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Chapter 1 - The Keggar
 
   What in the heck was I even doing there?  Katy knew I hated parties, I never knew what to do.  I've never really been outgoing; I say shy, my mom says introverted.  My next-door neighbor Katy and I grown up together, the best of friends.  Where being around people made me nervous and anxious, she reveled in new people, things, and taking chances.
 
   I still, to this day, wonder why she hangs around with me, I just drag her down.  She is always so happy and carefree; I wish that one day I could be like that.  She's like the sister I never had, always pulling me way out of my comfort zone.  Like tonight.
 
   We had just started our freshman year at the University of Washington here in Seattle, on the other side of the state from our hometown of Chewelah.  She was all atwitter after class yesterday, raving about a keggar that was being thrown just off campus by some junior she was wanting to hook up with.
 
   She begged and pleaded with me to come.  She said I needed to get out and get some fresh air.  I don't have any clue how that made sense, this place had so many people in it that it reeked of sweat and beer.  I had asked if we should even go to a keggar; we were underage, just barely eighteen, wasn't it illegal?  She had just giggled and hugged me.  I guess that meant we were going.
 
   She had dangled a carrot in front of me that maybe we'd find a guy there for me.  I blushed at that.  I wasn't the most date-able girl, the perpetual wallflower.  The couple dates she set me up with in high school didn't go too well.  The first guy, David Masters, I was so nervous and anxious that I puked on his feet when he went to give me a goodnight kiss.  He never called back.
 
   Then there was Billy Peters; she lined him up to escort me to the senior prom while she brought the bad boy of the drama club, Kyle Raines.  He was dreamy!
 
   I almost made it through that night without a mini panic attack.  But he kept dragging me out to the dance floor, I felt like a million people were looking at us.  I wound up excusing myself to the bathroom and ran all the way home in those silly purple heels and short purple satin dress Katy made me wear, crying like a baby.  I think I may be broken in some way.
 
   She wound up at my place, sitting on the floor between my bed and the back wall about an hour later when she realized I had bolted.  That little nook was my Fortress of Solitude and surrounded on three sides, I felt safe.  She just sat there with me, discussing anything and everything but the prom.  She never once mentioned it since then, acting like I had never ruined her night with Kyle.
 
   We spent almost an hour getting ready for the keggar, it was like prom all over again.  Except instead of prom dresses it was jeans and a grunge look for Katy.  We tried the same for me, but I could never pull the look off.  We wound up with a hybrid look; a nice white blouse with her satin black vest, to give it an edge, and a black knee length skirt.  She tried to get me into a mini but I'd have died from embarrassment before we even stepped out the door.
 
   She gave me a makeover, braided my long wavy chestnut hair off to the left side down to my waist, and then stood me in front of the mirror.  If it weren't for the weird combination of a blush and the green look of terror and trepidation about the party on my face, I almost looked pretty.
 
   I've always been ultra short and thin at four foot eleven, and I still shop in the “young miss” section for my clothes.  The pallor of my face seemed to highlight my veil of freckles.  I did like my eyes though; people always ask me if I am wearing colored contacts and that they've never seen eyes so brilliantly green.
 
   I was so short beside Katy in the mirror, I felt like someone's little sister trying to look grown up.  Where puberty gave her the curves men fantasize about, it was a little less giving to me.  I puffed up my chest but then exhaled and tilted my head; I liked my little B's.
 
   She had taken her ebony locks out of her signature ponytail and used a simple red headband that matched her shirt.  Damn, she must really like this guy if she is pulling out her secret weapon like that.
 
   We walked the two blocks from the dorm room that we shared.  We weren’t supposed to be able to pick who would be our roommates.  I think daddy may have had something to do with our success in breaking the rules, or at least his wallet did.
 
   When we arrived there were so many people.  We walked into the house where the keggar was at and it felt like everyone was using up all the air in there.  Katy introduced me around to some of the people she had already befriended here; I envied her ability to do that, she wasn't scared of anything.  I just went to my classes and hung out in our dorm room.
 
   She got us a couple beers, and when I refused mine, she winked and drank it too.
 
