing with very cold temperatures because I never left my state.  
 
   I shiver inside of my parka, glancing sidelong at Kennedy, who is standing exactly as she was inside, shoulders back, chin lifted, confidant.  She doesn't look like she even feels the cold, which is just crazy.  She shoves her hands into her fleece's pockets and shoots me a warm smile, her head to the side a little as she flicks her gaze towards the woods.  “So, do you want a short trail or a long trail?” she asks me, not even raising her voice over the whistling winds that begin to pummel us.  “Did you have dinner before you made it up the mountain?” she asks.
 
   “The short trail sounds nice,” I tell her, my chattering teeth making the words sound a little staccato.  “And no, I didn't have dinner.”
 
   Kennedy nods.  “One of our instructors is our cook.  She's very top notch—you'll love her food—but, unfortunately, she's also up the mountain with the other instructors preparing for the retreat tomorrow.  So it's just my cooking you'll have to contend with for tonight, I'm afraid.  I'm not very good, but I can microwave a mean dinner,” she tells me.  And then she winks with a little chuckle, turning as she sets off down what I assume to be a trail.  But it's only an arbitrary path in the thick snow that she's making, her long legs making her stride easily through the snow like it's not even there.  I have no choice but to follow her.
 
   As we walk toward the trees, we're eventually swallowed up by their tall bulk and immense shadows, stepping from the clearing around the retreat center into the woods.  The minute we're beneath the trees, the snow and wind becomes a little lessened, and I can actually see in front of me again without narrowing my eyes against the relentless, driven snow.  I relax a little, now that the cold is gentled a bit, and I watch Kennedy striding ahead of me.
 
   She moves with such surety and grace.  I've walked in knee-high snow before.  I know it's tough slogging out ahead of me, but she's plowing through it like it's nothing to her.  She's still just in her fleece and jeans, by the way, one light hat on her head, her long, red braids hanging down behind her.  The snow on the ground makes everything pretty light out, and I can see easily on this night walk.  I watch her legs as she plows through the snow, the muscles in her thighs flexing easily.  I watch her shoulders that she curves forward, focused wholly on her task, her head bent, her face in profile as we round a bend in the trail.
 
   My heart skips a beat again, and I take a deep, cold breath.
 
   Kennedy looks so natural out here, I realize.  Like she's part of the woods herself.  I'm a little surprised by that thought, but watching her move gracefully between the trees, moving through the snow like she's striding on a sidewalk downtown, I'm struck by how true it is.  She completely looks like she belongs out here.  Weird.
 
   “How long have you lived in Colorado?” I find myself asking her.  Once the words come out of my mouth, I'm mentally kicking myself.  Smooth, Trish.  Real smooth.  I could have started with “do you come here often,” and it'd be less obvious.
 
   Kennedy glances back at me over her shoulder and pauses in her wading through the snow.  “I've lived here my whole life,” she tells me with a graceful shrug.  “These mountains are in my blood,” she tells me, casting back a gentle smile.  “What about you?  Where do you live?”
 
   “Florida,” I tell her with a little chuckle.
 
   She frowns a little, shaking her head.  “Oh, good God, you must be so cold...are you all right out here?”
 
   “No, no, I'm fine,” I totally lie.  “I mean, I used to come to the Rockies all the time when I was younger,” I say, shrugging.  “You know,” I tell her, gulping down the freezing air.  I glance up at the trees, at the lightly falling snow.  “I actually thought I was going to live here once,” I find myself telling her.
 
   “Wow, really?” she asks me.  She takes her hands out of her pockets and tucks a stray curl of red behind her ear before she continues deeper into the woods.  “So what happened?”  She glances back at me over her shoulder with a small grimace.  “What made you change your mind?”
 
   My walking slows for a moment.  “Well,” I say, breathing out into the cold.  My breath fogs in front of me like smoke.  “I mean, a lot of things happened all at once, but the two most important really did me in...”  I take another deep breath, feeling my pulse begin to pound a little faster.  “See,” I mutter, the words coming out faster now, “I broke up with the woman I thought I'd spend the rest of my life with.  And then my father passed away right after that.”  God, it's still hard to say that.  It's still so damn hard.  I close my eyes for a moment, curl my hands into my fists.  When I open my eyes, I'm a little calmer, a little more subdued.  “It was just a brutal time for me,” I tell her quietly.  “So I stopped wanting it.  I started focusing on my studies instead.”
 
   After a long moment of silence in which Kennedy doesn't give any sort of reply, we continue to slog through the snow.  I clear my throat then, feeling my cheeks flush.  “Sorry,” I say with a little cough, embarrassment rolling over me in waves.  “I'm sorry, that was kind of heavy, and—”
 
   “No,” Kennedy tells me, glancing over her shoulder at me and shaking her head.  She pushes her hands deeper into her pockets, bending her head toward the ground, her breath curling out into the air around her face.  “No, I'm sorry.  I was just thinking about my parents.  I lost them both together, so I completely understand.”  Her words are soft and heavy, like the big flakes of snow that settle gently to the ground.  “I was trying to think of something comforting to say,” she tells me, her voice going deeper.  Quieter.  She breathes out, turns toward me, her eyes dark.  “But there's never really anything comforting you can say to that.  Not truly.  But I am very sorry, Trish.”
 
   “Wow.  Both of your parents...God, I'm so sorry.”  I shake my head, wrapping my arms around me.  I'm still for a moment before I say:  “I'm...I'm really lucky—and I know I'm lucky—that I still have my mother,” I say quietly.  “Kennedy, I'm really sorry.”
 
