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MOLLY & REBECCA



REUNION



 



 



Ten years ago, I made a decision to protect my stepdaughter, Molly. It was the sort of decision any good parent would make in my position. Of that, I have no doubt. But having not been blessed with twenty-twenty foresight, it turned out I made a horrible, horrible mistake instead.



To explain, I’m not sure where to start, so I’ll begin with a little about me. My name is Rebecca Martin. Martin is my maiden name. I took it back after not one but three divorces over the last thirty years. Yes, do the math, I’m over fifty. Fifty-two to be precise. I now live alone—it’s better that way—and I have one daughter, stepdaughter actually. We’re estranged.



Her name’s Molly, she’s thirty-years-old, and I haven’t seen her in over ten years.



Not until tonight.



Sunday evening.



Home, in my little one-bedroom apartment, I’d just finished dinner and was cleaning up in my little galley kitchen. The TV was on, the news people yammering on about all that’s wrong with the world, when out of the blue my doorbell rang. I don’t get many visitors. Since my life imploded, I pretty much became a hermit.



I dried my hands on a towel, dropped it on the counter, and crossed through the living room. Along the way I picked up the remote and muted the TV. I called out, “Coming.”



Without benefit of a peephole, I opened the door. “Yes?”



On the other side of the apartment door I found—



“Molly?”



She forced a smile. “Hi, Mom.”



I mention I hadn’t seen or heard from her in over ten years, didn’t I?



I also barely recognized her. The woman standing before me had red hair, like Molly, but it was loose, unkempt, and hadn’t been washed in sometime. It framed her puffy pale-white face, greasy tendrils corkscrewing down to her shoulders. Her eyes were smeared dark form lack of sleep. She wore a sky-blue sleeveless dress. A maturity dress because she was…



“You’re pregnant.”



“Nothing gets by you, Mom.” Her thin lips formed a sad, half smile.



“I, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean. What are you doing here?”



“Aren’t you going to invite me in?”



I blinked. “Of course. Yes.” I took a step back to give her room.



She reached down to pick up a single small suitcase by her feet.



“No,” I said. “Let me.”



I grabbed it. It was light, had hardly anything in it. I brought it inside and closed the door behind us. I put the suitcase down in the hallway and waved her inside. “Come in. Come in.”



In the living room, she said, “Do you mind if I sit down? My feet are killing me.”



“Of course.” I waved a hand toward the sofa.



She lowered herself into the sofa, holding a hand under her swollen belly. She had to be eight or nine months along. She kicked off a pair of brown leather sandals. Well-worn they didn’t match her dress at all. Not that I was the fashion police, or much of a fashionista at all.



I sat down beside her. Hesitant to get too close. I looked her over, my heart sinking and breaking at the same time. “Molly, I…I have so many questions.”



“I know, Mom.” She forced a smile but tears filled her eyes. When they fell down her cheeks, she blubbered, “I’m so sorry, Mom.”



She collapsed into my arms and cried into my shoulder. Her body heaving with each sob. She fisted my thick, terrycloth robe and squeezed. I patted her back. Over and over, I said, “Oh, honey. It’ all right. It’s all right.”



“It’s not,” she insisted between sobs. “It’s not. I’ve, I’ve fucked up everything.”



“Shush.” I stroked the back of her head. Her hair was flat and greasy.



Silent tears rolled down my cheeks. My baby was back. She’d come home to me and she was a complete mess. It took time, but she finally composed herself and sat back. She rubbed a hand down my arm, patting me. I handed her a tissue from a box on the end table. She dabbed the tears from her cheeks and wiped her nose.



Molly sniffled. “I promised myself I wouldn’t break down.”



“It’s okay.”



“It’s not,” she said, unable to look at me. “I’ve been selfish and stupid. And its…”



I touched her chin, lifted her face. She met my gaze with those pretty green eyes of hers. They used to sparkle, to gleam, but now, the light in them was out. Flat, lifeless eyes looked back me. Her chin trembled. “Mom, I’ve fucked up everything in my entire life.”