   Then the dreaded inevitable happened.  Brett found us.  He was a cute junior that Katy had her eye on.  You could see it immediately when he stepped beside us.  Those two had it bad for each other.  Katy looked at me, “Hey Leigh, will you be ok if I go dance with Brett?”  I just nodded silently as I started wringing my hands.
 
   I felt a little self conscious standing in a crowd alone so I made my way to the rear wall of the main room, where at least my back would be protected.  There was a little couch against the wall, well, more of a love seat.  But a girl was already sitting there so I slid beside it with my back to the wall.  I started almost subconsciously rubbing my arms.
 
   I glanced over to the girl on the couch and she glanced up at me with an easy smile.  She cocked her head and then patted the couch beside her then absently looked out over the room.  I looked around then sat beside her.  I whispered, “Thanks.” and she just turned to me for a second and gave a single nod.
 
   She had an easiness about her.  She had kind of an emo look.  With short, pixie cut brunette hair that framed a cute face and reminded me of those old eighties teen movies.  All sharp angles and pouty lips.  I took her to be a freshman too.  The puberty fairy had gifted her like Katy.  She wore all black; her shirt was strategically torn and shredded to show off her toned abs.  Torn jeans and black sneakers completed her look.
 
   I stopped when I saw her neck.  It was a patchwork of heavy scars on the right side from her ear to her larynx, where the most scaring was.  The left side had a single row of ragged scars with what looked like puncture scars on either side.
 
   I felt like a complete ass staring like that.  So instead I looked at my hands.  I didn't want to be any ruder than I had already been and yelled over the music.  “Hi, I'm Leigh.  Leigh Johnson.”
 
   The girl turned to look at me again and gave me a stunning smile as she tilted her head cutely then she reached out and shook my hand.  My eyes darted to our hands.  I always feel self-conscious touching people.  Her hand was so soft and she had slender, graceful fingers tipped with sharp looking glossy black nails.
 
   I looked back up at her expectantly, waiting for her name.  But then she bit her lower lip in consternation as she released my hand and raised her hand to her throat then made an apologetic motion with it shrugging.  Then she held her hands up to her head and made dog-ears then bared her teeth and snapped, offering another shrug motioning toward her mouth.  Dog attack and she can't talk anymore, got it.
 
   I blushed for some reason and looked back down at my hands as I nodded.  I started rubbing off some imaginary paint from a finger with my thumb, when she placed a hand gently on my hands to stop me.  I glanced at her and she had concern etching her face.  I shrugged and said, “Sorry.  I get really anxious around people.  My best friend...” I pointed her out, dancing with Brett, “...tries to get me out in public.”
 
   She tilted her head at me again, her face was really expressive, and then she smiled and nodded in understanding and just turned back to watch the crowd.  She never took her hand off mine.  Then she quickly inhaled and exhaled and then laced our fingers as she sort of bobbed with the music.
 
   I was on the verge of hyperventilating and she glanced over at me and her eyes creased with concern and she shook our hands as if to shake me out of my thoughts, her sparkling amber eyes studying me.
 
   I exhaled and giggled a little, feeling self conscious, but she made me feel a little less so with her attention.  I usually hated attention, but it wasn't so bad with her.  Then I had a thought and chuckled as I shook my head. She tilted her head and gave a silly grin her eyes prompting me.
 
   I actually grinned back and then rolled my eyes, “Sorry.  I just realized that this is the longest conversation I have had with anyone who isn't family, except for Katy, and I'm doing all the talking.”
 
   Her eyes sparkled as he smile bloomed; she tilted her head back and laughed.  It came out as a wheezy breathy sound.  Then her smile turned into a satisfied grin that dimpled her cheeks.  She pulled my hand to her stomach and hugged it there with her arm, never letting go of my hand.  Then with her other hand, she pointed at her eyes then out to the crowd.
 
   I nodded, “Yeah, it's kind of fun to watch people.  Especially when they get drunk and stupid.”
 
   She nodded and shot a wink at me.  We sat like that for an hour.  Katy had disappeared with Brett after a few dances.  I rolled my eyes; my best friend was off probably getting lucky again.  I was jealous; I still had never got my first kiss.  I got close, before the vomit monster got me.
 
