Quinn just gives a bit of a weak wave as Sable says her goodbyes, forehead sitting against her knees as she stares into her dress. She waits until the the door's shut before she even considers speaking, and even once it does it takes several moments before she speaks up again. "That was a joke. //Always// a joke," Quinn answers Elaine's question with a bit of a rueful laugh. "The secret girlfriend thing, that is. Sounds like you had it covered anyway." Which isn't //meant// to be mean, but with how muffled and unclear her words are, there's a good chance it comes off that way.

         It does come off as mean, and Elaine winces. She peeks over at Junie, making sure the baby's still secure and sleeping, before she moves to sit down next to Quinn. She needs the proximity. "There's a difference between //seeing someone// and being in love with someone. With Sable and I... it was fast and hard. I mean, that was right back at the beginning. I'd hardly even gotten to know what being with a woman was like. But it was something entirely different with her and I was okay with us only being together when we were alone because it worked. It wasn't like we were //together//. But we were in love." A hand rests on Quinn's back, rubbing a little should it not be swatted away. "And I want you to know that before we move on from this topic that it doesn't change things. Sable and I talked about you. How we felt. We didn't feel jealous over you. Because we both had you and it was equal and we both care. Whatever Sable and I had... there wasn't jealousy there. Not until now, I guess, but I guess when your love is threatened you do stupid things. If I had known that you loved me too, Quinn, I wouldn't have left. Well... at least not like that. I would have told you. I didn't mean to hurt you."

QUinn flinches a bit as Elaine's hand settles on her back, but she doesn't make any attempt to swat the hand away. "If I had known, I probably wouldn't be curled up on teh sofa," is her response. Always picking the worst thing to poke at in a conversation when she gets like this. "That's what hurt, Elaine. Not bein' told." There's a pause, and Quinn's shoulders roll a bit. "Thought I guess that would changed a lotta things too." She exhales softly, eyes closing. "It //should//'ve changed things, I.... dunno. It's... I don't really know what t' say, t' be honest." Not like she did with Sable, and even then she showed restraint, Elaine having shown up before those restratints broke down and she //really// got mean.

         "I'm not doing very good at talking right now, I know. Sable's whole... I don't know. The thing with Dee? Maybe I don't have any sort of claim on Sable. If anyone does, it's you. You were before me, before Dee... if anyone deserves a shot, it's you." Elaine shakes her head. "Sable said she'd always love me, but that I could be with someone else. Even if it meant I could sleep with her anymore. She was willing to give that up for me and I can't even do the decency and not get upset over Dee. I guess my problem is that I thought it was something different. I fell too hard. I shouldn't have done it and it was foolish and I regret it. Still feel a little as if I'm being slowly choked to death, much as I love her." The hand rubs gently. 

         "Quinn, I wish I was better at talking about this. If I had known about you I would have had time to think about what to do, how to feel. But all I keep thinking, though, was how you looked at me, back when we met. How you flirted, how there was always that tension. How I was flattered as hell that you wanted me. How you've always, //always// been there for me. You have. More than anyone in the entire world, Quinn, you've been there for me."

That actually gets a bit of a laugh from Quinn, even if it's a rueful one. "Flirtin's flirtin'. That's really all that was, you know. I mean, like... I wanted y', but... not like I do now. That's... a lot more recent." The hand on her back //is// relaxing. "I probably will always be there fo ryou though, regardless a' anythin' else. You're m' best friend first, Elaine." She's still not uncurling, though. Ygraine had it right, this whole thing does make her nervous and curl into a ball.

"I don't have any sorta claim on Sable. I mean, it was like... two dates an' a few flings. An' Dee didn't even really give her much attention at a;; until //recently//." There's a puse, and Quinn exhales again. "I gues that's not helpin'. I dunno. I have no idea how t' talk about there, even //with// time t' think. I just... I didn't want t' say anythin' because you're always talkin' about how you don't want things t' change. An' from where I sat, that's all I saw when I thought about it. It's not like I haven't been through this before. I coulda done it again. Sable... kinda spoiled it, though."