The admission brought on a fresh round of tears.



My heart ached witnessing the pain she was in. And it would only get worse.



Over the next two hours, she recounted all the terribleness that had happened to her over the last ten years. Since she ran away from home at the age of eighteen and never came back. I had a second glass of wine while she drank water and recounted the long list of worthless boyfriends—and girlfriends—two marriages, drug addiction, two stints in rehab, being homeless and living on the street, jailed once for solicitation, and now this, an unwanted pregnancy from a man she’d been living with who forced himself on her.



I sat, listening, my mouth open and my heart splitting in two. My poor sweetheart. And all because of my one, poor decision. I pulled her into another embrace, feeling the tears tracking down my cheeks as we both cried again.



When I could again from words around the lump in my throat, I asked, “The father—tell me that bastard’s not in the picture anymore?”



“No. He’s not. But,” she choked up. “Because, he kicked
 me
 out. I’ve got nowhere to go, Mom. Not like this.”



“Oh, Molly, honey. You do. You’ll stay here for as long as you need, for as long as you want.” I added, “Forever. And I won’t hear another word about it.”



“Okay, Mom.” She forced another smile. The corners of her eyes crinkled, but the smile didn’t quite reach them. This was her rock bottom. She’d nowhere to go. Nowhere to turn. If she hadn’t been brave enough to reach out, I shuddered at what she might have done.



I patted her leg and screwed up the courage to ask her the one question I’ve tortured myself with over and over for the last ten years. “Can I ask…Molly…why’d—all those years ago—why did you leave?”



I snapped my mouth shut before adding,
 why did you
 abandon me, without a word, without a single clue as to why? How could you do that to me?



I kept those inquires to myself. Questions for another day, or maybe not, but I certainly wouldn’t make it about me, risk chasing her away a second time.



“It seems stupid, petty now. I know that and I’m sorry.” She cupped her hand over mine. Her nails were bitten down to the quick, ragged. “But do you remember that day? After Daddy left.”



When he left me without a word, without a single clue as to why.
 I left that unsaid, too. The parallels too painful.



“In the backyard,” I said, “Yes.” I remembered it like it was yesterday, suspecting ever since that day it was the reason, she had run away. “That day I rejected your advances.”



“Yes.” Her voice a whisper.



Jeff had been gone nearly a year at that point. I never knew where, or why. I’d never heard from him again. My third marriage to go bust, but it didn’t break me.



It had hurt, but I worked hard to put my life back together afterward. I worked hard at being a single mom—because he didn’t abandon just me—raising his daughter, my stepdaughter, alone. Worked hard at ignoring the behind the back comments from my neighbors, the harsh rumors told by the teachers at Molly’s school, the horrible lies Molly’s friends’ moms spoke, with no regard how painful their gossip was, or who it hurt. All of them speculating to one degree or another what I’d done wrong to chase Jeff away.



“I was trying to do the right thing,” I said. “What I thought was right.”



“I know that.” She added, “Now.”



Jeff hadn’t just left. He’d also left me with a pile of unpaid bills and two mortgages on the house. I spent that year, lonely, depressed, and emotionally and physically exhausted from working two jobs just to keep a roof over our heads. And I had done it, done a pretty damn fine job of it, until Molly disappeared.



When that happened. When my baby left me. That was what broke me.



To say I was stressed at that time would’ve been an understatement of biblical proportion.



That afternoon in particular had been worse than most. I sat in the backyard, on that old park bench Jeff had stolen from who-knew-where years earlier. I’d just received three new collection notices. I sat unable to push ahead to even go inside the house. It was a sunny day, bright, with birds singing, but my perpetual storm cloud hung overhead, darkening everything in my life.



I swore to myself I would persevere. I will, damn it.



I heard Molly open the gate and wiped away my tears.