   We were laughing more often than not.  I broke into a giggle fit when she pointed out a senior who had a bushy mustache.  She let go of my hand and made walrus tusks, which sent me into a giggle fit.  I was acutely aware that I missed her hand in mine, but before I could finish the though she was grasping my hand again.
 
   Later she turned away from the crowd and pointed at me and shrugged.  I blushed, “You don't want to know about me.”  I looked down and she lightly slapped my cheek.  I looked up at her and was captured by her eyes again; it almost looked like she had gold flecks in them, swirling around.  Then she gave me a reprimanding look and I closed my eyes for a second and nodded.
 
   The next thing I knew, I was telling this woman everything about my life.  She would make hand motions at times to prompt more out of me, or to interject her agreement with things.  I would ask her about her experiences in the same areas.  It wasn't hard to understand or get her opinions.  She had such an expressive face.
 
   It was getting close to midnight and then an idea hit me like a bolt of lightning.  I pulled out my cell and pulled up a notepad app and started to type on it.  She put her hand on mine to stop me.  I looked up and she had a mischievous smile on her face, shaking her head.  She brought a finger to her lips and I nodded and smiled at that then put my phone away.
 
   We went back to people watching, just holding hands.  I can't believe how comfortable I felt with her there to lend me strength.  I was shocked to realize that I hadn't paid attention to my anxiety for most of the night.  This made me give her hand a little squeeze, which she returned.
 
   Then finally, the inevitable happened, she let go of my hand then met my eyes with a smile.  She made a walking motion with her fingers then laid on the hands in the air like a pillow.
 
   I smiled back and nodded with a little yawn, “Yeah, I should get back to the dorm and get to bed too.  Thanks for sitting with me tonight, you made things fun.  Can I at least get your name?”  She smiled and hugged my hand with both of hers then released it and dug in her purse.  She pulled out her wallet and I figured she was going to show me her ID or something.  Instead she pulled out what looked like a business card and handed it to me.
 
   On one side it said Finger Spelling Quick Guide.  On the other it had twenty-six little drawings of hands with letters under each.  I glanced up at her and she made some motions with her hands.  Between that and her expressive face I got it.  I murmured, “So you won't tell me until I can learn to talk to you.”
 
   She nodded and winked then gave me a quick kiss on the cheek.  I blushed profusely at the cute little wave goodbye she gave me and she almost skipped off into the thinning crowd of drunken college kids.  Then the room closed in on me.  My safety net was gone.  I started making my way to the door when Katy appeared by my side.  “Hey Leigh!  Sorry I bugged out on you like that.  Brett took me for a walk in the park behind the house.  We wound up making out for a bit.”
 
   I shrugged as she looped her arm in mine and navigated us to the door.  She smiled and said, “I actually went back to the dorm to apologize to you figuring you bugged out the moment I disappeared.  I'm so proud of you for staying the whole night.  Did you dance with any guys?  I'm sorry I didn't get you hooked up.”
 
   I smiled at my hands.  “It's ok Katy.  I actually had a really good time.  I think I made a friend, with fellow wallflower.”
 
   She looked at me in excitement, “That is great Leigh!  College is getting you out of your shell!”  She quickly hugged me as we walked.  Then she asked, “So who is it?”
 
   I stopped walking and she looked at me as I scrunched up my face comically, “I really don't know.  I never got her name.  I have to learn finger spelling first.”
 
   She looked confused but then shook her head and dragged me along, “Well at least you are trying.”  I thought about the mystery emo girl all the way to the dorm.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 2 – Party Girl
 
   For the next few weeks I concentrated on my studies.  I practiced my finger spelling too.  I found as many online tutorials as I could in order to could practice reading it too.  I had even signed up for an online American Sign Language course. I don't know why it was so important to me.  I would probably never see... I thought of her amber eyes and smiled... I would probably never see “Amber” again.
 
   Katy and Brett were sort of becoming an item and she was out at his dorm or out on dates with him more often than not, but she made sure the time she spent with me was fun and gave me her undivided attention.  Whenever she asked about the sign language I'd get a little shy and just shrug and say, “It's cool.”
 
