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Chapter 1


Tuesday blurred into Wednesday as the snow persisted, deepening Mary's depression. Thursday dawned, crisp and cold, lifting her spirits slightly as she realized the kids would be home. 

Since their 'welcome back' fuck, Brandon's interest in her had waned again, and Mary considered it a blessing. She now fully understood that no man's touch would ever bring her anything but discomfort. Accepting her sexuality hadn’t been as traumatic as she'd feared; the realization had crept up on her, but now she was certain. The stark difference between how her body reacted to Claire's touch and Brandon's made it undeniably clear. Her body had accepted the truth long before her mind had caught up. 

The workday flew by, and Mary was relieved to find light traffic on her way home. Her heart lifted as she turned onto her street and spotted her mother’s van. Bursting into the house, she was immediately swarmed by her children, wrapping them in a tight embrace that brought her a peace she hadn’t felt in days. Once she let go, they darted off like lightning, eager to play with the endless array of toys their grandparents had spoiled them with.

Mary lingered for a moment, admiring her little angels at play before heading toward the kitchen. 

There, she found her mom with hot coffee brewing and dinner already on the stove. The familiar scent of spaghetti sauce filled the air. Mary tore off a small piece of bread, dipped it into the simmering sauce, and after tasting, added a bit more garlic. She then poured herself a cup of coffee and joined her mother at the kitchen table. 

“How were they?” Mary asked after taking a sip. 

“Perfect little angels, as if you had to ask,” her mother replied with a smile. 

“You and Dad really need to stop spoiling them.” 

“Nonsense. That’s what grandparents are for,” her mom shot back, but then she tilted her head, studying Mary closely. 

“What’s wrong, honey?” 

“Nothing,” Mary replied automatically. Her mother frowned and shook her head. 

“I may be getting on in years, but I’m not senile yet,” the old woman countered. 

Nothing, Mom. Really.” 

“Are you and Brandon having problems?” her mother pressed, ignoring her denial. 

“I... I just realized I’m not in love with him anymore. I guess that happens to everyone.” 

“Hogwash. I still love your father, and he still loves me. A marriage doesn’t have to end in a strained friendship. That’s just modern-day mumbo-jumbo,” she dismissed. “But honestly, it doesn’t surprise me. I don’t think you ever truly loved Brandon.” 

“Of course I did!” Mary exclaimed, even as the truth of her mother’s words hit her. 

“Did you?” her mother asked, raising an eyebrow. 

Mary didn’t want to have this conversation, especially not with her mother. But a powerful urge to be honest overcame her. She glanced toward the living room where the kids were out of sight, their laughter and the sounds of explosions signaling they were engrossed in a PlayStation game. 

“No, I guess I never really did,” she finally admitted. 

“I always wondered why you married him. He’s a nice boy, but not the sharpest knife in the drawer, and you were always so bright. What made you realize you’re not in love? Are you seeing someone else?” 

“MOM!” 

“Oh, cut the righteous indignation. I’m too old for games or minced words. Think of me as your best girlfriend,” the old woman said, smiling conspiratorially. 

Mary smiled back, glanced at the living room again, and lowered her voice. “Yes, I met someone.” 

“Tell me about him,” her mom said, chuckling. Mary hesitated for just a moment before deciding to go for it. 

“It’s not a him, Mom. It’s a her,” Mary whispered. Her mother’s expression shifted from amusement to shock in an instant. 

“Are you telling me you’ve turned gay?” 

“Not turned, Mother. I’ve been gay since college,” Mary replied cautiously. 

“Enough. I don’t want to hear anything more about this,” her mother said, standing abruptly and leaving for the living room. 

Mary stared out the window, feeling small and alone. 

Brandon came home a little later and joined the kids, playing video games until dinner was ready. The meal was tense, with Mary’s mom refusing to speak to her, and Brandon animatedly recounting his gaming exploits to the kids. 