Twenty years old and gorgeous, I loved her as if she were my own. Never exactly skinny, but far from chunky, she wore her red hair in a short spiky kind of crop in those days. Wearing a pair of skimpy shorts and a pretty pink sleeveless T-shirt. With no bra underneath, I could tell. Kids could get away with that, but Molly probably shouldn’t have, her boobs being bigger than average bear—like me. Her nipples quite pronounced through the thin pink cotton.



Of course, she could tell something was bothering me right off. I tried so hard to shield those kinds of things from her. Maybe I shouldn’t have. Maybe if she knew how hard I was working, the stress I was under, maybe…



She sat down beside me. “Everything okay, Mom?”



“Oh, sure.” I stuffed the collection letters under my leg. “How was school?”



She was in her second year of college. One of the delinquency notices I was sitting on. The tuition payment was three months late.



“Shit,” she said. “I hate it.”



“I know you do, but its important. I need you to keep at it.”



“I know.” She rolled her pretty green eyes. We’d had that conversation way more than once. “Are you sure you’re okay. You look like you’ve been crying.”



I sniffed and forced a smile. “I’m fine. It’s just allergies.”



“Liar. I have an idea,” she said. “Let me give you a massage.”



“That sounds nice,” I told her.



She started by rubbing and pinching my shoulders. I wore a sleeveless sundress and between her warm hands forcefully rubbing my shoulders and the sun warming my face and skin I did begin to relax.



“You’re all knotted up, Mom.”



“I know.”



I closed my eyes, enjoying the moment even knowing it would be fleeting. I wishfully thought of better times. From the past, and of those still to come. Because all this adversity, getting through it would be for something, right? When she first swept my long black hair from my neck and kissed me behind the ear, I didn’t think much about it. A chaste kiss. Nothing more.



But when she ran her tongue along the same spot, I twisted around. “What are you doing?”



“Nothing,” Molly said, innocently.



She went back to rubbing my shoulders. She was pretty good at it, too. She smelled of coconut oil. She’d just come back from the beach. She gave my neck another kiss and then kissed my shoulder, casually sliding her hand down my arm. Her long fingernails—freshly manicured pink with white tips—caressed my arm and my bare leg, raising goosebumps.



Molly kissed my shoulder again as her hand slid over my breast.



I twisted around. “Molly, what—”



She stroked my cheek turning my face to hers. She tried to kiss my mouth but I pulled back. “Molly,” I said again, more sternly.



“What?” she asked, snappish. She ran her hand over both my breasts this time. I knew she’d been experimenting with her sexuality. I’d overheard a couple of conversations with her girl friends. But this? I didn’t know what this was.



“I don’t think you should be doing that.”



“Doing what?”



“Touching me that way.”



“It’s nothing, Mom.”



“I think it is,” I told her. “I’m your mother.”



“Not really.”



That stung. “How can you say that?”



She realized she’d crossed a line. “I don’t mean it that way. Of course, you’re my mom, but you’re not, you know, my mother.”



“Your biological mother.”



“Exactly.”



I didn’t know what to say to that. Jeff and I had been together ten years. I’ve known Molly since she was ten. Raised her. It never occurred to me she didn’t think of me as her mother.



“Mom, I’m just saying…” She sounded exasperated. “It’s been over a year. You haven’t dated, been with anyone, in all that time.”



“So?”



Instead of answering me, she leaned in and kissed me, on the mouth. Her fingers tracing along my jawline. I felt my mouth open, dumbfounded. She reached up to touch my breast again. I brushed her hand away.



“Molly, stop. I don’t know what this is, but,” I searched for the words. “First off I’m not…I’ve never been with a woman. That’s just not me. And secondly—”



She tried to cut me off with another kiss but I grabbed her wrist, pulled her hand away, pulled back my head. “And secondly, I’m not having sex with my daughter. That’s out of the question.”



“But, Mom, why?”



“No. I don’t know what weird things you’re doing with your girl friends or whatever. But this…whatever this is, it isn’t happening. And that’s final!”