   Kennedy takes a deep breath, her eyes lightening as she flicks a gaze to me and then away.  “Honestly, yoga is what helped me deal with it,” she says then, lifting her chin and glancing up at the trees that tower all around us, at the gently falling snow that spirals down between the trunks, falling between us soundlessly.  
 
   I look at her in surprise.  “Really?” I ask her, unable to help myself.  “I mean, isn't yoga just an exercise?”
 
   Kennedy glances back at me then, her eyes hooded and her face set in a very soft smile.  “Yes.  Yoga's definitely an exercise, and an awesome one at that.  But it's so much more.”  She shrugs, leaning toward me.  We're close enough now that when we both breathe out together, the ghosts of our breath merge in the darkening air.  “When you're in the middle of a difficult yoga pose,” she tells me, her voice low and warm, her eyes glittering in the dark, “when you're asking your body to stretch and loosen up, when you're in that moment where it's just you and your breath and your body...you're right here.”  She reaches up slowly, her long fingers reaching across the space between us...and she presses her hand against my heart.
 
   Her palm isn't exactly against my heart—there's, admittedly, quite a few layers between my skin and hers.  But still—it's such an intimate gesture that it kind of blows me away.  Suddenly, just like she said (even though I'm fairly certain I'm not doing a yoga pose at the moment), I'm right here.  I'm right here with her.  It's just Kennedy and me beneath the trees, in the snow.  Kennedy, touching my heart.
 
   My heart that skips a beat, right at that moment.  
 
   My blood pounds through me as Kennedy holds my gaze with her intense eyes.  For a long moment we say absolutely nothing.  But I feel everything.  I feel that it's one of the most intense things I've ever done, taking this chance, coming on this vacation, coming on this walk with Kennedy tonight.  But I did it.  I'm here.  I'm experiencing this.  
 
   And it's beautiful.
 
   Kennedy takes another deep breath, and she slowly, almost regretfully, drops her hand down to her side.  My legs go a little limp when she's no longer touching me, but I stiffen my knees, shove my hands into my coat pockets, take a deep breath and try to stand a little straighter.  
 
   “Yoga brings you back into yourself,” she tells me quietly then.  “It makes you right here, right in this moment.  And there's nothing else besides you and your breath and your connection to something you can't exactly see, but you feel with your heart.  It's sublime, that feeling.”  Kennedy watches me for a long moment, her eyes dark and impossible to read.  “And it was that feeling that reminded me that my parents are never truly gone.  That they're still with me, even though I can't see them or hear them or touch them anymore.”  She reaches up and places her bare hand over her left breast, her fingers trailing down her fleece jacket for a moment.  “They're still here, because they're still in my heart.”
 
   Coming from anyone else, I would think that that last statement would almost sound corny or saccharine.  But as we pause beneath the falling snow, as we look into one another's eyes, I know that she just said this from the deepest part of her heart.  That she means it utterly.  And that vulnerability in that moment...it honestly takes my breath away.
 
   An hour ago, we were complete strangers, but here we are, in the dark woods, telling each other hard things, telling each other the hard parts of the stories of our lives.  I don't often do this.  I'm never this vulnerable, usually, to anyone.  Not even my sister, really, the person I'm closest to in this entire world.  She knows how much I miss Dad.  But I don't think she knows, not really, what his death did to me, how I gave up everything I really loved, after he died.  How my life changed.
 
   “Hey,” Kennedy tells me, her voice low as she gazes into my eyes, cocking her head gently to the left.  “Are you all right?”
 
   I take a deep breath.  I close my eyes.  I dredge up every bit of courage I have in me.  “I'm sorry,” I tell her then, letting out my breath in a long sigh.  “I have no idea why, but coming on this vacation...it's done something to me.  It's made me think of all the ways I've changed, since my father's death.”  The words come out very small, escaping into the air between us:  “I don't really know if I like who I've become,” I tell her.
 
   Once the words are out of my mouth, I have immediate regret.  I can't believe I just told her that, the person I've found so deeply sexy and amazing.  I told her something so vulnerable and painful about myself, and now...now I can't take it back.  It's out in the open between us.  
 
   Kennedy reaches up slowly, gently, like she's about to touch a wild animal, and any fast movements might startle it.  But she's not touching a wild animal.  She's reaching up, and then she's pressing her palm against my cheek, cupping my cheek and jaw against her hot skin.  
 
   And she is hot, hot like she's burning up, like she's feverish.  But it's so cold out here.  How is that possible?
 
   “You know what I've learned lately?” she tells me then, breathing the words out.
 
   “What?” I ask her, trembling from the cold or her touch...I'm not entirely certain.
 
   Kennedy gazes at me quietly.  “At any moment,” she tells me, her beautiful lips forming the words as I watch them intently, “we can begin again.”
 
   For a long moment, I feel the truth of her words.  And, God, I want to believe them.  I want to believe them so badly.  But I can't.  I can feel the tears start, but I squelch them, taking a deep breath.  And then I take a step back, and the moment is lost, falling away from us like the snow as her hand loses contact with my skin.  “I'm sorry,” I tell her, wrapping my arms around me again as I shake my head.  My words sound hollow.  “I'm just not sure if I believe that,” I tell her, feeling regret burn through me.
 