   For Halloween Brett was hosing another keggar, costume party style.  When Katy started begging me to attend with her and Brett, I think I caught her by surprise by my excited, “Yes.”  Maybe Amber would be there.  I like talking to her.  God I'm such a loser, I enjoy talking to the one person I can't actually talk to.  Yet.  I hope I didn't bore her at the last party; I was a jabbering fool.
 
   By the time Halloween rolled around, I finished sewing up my steampunk costume and painting my clockwork gears for the lightning pistol that went with it.
 
   Katy looked amazing as usual. She was going as a more retro looking catwoman with a tight leather half-jacket and goggles, and her makeup just enhanced her sultry look.
 
   I felt self-conscious again and looked in the mirror.  My brown and copper Victorian dress and black vest looked pretty darn good, the miscellaneous equipment I had hanging loosely from the wide swashbucklers belt completed the look with some copperish clockwork goggles on the top of my head.  I let my wavy hair spill out behind me without braiding it and it went down past my butt.  I idly wondered if my butt was cute.
 
   I looked at my face then Katy, then bit my lower lip.  She tilted her head and squinted an eye, “What-up Leigh?”
 
   I took a deep breath and then exhaled almost in a sigh of resignation.  “Can you make me look pretty?”  I motioned a hand toward my face.
 
   She giggled as she playfully shoved my shoulder.  “You're already goddamn adorable lady.”  She got a 'wait a minute' look on her face, and then she said, “Oh, yer lookin' to impress somebody.  Oh my god, I can totally give you a come hither look for the guy!  Is it anyone I know?”
 
   I shrugged, “No, I just feel like being someone else tonight.  Someone pretty.”
 
   Her eyes narrowed and she looked a little angry as she hissed, “You are already pretty, when is that gonna finally register in that nerdy brain of yours?”
 
   I blushed into the netherworld and said, “Have I told you I love you lately, Katy?  I don't know if I could survive college without you.”
 
   She grinned and said, “Love you too lady.  Now lets see if we can't enhance your adorable by a factor of two.”  Then she attacked my face with her beauty products.  When she was done I had brownish eye shadow punctuated by dramatic black eyeliner that made my green eyes almost jump out at you.
 
   Then she did something with an almost-black lipstick and a blood-red lipstick that feathered out my lips and made them look rounder, she topped it off with a clear gloss that made them look wet.  I grinned at my reflection and a steampunk pixie grinned back.  I looked at my BFF.  “Thanks, K-bot.”
 
   She grinned at the old nickname and replied in kind, “De nada, Short Stack.”
 
   Then I almost got whiplash when she grabbed me and dragged me out the door.
 
   We chatted on the way to the party. My eyes were scouting the room instantly.  I hoped Amber would be there.  I sort of deflated when she wasn't anywhere to be seen.
 
   Katy found Brett and forced him to hang around with us instead of circulating.  I felt bad that she was doing that for my benefit.  Finally I shoved her toward him when one of her favorite songs came on.  “Go, dance with your man.  I'll just go sit in the back there and do some people watching.”  She gave me a sad smile then grabbed Brett and disappeared onto the dance floor.
 
   I sat on the same little couch as before and shrank back into my own little world and watched the party like I were behind a window, looking in at the people having fun and wishing I could let loose like that.
 
   I glanced over when someone sat beside me.  I'm sure my smile threatened to split my face when I saw Amber grinning at me.  She was wearing a black trench coat and black-mirrored glasses, looking every inch of Trinity from the Matrix.
 
   I quickly spelled out, clumsily, “Hi Amber.”
 
   Her smile matched mine as she saw me finger spelling. Then she spelled “W..o is.. b.. r”  I made the ASL sign for slow down.  Then spelled out.  “I suck at this.”
 
   She did a wheezing chuffing sound that was her giggle and then spelled really slowly.  “W-h-o i-s A-m-b-e-r?”
 
   I made a silly face at her and said, “Well seeing as how you wont tell me your name, and you have those awesome amber eyes.  Hi Amber.” I gave her a tiny wave.
 
   She gave her whispering laugh again, and with a huge smile she leaned into me, hugging my left arm with both of her hands while laying her head on my shoulder for a moment then leaned back and spelled.  “O-k I-t-s-y.”
 
   I scrunched up my nose and narrowed my eyes.  “Itsy?”
 