         "I don't want things to change, Quinn, because I don't want to lose you. I don't wanna lose what we have. That's why. I'm just afraid of things changing for the worse. I can understand not telling me and that's a damn brave thing to do, Quinn. But even with this out there, I'm not losing what we have, no matter what. You know that, alright?" Elaine hesitates, still rubbing at Quinn's back. "I love you too." There's a long pause before she continues. "I almost don't want to say it because it feels cheap. It doesn't feel like it should and I want you to know how much you mean to me. I know I love you but I don't know where that puts us. I don't want you to feel any lesser than Sable but I can tell you right now that it's a very, very different love than what I have with her. But I can sure as hell tell you I love you stronger than I loved Magnes and I can tell you that's a hell of a lot. You are too damn important to me for me to mess things up for good. Okay? I want you to know that you are the world to me. You put up a lot of shit from me and I wouldn't just be with Sable if it meant losing you." Her fingers trace along Quinn's back as she shuts her eyes, leaning lightly against Quinn. "That whole thing, when Sable was leaving? She was giving her blessing. But I don't know where that puts us."
“Not even if I stepped away willingly?”The question comes after almost a minute of silence. Mostly, Quinn is asking so she //knows//. That, after all, has been part of teh core issue at play here, or at least for her it has been. She winces when Elaine says “I love you” back. She’s sure the other woman means it, she believes every word of it – but it doesn’t keep it from feeling just she says she doesn’t want it to. And the idea of Sable’s blessing, good intentioned as it is, is met with a barely audible scoff that Quinn just //can’t// fght back, no matter how hard she tries. Which leaves her unable the question of where that puts them, besides her feeling a bit like second place. She’d have to revisit it later.
“I spent the whole last week tryin’ t’ figure out why you ran off. I wasn’t even //worried// about where,” Quinn related, eyes shutting a bit tighter. I talked t’ Sable, Ygraine – she even had me search you room t’ make sure it wasn’t foul play – I event went out t’ Pollepel an’ asked //Magnes//. He’s convinced it’s his fault, by the by, you should call him if you think he’ll actually listen t’ you.” There’s a quiet found from the Irishwoman as she shifts a little. “I was //so worried// that it was somethin’ I did. Or that, after dinner the other night, you figured me out an’ couldn’t handle it or somethin’.”
"Don't go anywhere, Quinn. I'd hurt for a long time if you did." Elaine murmurs, slowly withdrawing her hand. "I never meant to hurt you. I never meant for you to think that this was your fault. Hell, that's why I wrote the note. I didn't even tell //Sable// I was leaving. I don't want you to hate me, Quinn, but I deserve all your anger so if you want to yell at me and say mean things you can, but I can't promise I won't cry and hurt a lot, because I already do."
“A note doesn’t really do much t’ curb worry an’ heartache when it just says ‘don’t worry’,” Quinn opines quietly. “I mean, could ‘ave at least put “don’t panic!” in all caps. At least then, I would’ve had a laugh an’ not thought as much of it. The rolls were a nice touch, though. Thank you for those.” And aagain, Quinn gives a bit of a laugh, though this one is more genuine.
And then she falls silent for a moment, before she reaches out, blindly feeling around for Elaine’s hand. “I’m not mad at you. I never was. Just... hurt that no one trusted me enough t’ say anything t’ me. I mean... I can’t promise it would’ve been a good idea, but the fact that Sable waited this long t’ tell me when she //knew// I was asking around an’ worryin’... //that’s// what pissed me off.” A pause. “Well, no, that’s... not fair. I was realy mean t’ her. But... I’m jealous a’ her. An’ not just cause a this. An’ it kinda got the best a’ me.” She buries her face a bit deeper, tone sound sadder now. “I got her t’ the point where she wouldn’t even speak anymore. Not until I slipped up.”

There's a frown, but Elaine takes Quinn's hand and squeezes. "I trust you with my life, Robyn Quinn. I //trust// you with everything. It's not that I didn't trust you enough it's just that I didn't want to make a big deal about this. I wanted to break everything. I needed to start fresh and figure things out with a clear head, not a head where I had to look at you when I told you I was leaving and try and keep myself from hurting." She sighs, then pulls Quinn's hand to her lips and kisses it lightly. "She's torn up too. I don't know that she realized why I left. Plus what she admitted wasn't an easy thing to admit. Don't be jealous of her, Quinn. She's far more fucked up. You don't have anything to make up to me, and she's got a hell of a lot of talking to do. You and I... we're okay." There's a pause, a hesitation, and then Elaine sounds a touch scared. "Aren't we?"
“//I// haven’t realised why you left. If it had t’ do with her, she knows. Or, well... she has an idea,” Quinn states somewhat flatly. Moreso than intended. “That’s... pretty much why she told me. Because she was blaming herself an’ I told her it was silly. Caught me offguard enough that I dropped a wet glass baby bottle – which reminds me, I have t’ find the other one...”