   The problem is that I'm filled with so much regret.  Regret for the fact that I gave up my dreams.  Regret that my father's death forced me into a life that he would have never wanted for me.  I think he knew that I didn't want to stay in Florida.  He supported, so much, my frequent trips to the Rockies, could never get enough of the pictures I took, just to show him how beautiful it was there.  
 
   Here.
 
   I think my father secretly wanted to leave Florida, too.  He wanted adventures, wanted the thrill of something different.  He was waiting for retirement, and then he and Mom were going to buy the RV that they'd been saving for, take off together and see everything they'd planned.  They were going to start in Florida, of course, go to all of the kitschy, wonderful tourist stops that are still in operation.  And then...the sky was the limit.  They were going to see all of America, my father told me proudly.
 
   And then it couldn't happen anymore.  He'd never get the chance.  Because he was gone.
 
   Kennedy stays silent for a long moment, standing tall and quiet, the snow falling all around us in a hush.  She lifts her chin, her hands easily at her sides, her eyes glittering in the dark.
 
   She looks so wolf-like standing there.  Not in a scary way, though I'm fully cognizant of the fact that wolves can be pretty frightening.  But then, there's really never been an animal I was afraid of.  And yes, Kennedy's wolf-like, standing there...but the comparison is one of beauty.  She looks, honestly, noble.  
 
   My heart's beating hard again, and I'm pretty emotional in this moment.  I'm thinking about Dad, about all of the things he wanted to do but never got a chance to.  I'm thinking about all of the regrets I've had in my own life, so many, many more than I can possibly count.  I'm thinking of all of the times I said “no” when I desperately wanted to say “yes.”  All those times that I didn't take chances because I wanted to be safe.
 
   But it's not safe, what I'm doing right now, going for a walk in the night on the mountain, the snow falling down around us, the cold so visceral, I feel it in my bones.   
 
   I watch Kennedy and Kennedy watches me.
 
   “The thing is,” I tell her, fear pouring through me.  I push through it anyway.  I stand as tall as I can, and though I'm shaking (not from the cold this time, I'm certain of it), I push through the fear anyway.  And I take a deep breath and tell her:  “I want to believe I can start again,” I whisper to Kennedy.  “But...I don't know how.”
 
   Something flickers across Kennedy's face again, and—her eyes dark and hooded—she takes a step toward me.  I stand my ground, even though everything in me—all of the “safe” impulses that I've built up over the years that keep me from ever moving outside of my comfort zone and trying anything wonderful—is firing on all cylinders.  I stand perfectly still, my knees locked stiff, my skin shivering, and I hold my breath as Kennedy reaches up again, as—again—she cups her hand to my cheek and chin, her hot palm resting against my skin, creating a fire in me that is unquenchable. 
 
   “Nobody knows how to start over, Trish,” she says softly, gently.  “You just try.  You hope like crazy.  But you try.  And if it doesn't work,” she whispers, her eyes glittering, “you try again.”
 
   The surety of that statement hits me square in the heart.  I feel how true it is through my whole body, to the deepest part of my bones and back again.  
 
   And I know, in that moment, that I believe it.  That I believe her.
 
   The air is sparking between us, electricity rushing over my skin as want and desire flood through me.  Because, in this moment, I've opened the gates...
 
   I've let myself feel the totality of how much I want Kennedy.
 
   And instead of talking myself out of it, instead of telling myself that it's not safe to do this, that I'm setting myself up for heartache to do this, that—for a million reasons—I shouldn't do this...
 
   I do it anyway.
 
   I...try.  
 
   My heartbeat is thundering through me so loudly that it's all I can hear, my blood rushing like a spring about to be flooded.  If I don't do it right this damn minute, I'm going to lose all my nerve.  So I just do it.  I take the final step that's separating Kennedy and me.  I take that step, and then my enormous, puffy parka is pressing against her front, and I'm reaching out and curling my fingers over her hips, hooking my thumbs in her jeans belt loops.  There's electricity seemingly crackling between my hands and her as I draw our bodies even closer together, pulling us closer, as close as we can get with my winter gear separating us.  
 
   And I tilt my chin up, my nose brushing against hers.  
 
   And we stay like that for only half a heartbeat.  Because I wanted her to want this to, I wanted to know that I hadn't misread the signals.  That I'm still capable of wanting someone who wants me just as much.  That I can still recognize how I feel without squashing it down, and that I can still act on it.
 
   I wanted her to want me.  
 
   And she does.
 
   Kennedy brings her hands up to my hips, too, drifting her palms up and over my back until her strong arms are wrapped around my shoulders, drawing me even closer to her.  We meet at the exact same time, our lips brushing against one another, gentle for just a heartbeat, and then full of intensity and need, soft and hot all at once.  
 
   The electricity that has been crackling all over my skin roars through me like a bolt of lightning as we kiss each other now.  I shudder against Kennedy as the electric kiss devours the both of us in waves of need.  This is not a simple little kiss.  This is energy, this is want and desire as our lips merge, as our tongues entwine, hers sneaking into my mouth even as I smile against her, breathing out in a hiss of want.  
 
   Kennedy leans away from me, and—for a second—I'm worried that this wasn't what it seemed.  I feel cold as she leans away, but then I see her staring down at me, her eyes dark with desire.
 
   “Do you want to cut the walk short?” she asks me, her voice in a low growl as she digs her fingers into my hips.
 
   It takes me only a second to recognize what's implied in that statement.  
 
   Do you want to cut the walk short? can be translated to want to come back to my place? 
 
   “Yeah,” I murmur, stepping away from her, the world shaking as I whisper it out between us.  Yes to everything.  I run a hand through my hair, the electricity still crackling between us.
 