   She looked supremely pleased with herself as she spelled out, “B-e-c-a-u-s-e y-o-u a-r-e s-o i-t-s-y b-i-t-s-y c-u-t-e.”
 
   I blushed so hard at that, and she gave her chuckle and then just laid her head on my shoulder again as we silently watched the crowd for a bit.
 
   Before long we were having a painfully slow conversation as I spoke and she spelled.  I let her know I was learning ASL as well but really sucked at it so far.  The look on her face was indecipherable then she answered about a million questions I had for her except her name.
 
   She was a Seattle native, she was thinking about moving out of her parents right out of school and doing something in either the entertainment industry or in the outdoors.  She simply loved hiking in the Cascades.
 
   When she was three, a stray dog jumped their fence and attacked her dog Sir Wiggles, and she got caught in the middle.  The stray almost ripped her throat out and damaged her vocal cords irreparably. Wiggles managed to fight off the dog.  The thing that struck me about that was that she didn't seem sad that she lost her voice that day, it was that she seemed truly upset that they had put the stray to sleep because of the attack once it was caught.  She didn't think they needed to kill the poor thing.
 
   She uses a speech synthesizer built into her phone to talk for her in most cases, except with me.  But she prefers to just write her responses on a notepad or type them on her phone for people because the synthesized voice “Makes her sound fat.”  She giggled at that.  She wouldn't tell me why she wouldn't communicate with me like that; it would make things so much easier.
 
   When I pressed her on her name she let me know that I was doing good so far, but I needed to work more on my finger spelling and get some rudimentary ASL skills before I “earned” her name.
 
   The last hour of the party we just sat there with her hugging my arm, her head on my shoulder.  It was so comfortable and I didn't feel out of place in the crowded house with Amber protecting me.
 
   Katy appeared near midnight to collect me with apology in her eyes for abandoning me again.  I introduced them.  “Katy, this is Amber.  Amber this is my best friend ever, Katy.”  She used her expressive face, her eyes widening and nudging toward her and I nodded.  “Yup, she's the one I keep yammering on about.”
 
   Then I continued, “K-bot, this is Amber.  Careful or she'll talk your friggin' ear off.” Amber let out an airy squeak and then laughed her wheezing chuckle as she slapped my arm.
 
   Katy looked confused as to our joking around and just offered, “Nice to meet you Amber, I hope Leigh didn't talk your ear off.”  I know she thought it was a joke, but I probably did talk her ear off.  Amber gave her a smirk and wobbled her hand in a “sort of” gesture.
 
   Then Katy asked, “You don't mind if I steal her away from you do you?  It's getting late and if I don't get her back to the dorm before curfew, she'll turn into a steampunk pumpkin.”
 
   She shook her head and made a shooing motion with her hands.  Katy grinned and inclined her head, “Thank you, good lady.”
 
   Then I looked at her and said, “Go say goodbye to you beau, I'll catch up with you at the door.”
 
   Katy grinned and said, “Ok, I'm off.  Nice meeting you Amber.”  Amber nodded and waved.  As I watched my friend disappear back into the thinning crowd I almost chuckled.  I don't think she realized that Amber never said a word.
 
   I turned to the woman as she sat back on the couch.  I smiled and blushed and said shyly, “You really look great tonight.  I should have told you that right away.”
 
   She smiled and blushed and signed, “Y-o-u l-o-o-k h-o-t y-o-u-r-s-e-l-f.”  She stood again and gave me a quick hug and then made a shooing motion with a little wink.
 
   I nervously bit my lower lip then asked, “Will you be at the next party?”
 
   She smiled in a sexy manner and spelled out, “F-o-r y-o-u?  Y-e-s.”
 
   I couldn't have stopped my smile, and my cheeks were hot with a deep blush as I said, “Kay.”  Then rushed off to find Katy.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 3 – Escalation
 
   I redoubled my efforts in learning sign language.  It was hard, like leaning a whole new language.  I chuckled at myself.  Duh!  It is another language genius!  I even found the courage somewhere inside me to ask a mostly hearing impaired girl from one of my classes, True, to tutor me after I saw her signing to one of her friends.
 