Mary had never felt so isolated, such an outsider in her own family. She cleaned up the dishes alone while the others returned to the living room and the video games. When she finished, she said her good nights and retreated upstairs to the bedroom. 

She pulled on her flannel nightshirt, the faded one with Winnie the Pooh on the front, and curled up in bed. Alone, the tears began to fall, starting as quiet droplets before escalating into muffled sobs that she struggled to contain. Mary was so lost in her distress that she didn’t hear her mother come in, and she jumped when the older woman sat on the bed and pulled her into her arms. 

“Mom?” 

“Shhh, just let it all out,” her mother soothed, her tone uncharacteristically gentle. 

Mary did, crying hard and without pause for what felt like an eternity until the tears finally stopped and she felt utterly drained and numb. 

“I’m sorry, Mom, I didn’t mean—” 

“No, I’m the one who should be sorry. After thirty-seven years, you can still surprise me. I’m glad you told me now. Another couple of years and I might have needed my nitro pills. I didn’t know what to say then, and I still don’t.” 

“You don’t have to say anything, Mother.” 

“Yes, I do. You’re thirty-seven and a mom yourself, but you’re still my child. And maybe that’s what I forgot. Being old doesn’t always mean being wise. It took me a while, but given time, I can usually see things clearly. You’re my child, Mary, and I will always love you, no matter what. I hope you can forgive me for my shock.” 

“Of course I forgive you, Mom. I’m sorry I dropped it on you so suddenly.” 

“What are you going to do?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Well, whatever you decide, you know your father and I will be here for you,” her mother said, kissing Mary’s brow before quietly leaving the room. 

By the time Brandon joined her in bed, Mary was already sound asleep.  


Chapter 2

Friday dawned cold and nasty, with school and business closings piling up on the radio faster than Mary could keep track. She called the office and reached one of the secretaries, who informed her that they were still open but she didn’t need to worry about getting in before eleven. Grateful for the extra hours, Mary declined Brandon’s offer to drive her in his truck and crawled back into bed. Just as she was about to drift off, she remembered she was supposed to visit Trina’s shop today. 

Leaping out of bed, Mary recalled that Claire had kept the receipts from the shop, so she padded downstairs and grabbed the yellow pages from the telephone stand. Taking the book back upstairs, she discreetly shut the door to her room and fished out one of the boxes with the shop’s name on it. Even though things were over with Claire, a naughty thrill surged through her as she found the listing and dialed the number. 

"Thank you for calling the Pampered Lady," a clipped British voice answered after just one ring. "This is Ms. Wellington. How may I assist you?" 

"Hello, Trina. This is Mary… Mary Powell. I was supposed to come in today for my corset. I was just wondering if you’d be open." 

"Of course, child. We never close for something as trivial as weather," Trina replied. 

"Great. Umm, how late will you be open?" 

"I expect to close early today. There’s more snow on the way, and the plows are already behind schedule." 

"Could I come in on my lunch break? I won’t need to be there long, will I?" 

"No longer than it takes to try it on and make sure it fits, child," the old woman said with a hint of amusement. 

"Perfect, I’ll see you around noon, then." 

"Certainly." 

Mary hung up and quickly hopped into the shower. When she got downstairs, her mother was up and making coffee. Mary was relieved to see her mother still in her nightgown. The old bird was stubborn, and Mary had feared she might still try to drive home in this mess. 

"Morning," Mary said brightly as she poured herself a cup of coffee. 

"Morning. Nasty weather for driving," her mother observed. 

"I know you need to get home, but would you mind watching the kids an extra day for me?" Mary asked. 

"And just where are you going?" her mother asked archly. 

"Work. We’ve been auditing marketing all week. Why? Thinking I might be sneaking off to meet someone?" 

"Hoping more than thinking," the old woman snorted, turning her back on Mary and opening the fridge. 

Mary laughed, partially at the joke and partially at knowing her mom had her back, no matter what. It was a comfort greater than she’d ever expected. 