   She stares at me for a long moment, flexing her fingers, and then her mouth curls up at the corners as she ducks her head down a little, staring at me through her long black lashes.  
 
   “Shall we?” she murmurs, and, elegantly...gracefully...Kennedy turns and bows a little, gesturing back the way we came, gazing up at me with hooded eyes darkened with desire, eyes that shake me to my core.  
 
   My heart in my throat, I move past her slowly, feeling time seem to slow down as I pass her, her eyes on me, roving over me.  Even though I'm wearing this enormous parka and pair of snow pants...it doesn't seem to matter to her.  Everything that I am, physically, is hidden away by enormous snow gear...but there's still lust and want in Kennedy's face as she gazes after me.  Like she knows what lies beneath, under the gear.  
 
   Like she knows what's inside of me, what makes me....me.  And she likes it very much.
 
   Electricity continues to crackle over my skin, as together, about a foot from one another, we make the slog back toward the retreat center through the broken snow of the path we already made.  My heart is thrumming inside of me, and everything that I am feels electrified, yes.  But also confused.  
 
   It seems like we're heading back to...I don't know.  I think it's pretty obvious that we're going to go back to our room together.  Kennedy strides ahead of me now in the night, and it's hard to tell exactly what she's thinking.
 
   Normally, right now, I'd do a million second guesses.  I'd talk myself out of what just happened, say that I'd missed the signals, even though I know they were there.  Even though I know that what we're heading back to the retreat center for is not some yoga.  I'd try to tell myself that I shouldn't do this.  I'd come up with a million reasons why this wasn't a good idea (even if I believed, utterly, that it was a good idea), because this has become so far outside of my comfort zone.  
 
   But the truth of the matter is that, many years ago now, I did things like this without thinking about the consequences.  I took my risks, and somehow—always—it all turned out okay.
 
   Okay, so yes...this might all turn out horribly.  Kennedy is the owner of the retreat center.  Anything could happen, and I could get hurt, or I could hurt her.  I don't deny that.
 
   But...what if we didn't hurt one another?  What if the attraction I've felt for Kennedy is mutual?  What if something wonderful is about to happen to me?
 
   Normally I wouldn't weigh the positives.  I'd never take the risk in the first place.
 
   But for tonight—just for tonight—I'm trying.  And I'm going to take that risk, come what may.
 
   I thought we'd walked a lot farther than this, but it's only a handful of moments until we reach the retreat center again.  The light is still soft and subdued inside, and when the front door gives beneath Kennedy's hand, I realize my heart is in my throat.
 
   I take a deep breath as Kennedy holds the door open for me.  
 
   And then I step inside.
 
   Inside the entrance, it's warm and quiet.  I can hear the heat coming on throughout the building as we let in the cold air, but other than that, all is silent.  Kennedy closes the door behind me, and I take off my hat, threading my fingers through my hair, probably making it stand up in a million directions.  But I don't care.
 
   I turn, my breath coming quickly, as I gaze back at Kennedy.
 
   She's leaning against the door with one shoulder, gazing at me quietly, her eyes dark.  The entryway is much dimmer lit than the reception area, but still—I can see the desire in her eyes.
 
   I don't say anything.  And neither does she.  Instead, I unzip my parka, stepping forward and letting it slide in a puddle of melting snow to the ground.  I peel out of my snow pants, letting the straps slide over my shoulders, and then I'm stepping out of those, too.
 
   It's really, really far from a super sexy strip tease, but now I'm in my long johns, and Kennedy is stepping forward, wrapping her hands around my hips again.  I tug at the zipper at her throat, pulling it down to open up the fleece pullover.  There are so many layers we have to maneuver through, but we're getting there.  Kennedy chuckles as I pull the fleece over her arms, and I'm chuckling, too, when she hooks her fingers into the waistband of my long johns.  
 
   “Where's the driver—Reese?” I ask her, beginning to pant as Kennedy crouches down in front of me, slowly tugging the waistband of the long johns down, then dragging the fabric over the skin of my thighs and my knees until they're a puddle of fabric on the floor, and I'm just wearing my turtleneck and panties.  
 
   “She's probably in the mess hall,” she tells me, glancing up with one brow up, her lips turned into a sexy smirk.  “But she won't bother us.  She won't come here.”
 
   “What?” I ask her, my breath coming out even faster as Kennedy hooks her thumbs now into the waistband of my panties, still perfectly balanced in front of me in a crouch, her thigh muscles quite evident through her thin jeans.
 
   “She won't bother us, I promise you,” Kennedy says, her voice rich and low and sultry as she begins to slowly, tantalizingly, pull down my panties.
 
   “No,” I tell her then, reaching down, holding her hands tightly against my hips.  Kennedy glances up instantly, her face darkening with concern.
 
   “Are you all right?” she asks me, licking her lips.  “I can stop right now.  I'm sorry, I thought—”
 
   “No, no, I want this,” I tell her.  God, I want this.  I glance around, shaking my head.  “Just...not here.  Not where someone could see us.”
 
   Kennedy's mouth turns up at the corners again as she rises fluidly, her hands leaving my hips.  “If I promised you,” she says, leaning over me, bringing her arms around me tightly, “that we wouldn't be interrupted...would you believe me?  I promise that Reese has a sort of...animal instinct...about things.  She won't bother us—”
 
   “But you can't promise me that,” I tell her, shaking my head, my breath coming fast.  “She could show up at anytime for any reason.  Let's just go to the room, okay?”
 