Molly blinked.



I didn’t realize it then, but looking back, replaying that incident over and over in my head in the decade since, it was right then I saw the lights go out in those beautiful green eyes of her.



She blinked back tears. Then slapped her legs and stood up in a huff.



“God, I hate you sometimes. I really do.”



Her tears fell. They tracked down her cheek as she ran for the sliding glass door and charged inside the house. Even from outside, I heard her bedroom door slam shut. Three days later, I found her room in shambles, her favorite clothes and a single suitcase gone. She sent me a text that night. In it she told me she couldn’t stand looking at me anymore. She was gone.



And I never saw or heard from her again…until now.



Now, sitting on the sofa, I felt the tears welling in my eyes, mirroring the ones I saw in hers eyes that day and again today. I stroked her cheek, then pulled her toward me. I hugged her tightly.



“I am so, so sorry, Molly.” My voice muffled in her hair. “I can’t…I wasn’t strong enough to see, to understand what you were going through, what you wanted from me.”



“It’s okay, Mom. I didn’t know either.”



“No. It’s not okay,” I told her, pulling away from her, holding her warm cheeks cupped in both my hands. I finger stroked a lock of her hair from her face. Then I closed my eyes and kissed her mouth. Kissed those thin pink lips of hers. I gave her the kiss I denied her all those years earlier, touching her dry lips with the tip of my tongue.



She pulled back. “Mom, what?”



“It’s okay,” I said.



“I’m not here to…”



“I know.” I forced a smile. My lips trembling a little. “I want to…I need to do what I should’ve done then.”



“You…” Her voice caught. “You don’t have to, Mom.”



“I know.” I said. “I want to. I won’t make the same mistake again.”



I cupped the back of the head and pulled her closer to me. She leaned into me. She closed her eyes and kissed me back. I felt her hand cup my elbow. Her mouth and tongue sloppily entered my mouth. I wetly kissed her back.



She pulled away, breathless. “Oh. Um, wow.”



I reached under her arms and rubbed my hand over her breasts. Her sheer dress was slippery and cool to the touch. I kissed her neck. She stroked my hair. I kissed the slope of her boobs—bigger than they’d ever been—and ran my hand over her bare arms, over her back, and finally over her large baby-carrying belly.



She lifted my face up from the pale slope of her breasts. Between kisses, she said, “We don’t have to do this, Mom.”



“I want to,” I assured her. “I won’t lose you again.”



I kissed the palm of her hand and then I kissed her mouth. So wet. So soft.



She ran a finger over my lips, and then pushed them inside my mouth. I hungrily sucked them in. Doing so, I caught what looked like the first spark of light returning to her eyes. Eyes that glimmered with tears.



“Help me out of this,” she said, turning her back to me, and scooping her hair from the nape of her neck. I unzipped her maternity dress and let the satin material slip to her waist. I kissed her shoulders and her back. She leaned into me and smiled.



I rubbed my hand over her breasts—encased in a maroon bra—the way she’d done to me in the backyard, all those years ago. She cupped my hand and slid it over her breasts before moving it down to rub it over her bare big baby bump. Her skin was so warm. Her belly hard.



“Being pregnant makes you so damn horny,” she said.



“I remember.” I unsnapped her bra and released her big boobs.



She pulled the bra form her arms, twisted and gave me my first look at her naked breasts, each capped with a fat pink nipple.



“Are you okay?”



“Yes,” I breathed. “Are you?”



“Yes.”



Molly turned completely around and stretched one leg out the length of the sofa. Awkwardly she pushed herself to the far side, so she could lean her back against the sofa’s padded arm. I pulled her dress down over her wide hips, off her wide thighs, leaving her wearing only a pair of stretched tight maroon panties. I touched her nipples, so pink and raised. I’d never touched another woman’s anything before. They were so big, so stiff.



I kissed one and carefully pulled on it with my teeth. Molly moaned, seemingly enjoying it. I suckled it, making little wet slurpy sounds. I rolled the tip of my tongue around it. Molly closed her eyes and let her head loll backward.