Mary made it to the office before ten-thirty and got to work. The audit was nearly done, but with the shortened day, it might spill into next week, which would mean having to hire a sitter. She tried to focus, but restlessness gnawed at her, and she found herself glancing at the clock every five minutes. Nervous about going back to Trina’s shop, she decided to ask Wilma if she’d like to tag along. 

Wilma was acting as coordinator for the audit. Officially, she was too inexperienced to handle her own section of records, but the truth was, she had a notoriously short attention span. So, she sat outside Harry’s office, collating reports and pulling information whenever Harry, Denise, or Betty needed it. Mary came in about twenty minutes before lunch and handed the young woman a stack of printouts. 

Wilma looked up with a bored expression that practically screamed, "Get me out of here." She took the printouts and tossed them into the in-tray with Mary’s name neatly stenciled on it. 

"You look thrilled," Mary said with a smile. 

"Oh yes, another stack of paperwork, and I’m going to have chocolate orgasms," Wilma replied, causing Mary to burst out laughing. 

"What are you doing for lunch?" 

"Cafeteria. You know Denise—once she got in there with those numbers freaks, I knew I wouldn’t see her again ’til quitting time," Wilma said petulantly. 

"Well, I’m going down to a really nice lingerie shop to pick up something. Wanna come along?" 

"Oh, hell yes! Count me in," Wilma said, jumping up and grabbing her coat off the rack. "I’m going to lunch," she practically shouted as she poked her head into Harry’s office. 




"Pick me up a salad, if you can," Denise called back, but Wilma was already out of the office. Mary suppressed a smile as she hurried to catch up. Once in the elevator and on their way down, Wilma let out a sigh of relief, looking like a kid unexpectedly let out for recess. 

"God, thanks—you saved me. I was going stir-crazy. Wilma, I need the 213s from Adda. Wilma, I need the numbers for Bert on advertising. Wilma, can you get me the combined salary figures? I’ve been wanting to scream, ‘Fuck no, you can’t have them,’ for the past hour," she said, laughing. Mary joined in, finding Wilma’s imitations of the team leaders spot-on. 

In the garage, Wilma suggested, "Let’s take my car." Her car turned out to be a brand-new BMW with all the bells and whistles. Mary fastened her seatbelt and was glad she did when Wilma tore out of the garage and onto the packed streets. 

"Where we heading?" Wilma asked as she lit a cigarette. 

Mary gave her the address, and Wilma turned to face her, arching an eyebrow. 

"Harlem?" 

"Yep," Mary replied, snatching one of Wilma’s cigarettes and lighting it. The way Wilma took her eyes off the road while continuing to speed unnerved Mary. 

"Don’t worry. I always bring ’em back alive," Wilma said, laughing as she shot past a double-parked delivery truck, cut off a gypsy cab, and ran a red light within twenty feet. Mary felt her heart leap into her throat. 




"Why Harlem? If you wanna go shopping for fuck-me’s, we can hit Saks," Wilma said, leaning on the horn and flipping off a bike delivery guy. 

"Fuck-me’s?" 

"Yeah, you know. Lingerie that screams, ‘Fuck me,’" Wilma said, laughing. 

"This isn’t really a shopping trip. I’m picking something up," Mary said, taking a deep drag on the cigarette, trying to ignore the pedestrians Wilma seemed intent on flattening. 

"Picking up? Like custom-made or something?" Wilma asked, glancing at Mary. 

"Yeah. Well, custom-fitted." 

"Damn, made-to-order fuck-me’s. So what is it? Like a Catwoman suit or something?" 

"No," Mary laughed. "It’s a corset." 

"No shit!" Wilma said excitedly. "I saw one in the Dream Dresser catalog last week that I wanted, me, and that's one purchase on the old card I don’t wanna explain to my dad." 

"Yeah, I wouldn't wanna explain this one to my husband," Mary responded. 

"Is that hot-assed girlfriend of yours getting it for you?" Wilma asked with a sly grin. 

"Yes. Yes, she is," Mary said, her voice tinged with a mix of thoughtfulness and amusement. 