   I thought Katy was going to pop a cork she was so happy to know that I had yet another friend.  “Looks like college is really getting you out of your shell lady.”  I thought about it and it really wasn't college, it was that damn amber-eyed vixen that I wanted to please so badly.
 
   I actively sought out all the off campus parties after that, hoping to meet up with Amber.  With the exception of one party, she was always there.  She always complimented me on my progress but I couldn't win her name.
 
   We would always sit and watch the parties as spectators and talk all night.  She was always holding my hand or laying her head on my shoulder.  Sometimes cupping my cheeks then telling me how pretty I was.  I craved her eyes and her touch.  I was an Amber junkie.
 
   Our touches seemed to be escalating with each party and I found myself fantasizing in my dorm room about even more.  I had to relive myself on more than one occasion when Katy wasn't around.
 
   Then one night as we were lying in our respective beds doing our homework I blurted, “I think I'm a lesbian,” and held my breath.
 
   Katy didn't miss a beat and just mumbled, “That's nice.”  Then added offhandedly, “So like where the hell are we going to use quadratic equations in the real world?  I mean really!  I just don't get this math shit.”
 
   That was the scariest admission in my entire life and she didn't even blink.  Have I mentioned just how much I love my best friend?  She is the definition of awesome.  Then she said, “Your turn to pay for the pizza.” when there was a knock at the door.  I silently chuckled, well fine, I love her MOST of the time.  Then I hopped up to pay the delivery guy.
 
   At the Christmas keggar... was everything a keggar in college? …I had my best and worst night ever.  When a slow song came on, Amber shocked me and stood up and signed, “Dance with me.”  I nodded woodenly as she took my hand.  I melted into her on the dance floor.
 
   As the song was ending I saw Katy in a heated argument with Brett.  Then she stormed out.  I looked back at the goddess that had swept me off my feet then signed and spelled in my hybrid manner, “I have to make sure she's ok.  Thank you for the dance.”
 
   She nodded gave me a quick hug and signed, “Go!”  We exchanged smiles and I ran off to find Katy.
 
   I found out, much to my chagrin, she had just broken up with Brett because of me.  He had made a comment about dykes and the “mute freak.”  When they saw us dancing.  She unloaded both barrels on the guy.
 
   I was appalled that I cost her a relationship, but she shrugged, “Hey, I won't be off the market that long, I mean.”  She put a cocky grin on her face and motioned down at her body.  I chuckled and then she said, “I didn't know Amber couldn't speak.  I've met her like six times and she's one of your best friends.  How dense am I?”
 
   I grinned at her, “Pretty dense.”  This got me a pillow whack right in the kisser.
 
   At the Valentines Day party Amber took my breath away when she actually showed up in a dress.  My god she was sexy!  Before I could talk she held up a hand to stop me then spelled out, “Ashley.”  She shook her head at my confusion and motioned a hand toward herself.  Oh... Oh!  It was her na...  my thought was cut short, as well as every other circuit in my body, by her hot lips on mine.
 
   I don't know what emotion I was feeling but I'm gonna go with extreme happiness.  My first kiss, and it was everything I had ever fantasized it would be.  My toes were curling and my entire body was heating up.  Then I got even warmer when I remembered that I had finally won her name!
 
   I blinked as I tried to remember how to speak.  I giggled as a tear rolled down my cheek, then I said, “Hi Ashley, you look beautiful tonight.”
 
   She winked at me and dragged me out to the dance floor.
 
   Once we sat down she signed shyly, “You sign like a drunk gorilla, but I feel like we can finally speak with each other.  You'll get better.”
 
   I shut her up with a kiss then we just held each other all night, occasionally going out to dance to the slow songs.  It was the most magical night of my life.
 
   By mid spring I had finally earned her phone number and we texted every night into the wee hours.  She still said I hadn't earned hanging out with her outside of the parties, so she encouraged me to keep improving my signing.  We knew it would be a couple years at least until I was totally proficient but she thought by summer I might win the prize.  I asked her what the prize was and she smiled demurely and spelled out “Amber.”  I almost fainted.
 
   Katy was dating a couple guys at the time; she couldn't decide she had said.  I was so happy that the whole Brett thing didn't bother her.  She just reinforced that any time she had to choose between me and a douche, she'd always pick me.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter 4 – Summer
 
   I was saddened by the swift approach of summer.  I didn't know if I could survive nine weeks without an Ashley fix.
 