   Kennedy's lips turn up at the corners so beautifully that, for a heartbeat, she takes my breath away.  “As you wish,” she murmurs to me, leaning forward and brushing her full, warm lips against my left temple.
 
   I shudder against her, and then I'm grabbing up my wet parka and snow pants and long johns, and I'm following after her down the corridor as she leads the way to the bedroom—the bedroom that, I realize, I would never be able to find the way back to if she wasn't directing me.  Her hand is blazingly hot against my palm as she threads her fingers through mine, pulling me gently down the hall after her.
 
   Once we're inside the bedroom, once the door is closed behind us, I let the parka and pants fall to the floor in a wet heap.  I pull my turtle neck up and over my head, and then my long john shirt follows.  I'm standing there in my bra and panties now, and Kennedy is lifting her chin, is breathing out and stepping forward.  
 
   We meet each other in front of the door, wrapping our arms around each other, drawing the other close, close, closer still, our hips pressing tightly together, our breasts together, our mouths, at last, meeting again in a fevered kiss.  She is all warmth and softness and desire as I kiss her deeply, desperately, drinking in the heat of her mouth as she moans against me, a deep, guttural sound that sounded—just for a heartbeat—like a growl.  A thrill races through me, a shudder, as I place my palms against the small of her back, under her shirt, tracing my fingers over her skin.
 
   There are no consequences to this right now, I realize.  Right in this moment, right in this very moment, there's nothing but Kennedy and I, the quietness of the retreat center, the snow hitting the glass walls all around us, and the pine trees rising just beyond the glass walls, stately and still.  There are just our two bodies, our two hearts pressed against one another.  
 
   I want this.  I want her.  And she wants me.  And, right now, right at this one, perfect moment...everything is right with the world.
 
   So we come together in this space, the two of us, with the light turned low overhead, with the two modern beds set up in the center of the room.  I turn Kennedy, my hands guiding her hips, until her legs press back against the edge of the closest bed.  Together we both fall onto the bed, Kennedy on her back, me on top of her, straddling her.  
 
   We're both chuckling as we land, bouncing, on top of the mattress.  But then I'm kissing her mouth again, capturing it with my own, lingering over her lips, her tongue, as I drink her in.  I kiss her jaw now, tracing a pattern of kisses down her neck to her clavicle, trying a taste of her skin now, my tongue drawing a sweet, wet spiral over her right breast.  Kennedy shudders beneath me, the laughter no longer coming from her mouth.  Instead, she pants against me, arching up beneath me.  I undo the button of her jeans, tugging down the zipper and then tugging the pair of pants off of her entirely, sliding the material over her legs, grabbing her socks with it.  
 
   Wow.  For a long moment I stare down at her, and then tentatively, cautiously, I begin to trace the muscles of her legs with the tips of my fingers.  She watches me carefully from beneath hooded eyes, her elbows digging into the bed beneath her as she stares up at me, her breath coming out in long, sharp exhales.  
 
   “God, you're...you're amazing,” I whisper to her, bending over her, bending my head down and capturing her mouth again.  My hands trace her muscles, learning the sculpture of them as she smiles against my mouth, wrapping her arms around my neck and bringing me down until I'm lying fully on top of her, embracing her with my entire body as she wraps her legs around my hips, as her center presses against me.  
 
   “So are you,” she whispers to me, then, her lips against my neck as I crouch above her, as I stare down at her, into her, gazing into her eyes as my fingers learn every inch of her.
 
   I want to watch her as I touch her, want to watch her reactions as my fingers connect with the very center of her.  So I do.  I trace my fingertips down the front of her belly, over her hips and between her thighs, underneath the fabric of her panties, smoothing my fingers against her center.  She closes her eyes, gasping out, arching beneath me as I stroke slowly, gently, tantalizingly, her wetness.  
 
   Out of her mouth, again, comes a low, deep growl.  It's so animalistic in its intensity that, for a heartbeat, I almost falter in my touch.  But I don't.  The depth of the growl makes my skin shiver with excitement, makes me press down harder against her center as I rise above her, kissing her again, my lips finding new paths to trace now, as I kiss a patterned spiral down the front of her body, teasing her right breast now, as I kiss around the nipple.  I lick it gently—it's so firm in my mouth, against my tongue, as she growls beneath me, her hands in my hair now, pressing down insistently, encouraging me to kiss her harder.  And I do.  I kiss her nipple, teasing it between my teeth gently now, and then I bite down, not too hard, but hard enough, as her hips buck up to meet my hand, my hips.  I grind down against her with my hips, my hips at her center, and she wraps her legs around me, pressing herself against me.
 
   We move together, finding the rhythm that we both need, that we're both desperate for, in these moments.  
 
   “I need you,” she whispers to me, her eyes glittering in the dim light.  She wraps her fingers around my wrist, pressing my hand down harder against her.  Desire roars through me as I curl my fingers, bringing them into her as she shudders against me, as she arches her back, her mouth open in a perfect expression of need.  I love that I'm making her feel like that, and as I press against her, into her, I learn what makes her moan, what makes her growl, what makes her move against me in perfect rhythm.  
 
   When she shudders beneath me, a sort of primal satisfaction uncurls in my belly.  As I listen to her sweet, deep groan of completion, as I feel her shiver in my arms, I feel a type of peace descend over me that I haven't felt in...well.
 
   A very long time.  
 