The kiss to her hand has her squeezing Elaine’s tightly, almost too tight. “I know she is. That... I dunno. I’d rather not go int’ that. That’s somethin’ else entirely, I guess.” She fidgets in her little ball a bit, sighing. “I guess it makes sense. I don’t want it to, an’ I’m still hurt, but I guess it does.” This, in reference to Elaine needing a clean break. It’s there that she falls silent again, before finally lifting her head enough to bring her eyes peaking up over her knees. “We’re okay. I mean... in the strictest sense. But I think I need some time t’ think about things, you know?”

"Does time to think about things mean I gotta keep my distance or something?" Elaine's thumb strokes over the back of Quinn's hand. "I don't mean that we have to sleep together or anything I just... I need someone to be around, Quinn. Sable clearly doesn't wanna be around me and I dunno what I'll do if you pull back too. I just need to feel better. I won't like.. push anything on you or anything. Just... don't be distant. And don't try and avoid me, okay? It would mean a lot. I don't think I could stand anymore hurt."

There's a long moment where even Quinn isn't sure what she's going to do. It's a complex and drawn out mental process, the one she goes over to reach a conclusion, and if someone had a window into her mind, it would just be flashing error at some point in the middle. What does come to pass afternearly a minute is Quinn finally unferaling her legs and lifting her head up, cheeks red as she looks over at Elaine. Like she's been crying, even though she actually hasn't. Stockinged feet hit the ground, and she just stares ahead for a moment before she turns and evelopes Elaine in a tight, tight hug, as tight as she can manage. "No distance."

Elaine's arms fold around Quinn and squeeze her back, eyes shutting as she hugs as tightly as she can. "Good. Cause fuck, I don't think either of us need any more pain. And I //missed// you, for the record."

Quinn just hugs, her face buried in Elaine's shoulder. "No matter what, you're still my best friend an' my roommate, an' I'll do anythin' for you. So no pain, no distance. Not if I can help it. I can't promise I won't be a little... antsy until... I dunno. I don't really know where t' go from here, t' be entirely honest. I really don;t."

"Then we figure it out, day by day. If you're antsy, that's okay. I'll follow your lead, alright? And we can be honest with each other. Ask me anything and I'll tell you. I promise. Because I want you to be able to trust me and I want to figure things out. I mean..." Elaine pauses, breathing in deeply. "We have to figure out if we want things to stay the same, or to change."

"THis shit is too complicated," Quinn offers with a bit of a meek laugh. "Well... I think that's the problem. That's why idn't want t' say anything," she cotninues, swallowing loudly. "Kinda hard for things t' stay the same. I mean, then can stay the same, but they won't //be// the same. You know? ...I dunno." She shrugs a bit in the hug, sighing. "There's so many things t' consider. Like Ygraine. Who already knows about this. I had a bit of a... worry fit while she was here an ended up... tellin' her the whole thing."

"Ah, so everyone knows about everything. Please, for the love of everything that is good, tell me that Magnes doesn't know about me and Sable. The last thing I need is Magnes flying off the handle in yet another way." Elaine squeezes tight. "There's you and Ygraine to worry about, me and Sable... at least, those are our common worries. I guess we both need a lot of thinking. But either way, things can stay as close to the same as they can and then we'll figure out the rest. I'm not having all of this mess us up, okay?"

Quinn lets out a long sigh and leans back, looking Elaine in the eye. "Ygraine never ceases t' amaze me with how open she is t'... new things." QUinn fidgets, before looking off to the side for amoment. "What's up with your voice by the way. I mean... I know thea ccent was put on an' all, but it's... weird. You reminded me a' home talkin' like that, even if it wasn't exact..." She reaches down and takes both of Elaine's hands, looking her again in the eyes, before she finally leans forward and kisses her on the lips.

"I love you," she finally says, while actually looking at Elaine. "I just... I needed t' say it. FOr my sake."

"Thought I'd stop lying about who I was for once and just be me." Elaine murmurs, though her cheeks flush at the kiss and she looks back at Quinn seriously. "I love you too, Robyn Quinn. More than you probably believe I do." She leans in to kiss her again, trying to draw it out. It's not lustful or needy, it's just sweet and lingering.
Whether or not that’s true, Quinn leaves unsaid, returning the kiss in gentle kind – at least it seems like, at the moment some things aren’t going to change, and that’s a bigger comfort than anyone outside of that room can possibly imagine. When she pulls away, there’s a bit of a smile on her face as shewraps an arm around Elaine, leaning back against the sofa. “No distance,” she repeats again, looking up at the ceiling, then past Elaine and over at the sleeping Junko. 

“We’ll... get this figured out. It may take a pow wow and a prayer. But we’ll get this figured out. For all our sakes.”