   I worked so hard on my signing, and our parties were what I lived for.  They mostly ended with heated make-out sessions.  It was easy to ignore the crude lusty comments from guys or the hateful slurs that some threw around.  They didn't matter when I was with Ash.
 
   She showed up at my dorm room for the first time, during the last week of our Freshman year.  I was stunned when Katy opened the door and Ash was standing there looking bashful.  K-bot giggled as I reached past her and dragged Ashley in.
 
   She looked at Katy nervously then went to kiss my cheek.  I grinned and intercepted her lips with mine to give her a greeting kiss.  Katy's eyes shot wide.  My clueless best friend had never seen us making out before.  I looked at her and shrugged an apology and said, “I think we might be sort of dating?  I'm not quite sure.”
 
   Ashley was nodding furiously with a grin and she snorted when Katy just said with a grin, “Well in that case, shut yer yap Ash, stop your incessant yammering and have a seat.”
 
   I was blushing a hole into the ground but Ash looked truly amused at my best friend.  Katy looked between us and I was feeling self-conscious until a warm hand was in mine, Ashley sharing her strength with me.  Katy cocked an eyebrow.  “So how long you two been hiding this from me?”
 
   We both shrugged and I looked at Ash and asked, “Since the beginning of the school year?”
 
   She nodded with a satisfied grin then signed while looking at Katy and coking her head at me like she expected me to translate.  I shook my head and almost squeaked, “I'm not saying that!”
 
   She looked at me and rolled her eyes playfully and then pulled out her phone and a moment later a tinny woman's voice was saying, “Couldn’t help it.  First time I saw her I thought, oh my god, she's hot!”
 
   I buried my head in her shoulder.  I could die now.  It would be impossible for me to be more embarrassed.  Then Katy said, “You two are beyond cute together.”  I could hear the smile in her voice and Ash was nodding like an idiot again.  I wish I had her confidence.
 
   We sat and ordered in some Chinese and talked the whole night away about our hopes and dreams, the past, and our future.  Then almost like she had guided the conversation to the future, Ash brought up the summer and how much she was going to miss me.
 
   She brought up that she had a summer job all lined up in Issaquah, at an outdoor outfitters place named Silent Bob's, well, Valentine's now.  Her grandpa Remmy used to work there before he died.  Then she got all shy and signed, “Bobbie says she could use two workers for the summer since it is her busy season... if you were interested in maybe...” She paused, “Vacationing with me.”  Then she locked eyes with me.  “Because I think I'm in love with you and don't think I could handle nine weeks without seeing your face.”
 
   My breath caught as I covered my mouth.  I felt tears welling up as I just nodded like a fool.  Then I croaked out, “I think I'm in love with you too Ash.  I... I'd be happy to vacation with you!”
 
   She pulled me into a hug that became a giggling kiss as my best friend was blurting out, “What?  Hey you two break it up.  What the heck were you saying?  Clue a sister in!”  Then her giggles joined in with ours as I pulled back to look into the amber eyes of my angel, knowing I'd never be a wallflower again.
 
    
 
   The End
 
   


  
 

Note: Wallflower is a short story in the Of Heartsrings and Hope: Tales of Friendship and Love anthology.  Check it out for great short stories from various authors.
 
    
 
   Books in the Music of the Soul universe...
 
   (All books are standalone and can be read in any order)
 
   Music of the Soul
 
   A Deafening Whisper
 
   Dating Game
 
   Karaoke Queen
 
   Silent Bob
 
   Five Feet or Less
 
   Broken Song
 
   Syncopated Rhythm
 
   Progeny
 
   Girl Next Door
 
   Lightning Strikes Twice
 
   June
 
   Dead Shot
 
    
 
   Short Stories in the Music of the Soul universe...
 
   Misadventures of Victoria Davenport: Operation Matchmaker
 
   Wallflower
 
   Accidental Date
 
   Valentine of My Heart
 
    
 
   Books in the London Harmony series... (A spinoff of the Music of the Soul series)
 
   Water Gypsy
 
   Feel the Beat
 
   Roctoberfest
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