Chapter 3

They found the shop and made their way up the icy streets. Inside, it was very warm, and a small Black woman emerged from behind the counter. She had flaming red hair and wore several pieces of body jewelry. Her compact, muscular body contrasted with her soft, childlike face. 

"Good afternoon, ladies. Can I do something for you?" she asked in a gravelly voice with a Jamaican accent. Though she addressed them both, her eyes were locked on Wilma. 

"Yes, my name's Mary, Mary Powell. I'm here to pick up a corset." 

"Powell? Oh, right, you're the one Trina told me about. Give me a few moments, and I'll ring her," the woman said, her gaze still fixed on Wilma. Mary could almost see the sparks flying between them. A few weeks ago, she would have missed it entirely, but now it was as obvious as the nose on her face. 

The woman turned and sauntered towards the back room, her black leather pants emphasizing her heavy, swaying hips. She returned after a few moments. 

"Trina will be right down. Just make yourself comfortable," she said deferentially to Mary. Then, turning to Wilma with a sultry tone, she added, "And what about you, darling? Is there something I can do for you?" 

"I'm sure you can," Wilma replied, her voice dripping with equal parts challenge and curiosity as they moved off towards the back of the shop, speaking quietly. 

Trina emerged from behind a curtained area and approached Mary. "I'm glad you made it, child. The weather is frightful," she said, pulling Mary into a warm hug. 

"Is it ready?" Mary asked her excitement barely contained. 

"Yes, if you'll follow me back, you can try it on," Trina said, leading Mary through the curtained doorway. As they passed, Mary caught sight of Wilma leaning over the counter, her nose practically touching the Black woman, who was now holding a big blue dildo. The sight made Mary blush, but she quickly followed Trina. 

The back room was filled with boxes and bags, shelves stacked with stock, and multiple bins with transparent doors, each size neatly labeled. Despite the clutter, the space was meticulously organized. Trina led Mary to a small open area where a single brass pole, reminiscent of those used by firemen, stood from floor to ceiling. 

"Go ahead and strip, child," Trina ordered as she took a box from a small table and opened it. 

Mary quickly stripped down to her bra and panties—red today, one of the sets Trina had picked out for her. The old woman smiled appreciatively. 

"You do have a lovely body, but I'll need you naked to properly check the fitting," Trina said matter-of-factly. 

Mary blushed deeper but removed her bra and panties. Trina held up the beautiful corset, pressing the soft material to Mary’s body. 

"Hold it up, please," Trina instructed as she took a spool off a wooden rack on the wall, the thick black cord ready to be threaded through. Mary used both hands to hold the satin material against her body as Trina began lacing it up. 

With sharp tugs and precise pulls, the material began to tighten. "Hold these," Trina ordered, handing Mary a pair of laces. The tall woman eyed her critically before giving the front of the corset a sharp tug upwards and pulling the cups away from Mary’s chest. 

"Bend at the waist, dear," she instructed. Mary complied, feeling her breasts fall away from her body. Trina let the corset go, and Mary straightened up, feeling her breasts settle into the soft cups of the corset. Trina adjusted the lace borders until they were perfectly symmetrical. 

"Lean forward and grab the pole," Trina grunted as she stepped behind Mary. When Mary complied, she felt the old woman's knee in her back, followed by a heave that squeezed the breath from her lungs. 

"Take shallow sips of air. Don't try to breathe deeply," Trina advised as she finished her work. After a few more minutes, Trina finally helped Mary stand upright. 

"You look edible, child. Would you like to see?" Trina asked with a satisfied smile. 

"Yes," Mary managed to say, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. She felt as if she was being cut in half at the waist, her back ramrod straight, forcing her to thrust her chest out. Trina motioned for her to step back into the shop. 

Mary carefully made her way down the aisle, her posture rigid, the tight corset dictating her every movement. As she stepped through the curtain into the shop, she froze in her tracks. Trina, right behind her, bumped into her, pushing her forward two paces. 