   “God,” she whispers after a long moment, as I press a soft kiss to her mouth, to her temple, to her jaw.  “God,” she whispers again, curling her fingers over my shoulders, drawing me up to kiss her again, meeting her mouth in all its delicious heat and need.
 
   “That felt so good,” she whispers to me, catching my eyes, then, her lips glistening, her cheeks flushed.  “That felt so good,” she repeats, her mouth turning up at the corners as she runs a hand through her hair, sitting up on one elbow.  She doesn't say anything else, only expertly rises, pushing my hips down against the bed, moving against me until I'm beneath her, she's on top, and her wicked smile is making a shudder of delight race through me.
 
   We don't sleep tonight.  At least, not for hours yet.  There is a rhythm to be learned, from both of us.  There are curves to memorize with fingertips, with kisses.  There is love to be made, and—for the space of hours—not a single thought to be had.  
 
   I feel everything, in this space.  I think of nothing.  
 
   And it's wonderful.
 
   As we move together, I'd almost say it's perfect. 
 
    
 
   ---
 
    
 
   When I wake up, I shiver, pulling the blankets up to my shoulders as I sit up, the bed creaking gently beneath me as I sit back on one hand, blinking the sleep from my eyes.  Outside, the dark storm clouds have cleared, and the moon overhead is making the snow glitter like a landscape sprinkled with diamonds.  The pine trees ascend toward the sky like thin sentinels, the mounds of snow glittering at their feet.  And it's so beautiful, out of doors, that—for a brief moment—it takes my breath away. 
 
   I shiver again as a soft, cold breeze brushes over the bare skin of my shoulders.  For a moment, I'm confused where the chill could be coming from, but then I get my bearings and take in the corner of the room.  All of the walls are glass, and—in the corner—there seems to be a doorway of glass to the outside.
 
   That door is open.
 
   I stare at the soft drift of snow that's scuttled into the room, and I realize I must be dreaming.  I don't know why—maybe it's the quality of light overhead, the moonlight dazzling on the snow outside.  But this feels very dream-like.  I pat the bed beside me, and I'm disappointed when my hand touches nothing but cool blanket, sheet and mattress.  
 
   Kennedy is gone.
 
   I get up, wrapping the blanket around myself, putting on my boots and nothing else.  I wrap the blanket tightly about myself, and I move toward the open doorway.  I step down into the snow on the first step, delighting in the sound of the crunch it makes beneath my boot.  God, I missed that sound.  You never hear that sound in Florida, that delicious crunch that marks the beginning of adventures in the mountains, adventures in the great outdoors with the glittering cold and jaw-dropping beauty that will take your breath away.
 
   Everything here is so misty and quiet.  I love dreams like this, beautiful dreams that are full of wonder and quiet peace.  I don't have too many of them anymore...
 
   The great thing about dreams?  I don't remember any of my regrets in them.  They're perfectly regret-free.  
 
   I take a deep breath then shiver, staring down at my feet standing in the snow.  Odd.  It feels very real.  Very cold.  I wiggle my toes inside my boots.
 
   I look down at the snow drifting in through the open doorway, down the two steps outside of the door, and into the yard that sprawls in front of the tall pines, the yard filled with glittering, sparkling folds of snow.
 
   But the perfect snow is broken by jagged tracks descending from the steps down into the yard.  I gaze down at the footprints, drawing the blanket even closer, and then...
 
   I stare.
 
   Because the normal, human footprints change.  Five feet from the door, the human footprints become...
 
   Well.
 
   Honestly?  They look like the prints of a wolf.
 
   I stare at them, my breath coming faster, my breath coming out into the air before me like smoke.
 
   I crouch down on the doorstep, wincing as the cold breeze smarts against the skin of my legs.  I stare very carefully at the paw prints.  
 
   They're very large.  I've seen the prints of large dogs in the sand on the beaches...but these?  These prints are far too big.  They can't possibly be dog prints, but they look like dog prints...just utterly enormous ones.
 
   Like wolf prints.  
 
   I stand up again, holding the blanket in tight, cold fingers as I stare at the prints angling away between the distant trees.  
 
   Because this is a dream, I'm currently experiencing what only makes sense in a dream:  I want to follow the tracks.
 
   They're human tracks, the footprints in the snow, but they change into wolf tracks.  And I want to see where they're going.  Who they came from.
 
   I have a feeling, a very odd feeling, that the paw prints are going to lead me to Kennedy.  And, even in this dream, I'm drawn to her.  I want to find her.
 
   So I follow the foot prints.    
 
   I pull the blanket as close about me as I can, my breath spilling out like smoke into the air as I walk down the steps, the snow crunching beneath the soles of my boots.  I walk alongside the paw prints, and my heart is so light, so happy, that even though the snow is deep, and even though it is very, very cold, and I'm only wearing boots and a blanket...I'm warm from the inside out.
 
   And even though it's a dream, I can remember Kennedy beneath me, over me.  The way her lips curled into a seductive, secretive smile, the way she captured my mouth with hers, the way her skin felt beneath my fingertips.  I shiver a little, though this time, not from the cold, as I think of her muscles moving beneath my hands, as I think of what she felt like against me, in me.  I reach up, brush my fingers over my hot cheeks, glance down at the prints in the snow.  
 
   There was something about her.  Something that marked her as so different from anyone I've ever experienced before.  She's not a one-night stand, I think to myself, following the prints.    
 
   I don't want her to be a one-night stand.
 