I wet my fingers and rubbed the other one. Molly giggled a little. “That’s nice.”



When I couldn’t stand it anymore, I leaned over her, careful to not crush her belly and kissed her hard on the mouth. She returned my intensity, our tongues like wet, slippery wrestlers. I moved from her mouth to each wet, excited nipple then showered her round belly with kisses.



Molly rubbed her sex through her panties, panting.



I sat up and stripped out of my robe, like Molly now only wearing a pair of panties. Mine were white and nowhere near as sexy as hers.



Molly tucked a pillow behind her head and lifted her ass off the sofa cushions. Together we stripped her tight, damp panties from her body. She leaned back and spread her legs, revealing her thick reddish bush and her wet gleaming pussy. She ran her hand over her propped-up leg. I gently traced my fingertips of her big belly. The skin taunt as a drum.



I remembered being pregnant with my own child, remembering how sensitive everything felt, how every nerve-ending felt electrically charged. How every sense felt heightened.



I kissed her matted, red triangle of pubic hair then I kissed her sex.



She moaned.



Her scent was intoxicating. I ran my tongue along her slit, tasting her for the first time. She squirmed and cooed in response. I kissed her sex and she pressed her lips together, moaning, her breathing getting heavier. “Use your tongue, Mommy. Fuck me with your tongue.”



I poked my tongue in and out of her sex, tasting her tangy juices, then used the flat of my tongue to draw big long laps over her tasty wet lips.



“Oh, that’s it,” she moaned. “That’s it.”



I kept kissing her, lapping my tongue over her soft pink lips and sucking at her clit and tickling it with my tongue.



Molly reached down and started playing with her clit. Two fingers rubbing. “Oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhh. Oh, fuck. Oh, oh, oh. Oh. Fuck!”



She arched her back and pressed the heel of her hand to her forehead like she had the world’s worse migraine or most explosive orgasm. With her eyes screwed closed, she raised her ass off the sofa and screamed, “OHHHHH! YESSSSS! Yessssss. Yesss. Oh, Yes.”



She squirmed and crashed back down on the sofa, panting. “Ah, ah, ah.”



I pulled away. “Are you okay, baby?”



“Oh, yes,” she panted. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes. She reached for me. “Come up here, Mom. Kiss me, Mommy. Kiss me.”



I worked my way up her belly, kissing a slick trail over her basketball-size belly. She cupped my face with both hands and pulled me. Careful to not lean into her swollen belly, I straddled her on arms and legs. She kissed me hard and passionately on my mouth, her tongue licking my lips and thrashing around inside my mouth.



“Oh, that was so good,” she said. “I…Do you want me to…”



“Only if you want to,” I said, my voice barely about a whisper.



She smiled at me and for the first time since she’d arrived, for the first time in ten years I saw the spark of light—of life—grow in her eyes. “Only every day since I left.”



I peeled my panties off my body. I plunged my finger inside my pussy as Molly wormed her fingers inside my mouth. I suckled and played with myself for a time, until Molly said, “Come up here.”



She made room for me on the sofa. I laid down and she wasted no time replacing my fingers with her own wet digits. Two fingers, she rubbed and pressed and slowly inserted them inside me. I moaned at the feeling, at the sensations I’d not felt in a very, very long time.



My legs twitched. I grabbed a fistful of my own breasts and squeezed. I pinched my nipples while her fingers rubbed my wet sex, while she plunged them deeply into my soppy hole. I gasped and squirmed, unable to take my eyes off of her. She moved her fingers faster, increasing her tempo, her rhythm. A mind-blowing orgasm began to build inside of me. Stirring, gathering in strength, like a brewing storm.



Breathless, I said, “Will you go down on me? Use your mouth?”