Mary’s eyes widened in shock. Wilma was bent over the glass display case, her skirt flipped up over her back, and jade green panties around her ankles. Her blouse was open, her matching bra pulled down below her breasts. The Black salesgirl, now wearing a harness, was deep-fucking Wilma with the blue dildo, her arms wrapped around Wilma’s slim frame, tugging on her nipple rings. 

"Damn it, Rita," Trina said, though her voice held more amusement than anger. 

"Not my fault. She wanted a demonstration," Rita replied innocently, or as innocently as one could while reaming Wilma’s pussy with a massive dildo. 

"You’d better make a sale. I don't pay you to fuck the customers," Trina remarked with a chuckle, gently pulling on Mary's arm. Mary was still staring, her thoughts a mix of shock and arousal. Wilma’s face looked beatific, as if she were in heaven, and Mary couldn’t help but wonder if she wore the same expression when Claire was fucking her. 

Trina guided her back to the changing room, and for a moment, Mary forgot about the scene in the shop. The corset nipped her waist, thrust her breasts up, and framed her hips perfectly. She couldn’t believe how sexy she looked. The garter clasps hung free, but she could already picture them attached to dark stockings. 

Trina stepped into the booth behind her, smiling. "You look absolutely shaggable." 

"Thank you," Mary whispered, turning and twisting to admire herself from every angle. 

"Are you satisfied with it then?" Trina asked. 

"Oh yes, Trina. It's lovely!" 

"Very good. Come on back, and I’ll get you out of it," Trina said. As they walked back, Mary glanced over at Rita and Wilma. Wilma’s body was now off the counter, only her arms resting on it, her head bumping the glass with each thrust. She was moaning and groaning as Rita continued to take her apart. 

"Break that display case and it's your ass, Rita," Trina warned. 

"Oh, all right, I'll quit when she cums again, okay?" Rita grunted. 

"No, you go ’til she’s done. No one leaves my establishment unsatisfied," Trina said with a laugh. Rita smiled at her boss, winked at Mary, and returned to her task. 

"Does that happen often?" Mary asked as they reached the open area where her clothes were. 

"Not all the time, but often enough. Rita has a way with women. I don't run a bordello, by any means, but I do have more customers than you would expect who are gay or bi-curious but living in respectable marriages or who, for some reason, haven't experimented. I try to do what it takes to make loyal customers, and to a lot of them, a trip here includes getting some of Rita's personal attention," Trina explained nonchalantly as she began to unlace the corset. 

"Rita works on commission, and she’s indefatigable. She also has absolutely no discernible taste. Pussy is pussy to that girl, and she doesn't care if the woman is fat, thin, old, young, beautiful, ugly, Black, brown, or white. I think her only criteria for a sex partner is breathing, and I wouldn't even bet on that," Trina said with a chuckle. 

"I guess that's a plus," Mary grunted as Trina pulled the laces hard to loosen the corset. 

"Oh, yes. She does quite well for herself. She can tell a woman she’s beautiful and mean it, simply because her definition of beauty is entirely dependent on the person having a puss. You'd be amazed at how much women will spend on lingerie and toys just to get a few sincere compliments," Trina said. 

Once Mary was free of the corset, Trina boxed it up for her as she dressed. When they returned to the front, Wilma was leaning over the counter again, kissing Rita. They both made their way back out to the car, and Mary noticed her companion had a small bag with her. It was just about the right size to be holding a big blue dildo, Mary thought with a smile. 

"Damn, I am so glad you invited me to come with you. That was just what I needed to make it through the day," Wilma said as soon as they were back on the road. 

"I'm glad you enjoyed it," Mary replied, lighting another cigarette and closing her eyes. 


Chapter 4

Days melted into weeks, and weeks bled into months. Mary's relationship with her husband was on a downward spiral, as he spent increasing amounts of time out with his friends. There was always some bullshit excuse: the NBA Finals, the Stanley Cup, March Madness, and then the preseason kicked in. With every passing day, Mary, feeling abandoned, poured all her love and attention into her children, while evenings stretched long and lonely, with only her vibe and her fantasies to keep her company. 