   I'm beneath the trees now, and I pause, considering that fact.  That I don't want to love her and leave her.  That there was something about her that drew me to her, that—I'm fairly certain—that there was something about me that drew her in, too.  I don't believe in signs or fate or any of that stuff...but then I never imagined that I would have come to a yoga retreat, either.
 
   I turn all of this over in my head gently as I walk beneath the trees now, the moonlight spilling down between the pine branches overhead.  
 
   Even though it's night, the moonlight makes it bright as day...
 
   And it's because of the moonlight that I see her.
 
   She's standing ahead of me, between the trees.  
 
   Kennedy.
 
   She's perfectly naked, and even though it's quite cold out, I feel the heat of want pass through me, making me shiver, making my breath come out in a long sigh as my eyes follow the contours and muscles of her back, down to her buttocks and her thighs.  Her long, red hair is cascading over her back, curling over her shoulders, and she turns in profile now...
 
   But she doesn't see me.
 
   Kennedy lifts her nose to the sky, pursing her beautiful, full lips...and she howls.  
 
   The hair on the back of my arms stands up as I watch her howl.  She howls, I realize, feeling my heartbeat stir a little faster, exactly like a wolf might.  
 
   She sounds, actually, very much like a wolf.
 
   And, as I watch her...she changes.
 
   She bends forward, at the waist, her back arching, her head ducking down towards her knees.  In one, fluid motion, she presses her hands into the snow, and then, it's all a blur, all of her.  I blink, and everything seems to have gone blurry.  That's what it looks like.  
 
   But it's only a heartbeat that there's a blurred woman in front of me.  And then no one woman at all.
 
   A great, white wolf stands in front of me, now, between the trees.  She's tall—her shoulders are about the same height as my hips—and, God, she's beautiful.  She has the type of raw grace and beauty that takes your breath away.  I've never seen anything, I realize, more wild than this gorgeous creature, standing in front of me.
 
   It's a dream, so it makes sense to me, in that moment, that Kennedy would be a wolf.  It makes so much sense.  What else could she have been, but part wolf?  There was such a wildness to her, in the very short time I've known her, such a great sense of ease in the woods.  This is who she is, and I know her, standing there, watching the white wolf lift up her nose, watching her throw back her massive, shaggy head...
 
   And the wolf howls.
 
   The howl is not a mournful one, not the sound I'm used to hearing when they play the track of a wolf's howl on a nature documentary or in a movie...no, this sound is different.  There are mournful notes to the wolf song, yes.  But there's so much more to it.  There is a great, wild, feral joy in that long note, a type of music that stirs something primal in my bones.  It makes me happy to hear that sound, a raw joy rushing through me, too.
 
   She's beautiful, that wolf, with her head thrown back, her massive white tail dragging in the snow behind her.  
 
   But then the wolf stops in her howl, the note trailing away into silence.  She brings her head forward, her green eyes, flecked with amber, glittering in the darkness.  
 
   She watches as, in the darkness, shadows begin to move.
 
   I lift my head, now, gazing up at the mountain's slope through the tall pine trees.  And, racing down the slope toward us, are streaking shadows, loping across the snow.
 
   More wolves.  
 
   These wolves are not white.  They're gray and brown and black and every mottled combination of those colors.  They are all as tall, and they're all different...but none of them are like this great, white wolf.  The white wolf, Kennedy, stands a little taller, a little straighter and more noble than the rest.  Like an alpha, I realize.  
 
   The wolves race down the mountain, and they begin to lope and play around Kennedy.  Some play with her, too, racing up to her and licking her snout, shoving their shoulders in affection against her.  I'm very familiar with how dogs communicate, and these wolves are communicating in a similar fashion...but a much wilder way.  
 
   I watch the wolves play together, Kennedy standing among them.  For a long while, they play together, and I am so captivated by their dance that I simply watch them.  Then, one by one, they race back up the mountain again, howls lingering behind them, growls and yips filling the clearing.  
 
   When all the wolves are gone, Kennedy turns.  Her amber-green eyes take me in, her snout lifting.  
 
   My breath catches in my throat as she takes one graceful step forward, pressing her enormous paw into the snow.  
 
   Then, the wolf is bending forward.  She's lengthening, somehow, her body seeming to grow, right in front of my eyes.  And then it's Kennedy standing in front of me again, naked, beautiful, glorious Kennedy.  
 
   “Trish,” she whispers, her brow furrowed.  She says nothing else.
 
   For a long moment, we stare at one another.  And then I breathe out the breath I didn't even know I was holding.  
 
   “You're so beautiful,” I tell her, my voice catching.  I step forward.  I open the blanket, and I wrap it around the both of us, wrapping her in my arms, the blanket draped around our shoulders.
 
   She stays perfectly still while I hold her for the longest time.  And then slowly, gently, she raises her hands, pressing her hot palms against the skin of my lower back.  She brushes her full mouth against my forehead.  She brings her kisses down my nose, covering my nose, my cheeks, my jaw, my chin, my neck.  
 
   I melt against her, her warmth cradling me close.  
 
   The moonlight washes us in silence, the ghost of the wolf howls traveling away into the mountains, swallowed by the snow.
 
    
 
   ---
 
    
 
   I had the best sleep of my entire life, but—even then—when I wake up, I'm sore from the bottoms of my feet to the knuckles of my hands.  
 
   It was a very...physical evening.  And I'm...really not used to that.  
 
   I stretch overhead with a wide, cheesy smile, arching my back a little and feeling satisfied when I hear a few “clicks” from my spine as I stretch.  I roll over a little, my arm drifting over Kennedy's waist, curling my fingers over the graceful curve of her left hip.
 