Wordlessly she slipped off the sofa, lowered herself to her knees. I dropped one foot down the carpeted floor, opening up my legs, giving her greater access to…



She engulfed my sex with her mouth. I gasped. Her tongue raked up and down my wet lips then plunged between them. I rubbed my clit, teasing it. I slipped a finger between her lips and my pussy. I rubbed it over my clit while her tongue wetly, slurping-ly, raked my quivering lips. I moaned louder. Breathing became harder. She wouldn’t stop and I didn’t want her to.



My moaning was more like grunts now. Then snorts. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”



The gathering storm that was my orgasm was reaching its crescendo, about to unleash its warm, crashing waves of pleasure.



I locked my hands around Molly head, pulled her in tight to my pussy, unwilling to let her go. Her tongue went crazy and suddenly my body seized, locked up. I shouted “Oh, God yes! Oh yes! Oh, fucking yes!”



I pressed my hips hard into Molly’s face. I bucked up and down on the sofa, my entire body ridged, paralyzed by my clenching orgasm. Then it blew through me, leaving me weak, spent, and exhausted. “Oh, yes.”



I let go of Molly’s head. She pulled back gasping. She swallowed. Hard.



“Are you okay?”



She smiled a genuine smile, wiping a dribble of pussy juice from the corner of her pretty mouth. “Never better.”



She leaned into me, kissed me. Tongue wrestling, we both enjoyed the taste of our pussies on each other’s lips, on each other’s mouths. After a time, I pulled her face from mine. I looked hard into her eyes, holding her cheeks in my hands. “Don’t ever leave me. Not again.”



“I won’t,” she breathed. “I promise.”



She climbed up on the sofa and we laid in each other’s arms. With my fingers I drew lazy circles over her taunt belly. Her skin was warm and slick with perspiration. I felt a warm weakness in my body, the afterglow of my sexual release. 



Drowsy, I could barely keep my eyes open. She laid her head on my shoulder. I finger-combed her hair from her face. The ends were damp.



She looked up at me. “I wish I’d never left, Mom. I’m sorry.”



I forced a smile “I wish we’d done this ten years ago.”



“Really?”



I nodded. “Really.”



In my head I added, if we had, then everything would’ve been different. It was that thought that lingered inside my brain as sleep overtook me. I closed my eyes.



 



♥♥♥
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 be sure to check out the first part of the sizzling sequel;
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REBECCA & MOLLY




SECOND CHANCE



A Taboo Lesbian Romance



 



I opened my eyes.



It was the next morning, but I wasn’t on the sofa any longer.



I was in bed, but I didn’t recall getting up in the middle of the night. I’d only had a single glass of wine before Molly had unexpectedly shown up at my door after being gone for over ten years. That ruled out an alcoholic blackout. Nobody could’ve roofied me. We were home, in my apartment. But I felt almost as disoriented as if I had been roofied.



Molly wasn’t in bed with me.



After ten years of ghosting me, her stepmother, she’d returned—pregnant—and a passionate night of what amounted to make up sex, was she…gone again?



She’d promised, I thought as I sat up in the darkened room. A bedroom that wasn’t mine but felt familiar. Not my current bedroom, anyway. If that sounded strange, trust me, it was.



It was dark, not night, but not quite morning yet.



I sat up.



As sleep slipped away and my eyes adjusted to the dim grayness, I looked around the room. I recognized it, but in a
 deja vu
 sort of way. Familiar but impossible. When I put my feet on the floor, carpeted, it struck me. This was
 my
 room.



From when I was a kid.



In the house I grew up in and lived in until I was nineteen.



I shook my head. Impossible. That was thirty years ago. That house was torn down nearly twenty years ago. What kind of roofie could cause this?



From the other side of the closed door, I heard someone call out. “Mom! I’m leaving! I’ll see you tonight!” A girl’s voice. Yet, I recognized it. It was my voice. When I was twenty.



A second voice called back. “Kay, honey. Have a nice day.”



Mom?



I tore the sheets and covers from the bed and wrapped it around my naked body. My bare thighs were sticky and I could still smell last night’s lovemaking with Molly. The taste of her pussy still on my lips. What the hell was going on?