Her secret stash of lesbian erotica grew, tucked away in a hidden corner of her life. Not that she needed to fret much. Brandon was hardly ever home, and when he was, he was usually passed out on the couch or glued to the TV. She fought against the urge to call Claire, even tossing the small scrap of paper with her number in the trash more than once, only to fish it back out before garbage day. 

Her birthday came and went unnoticed, leaving her to crawl into bed without even catching a glimpse of Brandon. He stumbled in late, crashing into sleep almost instantly. The following morning, he took the kids to the city for the school’s annual parents' day at the MET. Mary saw them off, then sank back into bed. She woke up two hours later, tears streaming down her cheeks. She hadn’t gone with the kids because Brandon had insisted on keeping them for himself, and now she felt the weight of loneliness crushing her chest. 

Claire had reignited a fire within her, and now Mary was constantly burning with desire. But it was more than just lust—she craved connection, the feeling of being held, of being told she mattered. Her children loved her unconditionally, but she needed that love from a partner too. She was still wiping away tears when the doorbell rang. Mary, in her robe, padded downstairs to answer it. 

"Hello, baby," her mother chimed, her voice bright. 

"Mom!" Mary exclaimed, enveloping her mother in a tight hug. "What are you doing here? I wasn’t expecting you." 

"No, and I didn’t call because I knew you’d brush me off," her mother said, a mischievous glint in her eye. "Now, go get dressed. We’re going out." 

Mary felt a surge of joy at her mother’s presence, brushing aside any offense at her commanding tone as she dashed upstairs. She quickly threw on casual clothes and hurried back down. Without a word, her mother led her to the car after Mary called in sick to work. Her mother took the wheel, and soon they were cruising upstate along the Palisades. 

"Where are we going, Mom?" Mary asked. 

"It’s a surprise," her mother replied, offering no further details. 

The ride was filled with laughter and nostalgia. When her mother veered off the parkway, a sense of familiarity washed over Mary. It wasn’t until they pulled into the parking lot of a small building crowned with a giant ice cream cone that realization struck. 

"Babington’s!" she squealed, delight radiating from her. She ordered a banana split—her absolute favorite—while her mom opted for a malt. They settled at a rickety picnic table under the warm sun, a gentle spring breeze rustling through the trees. 

In that moment, Mary felt like a child again. Babington’s had been a slice of magic in her upbringing, always the destination on her birthday. Back then, the ice cream had tasted like happiness itself, but today, it was the flood of joyful memories that brought tears to her eyes. 

"Thank you. I really needed this," she said, gazing up at her mother with a grateful smile. 

"You need a hell of a lot more than this," her mother replied, her tone turning serious. "And now that I’ve fed you ice cream, I’m going to feed you some vinegar." 

Mary’s brows knitted in confusion, but her mother merely smiled gently. 

"What do you mean?" 

"I mean you’re depressed, and your father and I are worried sick." 

"I’ll be fine, Mom," Mary replied, forcing a smile. 

"No, you won’t. Your marriage is a disaster, and the only one who can’t see that is you. The loneliness and sadness seep through every time you call. What happened to that girl you were so happy with the last time I visited?" 

"I ended it," Mary said softly. 

"I figured as much. Call her, Mary." 

"Mom, I can’t. I have children, and they need their father," she replied, but her words lacked conviction. 

"Cow puckies," the older woman snorted. "You’re just scared to leave Brandon. Don’t get me wrong, I’ve always liked him, but you’re my daughter, and for your own sake, you need to get out. And there’s no reason that woman can’t help you raise a family—unless she doesn’t like kids." 

"No, she even wants to have one," Mary said thoughtfully. 

"Adoption?" her mother asked. 

"No, in vitro. Her brother died young but left some sperm at a sperm bank." 