   Kennedy is asleep on her stomach, her massive, red curls cascading over her shoulders, the pillow, and my shoulder, too.  I rise up on my elbow, and I lean forward a little, brushing my lips to her forehead.
 
   She cracks an eye open, and slowly, lazily, she begins to smile.
 
   “Good morning,” she tells me, arching a brow and rolling over onto her side, yawning into the back of her hand.  
 
   I glance behind her, at the sky that's just beginning to lighten, and I brush my lips against her mouth this time.  
 
   “Good morning,” I agree happily.
 
   God, it's been such a long time since it was truly a good morning.
 
   “So,” says Kennedy, drawing out the word and glancing at me now with a furrowed brow.  “Um...”  She bites her lip a little, rolling onto her back now.  “About last night...”  She trails off, waiting, I realize, for me to say something.
 
   “It was wonderful,” I tell her, breathing the word out and feeling, deep in my gut, exactly how wonderful it was.  It was so wonderful, in fact, that I'm having a hard time keeping a straight face, swallowing down the stupid, happy smile that I keep wanting to have.  
 
   Because, I realize, dread beginning to creep up my spine...I'm not exactly certain that Kennedy felt the same way.
 
   Because she's staring at me, right now, with a look that doesn't translate as happy.  It translates, in fact, as very unhappy indeed.  Her brow is furrowed, her full lips are downturned into a frown...
 
   This can't possibly be a good sign.
 
   “Um,” I say, because I'm not exactly certain what else to say.
 
   A long moment stretches between us before Kennedy lies back down on the bed, pillowing her head beneath her right arm.  A smile is beginning to steal across her face.  “That's it?” she tells me, wrinkling her nose.
 
   “Um...you were wonderful?” I say, then, because I'm kind of confused.  She really was amazing...maybe she just needs to be told how good she was.  Yeah.  That must be it.
 
   “That's it?” she persists, her one brow high, a smile more than tugging now at her mouth—she's smiling widely, laughing a little.  
 
   When I stare at her again, she laughs even more, covering her face in her hands and laughing into her palms.
 
   “Oh, God, I'm sorry,” she says then, rolling over and wrapping me in her arms.  She smells so comforting, her scent one I already seem to know by heart, the warmth of her skin against my own something purely delicious.  She holds me close, pressing her mouth against mine, kissing me deeply.  
 
   “I'm sorry,” she repeats, her smile warming me from the inside out.  “It's just...funny.  That's...really all you remember about last night?”
 
   “Well,” I tell her, smiling as I draw a hand through her hair.  It's so soft and curly against my fingers, shifting like red satin across my palm—it's exactly what I thought it would feel like.  “I did have an interesting dream,” I tell her then.
 
   “Oh,” she says, her eyes sparkling.  “What did you dream?”
 
   “There's probably something Freudian going on,” I tell her, raising one of my brows now, “but I dreamed you became a wolf.”
 
   Kennedy was in the middle of working a trail of kisses down my neck, but she stops now, her lips pressed against my skin.  
 
   I sit up a little, because there's something nagging at me...
 
   I glance down, and bite my lip.
 
   I'm wearing my boots.  
 
   I know, absolutely, that I did not take Kennedy to bed while wearing boots. 
 
   I glance to the glass wall...
 
   The sun is rising, but because of the mountains, it's not bright daylight yet.  But I don't need bright daylight to see the fact that there are wolf tracks outside in the yard.  Wolf tracks, and human tracks, both.  
 
   Kennedy trails a hot finger down my back, making me shiver.  “Was it a good dream?” she asks me, her low voice a growl.  I glance down at her, down at her sparkling eyes and her smiling mouth.  
 
   I take a deep breath, lie back down, pillowing my head on her shoulder as she draws me close.
 
   “A...very good one,” I say tentatively, considering things.
 
   We stay very quiet for a long moment as my world view is neatly exploded, and then reordered, as Kennedy traces her fingers up and down my arm, her breathing steady as she brushes her lips to the top of my head.
 
   “Funny how everything can change in a night,” she says quietly then.  
 
   I reach up, cupping my hand at her jaw and chin, pressing my fingers gently through her hair as I rise on an elbow, staring down at this raw, fierce, gorgeous creature.  
 
   “Yeah,” I tell her.  “Funny, that.”
 
   And, without a single regret in the world, I lean down, and I kiss Kennedy fiercely, the old me and the new me becoming, in that moment, one.  
 
   The sun rises over the Rocky Mountains, shining down on the wolf tracks behind the retreat center.  There might be a logical explanation.  It might just have been a very good dream.  
 
   But, no matter what or who she is, Kennedy's kiss is bright and real and the most wonderful thing I've experienced since I can remember.
 
   “So,” she tells me, her mouth twitching upward at the corners as she tries to maintain a serious expression.  “Are you ready for your morning yoga session?”
 
   “Oh, God,” I mutter, chuckling as I hide my face in her shoulder, feeling my cheeks color.  “I...actually have something to tell you...”
 
   “Don't worry,” says Kennedy softly, gently, working her fingers into my hair and kissing me fiercely.  “There's a first time for everything,” she promises me.  “Or, you know...” she tells me, one brow up, “we could postpone the yoga...”  She trails her fingers down my bare stomach, causing me to shiver.  “Just for a little while...”
 
   Kennedy pulls me down on top of her with a low, throaty chuckle then, and I pull off my boots with a laugh.
 
   After all, you only live once.
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
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