I crossed the room and pulled the door open slowly. Across the hall the bathroom door was open, steam pouring out from the room, the sound of the shower loud. We lived in a duplex growing up. Dad was gone. A constant theme in my life. The main floor consisted of a living room, a kitchen with a dining nook, and a laundry room. The second floor—where I was—had two bedrooms separated by a full bath.



This all had such a familiar feel to it.



I glanced down the stairs in time to a young girl, nineteen, with long black hair. She wore a cottony, breezy top and beige colored jeans. She carried a backpack loosely by the handles as she crossed the room to the front door. I recognized the girl immediately. Me.



She glanced up the steps. I ducked back inside Mom’s bedroom.



“Don’t forget,” she called out. “I’ve got that babysitting gig tonight, Mom!”



“I remember,” mom’s voice called back from the open bathroom.



The sound of the shower stopped.



Shit!



I waited at the bedroom door, waited to heard the front door open, then close again. Another second then I darted out of the bedroom and down the stairs. When I reached the living room, I raced toward the kitchen dragging the bedsheets wrapped around me like a toga.



From upstairs, the woman called out, “Rebecca? You forget something?”



That’s right. The pretty young girl who’d just left was me. When I was nineteen years old. And the woman upstairs was my mom. I know I keep saying it, because It’s the only way I can make myself believe it. I’m fifty-two now, not nineteen and my mom, she’s been dead for fifteen years. Cancer.



When Mom didn’t get a response, she said, “Huh. Must be hearing things.”



Thirty-one years ago, I was working at the mall. A salesclerk for a retail store that doesn’t exist anymore. Mom worked for a creepy dentist that kept trying to hit on me. I always suspected she’d to sleep with him to keep her job, but she never admitted to that.



Standing in the kitchen now, a grown—mature—woman wrapped in a blanket and sheet, my hair mussed form sleep, I tried to remember what Mom’s morning routine was, tried to figure out where the best place to hide was be until she left, all the while my brain screaming;
 What the fuck is going on?



Later, I told myself. The priority now was to not left my forty-one-year-old mom discover her fifty-two-year-old daughter ducking and dodging for a hiding place like I’d been caught with a cheating spouse.



After she was gone, I could get dressed, brew a desperately needed cup of coffee which I try and figure out what the fuck was going on.



Luckily, Mom always ran late so she flew through the kitchen like a whirlwind, grabbing a jacket from the back of a dining room table chair, she snatched up her purse and her keys from the stand by the back door and racing out the door to get to her car parked across the street.



From my hiding spot inside the kitchen pantry, I heard the back door slam shut.



I dropped the bedsheet as I raced through the living room to the front windows. I looked out, careful not to be seen, but I couldn’t miss the opportunity to see her again. To see my Mom again. Alive. Vibrant. Full of life.



She walked at a hurried pace across the street. She wore a three-quarter length black skirt and billowy blouse. Her heels clicked across the pavement. I could only see her back until she walked around the car. At the driver’s side door, she used the keys to open it, glancing back at the house. She looked so young, so pretty. So heathy.



Then she slipped into the car’s front seat and with a roar of the car’s loud, shitty motor, she was gone.



I stood there, holding the sheer curtains back, staring at that spot where the car had been, for I don’t know how long. Then I smiled. If that was to be the last time I saw Mom, then it was a hell of a lot better than the real time; with her in a hospital bed wasting away from cancer.



Finally, I backed away from the window. It was time to figure out what was going on.



 



 



To read more, be sure to pick up:
 Rebecca & Molly: Second Chance



On Sale Soon



 













 



 



ALSO BY CAMMIE CUMMINS



 



 



 




KAREN & LACEY




 




LIZZIE & KELSEY




 




MARY & BREE




 




PHOEBE & MEREDITH




 




cover.jpeg
BT E CUMMINS

A TABOO LESBIAN ROMANC