"Oh, so she’d want you to carry the child?" her mother asked, a knowing smile spreading across her face. Mary couldn’t help but smile back. 

"Yes, Mom, since you’re fishing. She’s very masculine," Mary admitted. 

"I wasn’t fishing, not really. I just want to know more about her. I’ve never heard you as happy as when you were with her," her mother said. 

"Mom, she’s Black," Mary said, bracing for a reaction. 

"I swear, child, the life insurance policy is only worth a few thousand dollars. I’ll gladly give you that if you’re planning to shock me to death. Any more bombshells you’d like to drop on your poor old mother?" 

"You’re not upset at all, are you?" Mary marveled. 

"I don’t care if she’s green with three heads and bug eyes. If she makes you happy, then I’m going to love her. And if it means another grandchild, then doubly so," her mother said, her eyes twinkling. 

"But I’m getting to the point where a pregnancy could be risky," Mary replied. 

"Your grandmother had me at forty-five, and I was thirty-nine when I had you," her mother pointed out. 

"Oh, I don’t even know why we’re talking about this," Mary said, her earlier depression starting to seep back in. 

"Because you need to leave," her mother said firmly. 

"And do what, Mom? Move in with Claire? What about the kids, should I bring them along?" Mary shouted, frustration spilling over. 

"Claire. Well, at least now I know her name," her mother said with a crafty smile. 

"Mother..." Mary began, exasperated. 

"No, you just hush and listen. Your mother is about to give you a lecture, and it’s high time someone did. We only get so many years on this earth, and wasting even one of them being miserable is an insult to God. The Almighty didn’t put us here to suffer, I don’t care what the person says. I’ve read the Bible myself, I don’t need an interpreter. You were happy with that woman—don’t bother denying it. I could hear it in your voice, and that’s how I knew you were having an affair. And it wasn’t just an affair, was it? There was a lot more to it than just licking each other’s twats, wasn’t there?" 

"Mother!" Mary exclaimed, mortified. 

"Don’t you ‘Mother!’ me. I know what lesbians do in bed, and I know what a twat is. I can also say pussy, cunt, snatch, box, and muff. So stop acting like I’m some kind of old granny," she said. 

"You are a granny," Mary pointed out with a bemused smile. 

"And you’re acting like one," the old lady shot back. 

Mary couldn’t help but smile. Her mother’s bluntness had always been a source of friction between them, but today it felt like a balm. 

"You’re thirty-seven, not ninety-seven," her mother continued, her tone softening. "I already contacted Malcolm Jessop to represent you in the divorce. Your father and I had your room redone, and Ole Jax Wilkens turned the attic into a couple of bedrooms and a playroom for the kids. Not that I want you to come home, mind you—I want you to move in with that girl. But if that’s not an option, you’ve always got a place here." 

"Seems like you’ve already made up my mind," Mary said, feeling cornered. 

"No. Only you can make that decision. What I’ve done is remove your crutches. The only excuse you have now is fear of being alone. But really, how much more lonely could you be?" 

Mary found herself at a loss for words. 


Chapter 5

Trina sat once again in the PI's cramped office, flipping through the black-and-white photos like she was searching for a hidden clue. She glanced up. 

"Is that the best you can do?" she snapped. 

"Sorry, miss. He ain't fucking her. Only went home with her once, and didn’t stick around long enough to do anything. I can follow anyone, but I can't make the guy dip his wick, even if she is a hot little piece of ass. I made sure to get plenty of shots of them hugging and playing sucky-face. That was hard enough," the black man replied, shaking his head. 

"They did go to her place once, though. Right?" the older woman pressed. 

"Yeah, for a nightcap, I’d guess, but he wasn’t there more than five minutes." 

"Mr. Jones, how much would it cost for him to have been there an hour?" Trina asked, her tone steely. 

"Hey, lady, you're talking about filing a false affidavit. I could lose my license," he said, casting a wary glance around the room. 

"No, I’m talking about five hundred dollars in cash," Trina replied coolly. The man wiped the sweat from his brow and licked his thick lips, contemplating. 

"Alright. For that, I can change my logbook," he conceded. 

"I want a sworn affidavit," Trina insisted, her voice firm. 

"Well hell, alright then." 

Trina and the PI made their way to the nearest notary, and within forty-five minutes, she was back at the shop with incriminating photos and a sworn affidavit in hand. It would’ve been easier if the bastard were like normal men and actually fucking his little bitch, but no. Nothing was ever easy, she thought bitterly. From the evidence, it was pretty damn clear he would be, but Trina was running out of time. Claire was sliding back into her self-destructive depression, and that was something the old woman would not stand for. 

◆◆◆




Mary rose late, groggy and out of sorts. Among the things she did that morning, she shuffled in the mail. A particularly heavy manila envelope caught her eye, especially when she saw it was addressed to her with no return address. Curiosity piqued, she plopped down at the coffee table and tore open the envelope, expecting it to be from work. Three hours later, she still hadn't moved from the spot. But when she finally stood, it was with a newfound purpose. 

◆◆◆




When Brandon stepped inside, the house was shrouded in darkness, save for the dim light flickering in the kitchen—a stark contrast to the usual shadows that enveloped their home. He found Mary sitting at the table, a steaming cup of coffee before her, wrapped in cozy layers. An unsettling feeling prickled at the back of his mind when he noticed her old carry-all bag on the floor beside her. 

"Hey, honey, what the hell are you doing up so late?" he asked cautiously. 

Mary remained silent, merely gesturing to the empty chair across from her. Brandon sank into it, his words dying on his lips under the weight of her penetrating gaze. She slid a manila envelope toward him with an unsettling calm. 

"What’s this?" he asked, his voice trembling slightly. 

"Open it," she instructed softly. 

He flicked the flap open and pulled out a stack of photos. The first captured a moment of him and Shelly locked in a passionate kiss at First and Ten sports bar. He flipped through the rest like a man in a trance, the buzz of euphoria he’d carried home dissipating into nothingness. 

Brandon’s eyes glued to the images, and after an eternity of silence, he looked up sharply. "It’s not what you think, I swear!" 

"Do you love her?" Mary asked, her voice steady, deflecting his desperate plea. She anticipated a quick denial, but Brandon hesitated, searching her eyes for a glimmer of hope. 

"I... I don’t know." 

"I want a divorce," Mary stated, her voice cold as ice. 

"Honey, I swear I haven’t cheated! She’s just a friend!" He scrambled for any shred of justification. 

"No, she’s more than a friend. You’ve cheated on me—not just physically, but emotionally. You’ve given her the affection and attention that used to be mine. You might not have fucked her, but in your mind, you’ve done it a hundred times," Mary said, her tone flat and unyielding. 

"You can’t hold my thoughts against me!" Brandon nearly shouted, throwing his hands in the air in frustration. 

"I can. Don’t misunderstand me, Brandon. It’s not all your fault. I’ve fallen for someone else, too. I’m in love more deeply than I’ve ever been, with someone who truly loves and cares for me." 

"Who?" Brandon demanded, rage contorting his features. Mary felt a flash of fear; he had never hurt her before, but his size and anger were intimidating. 

"It doesn’t matter who," she replied, maintaining her composure. 

"It’s none of your business. The truth is, I have found someone, just as you have clearly found someone new. We have kids, a mortgage, and a million things to sort out. I’m not staying here with you for another night, and I’ve sent the kids to my parents’ place," she said, her voice unwavering. 

"You can’t do this to me!" he whined, his voice laced with desperation. 

"This is the hardest decision I’ve ever made, and you won't sway me by making me feel guilty. I’m tired of living for others and playing your mommy. I’ve found someone who makes me feel sexy and alive—someone who sees me as a woman, not just a housecleaner or nanny." Her voice was steady, but she felt a flicker of nervousness as he seemed poised to respond. 

"I can see that you’re angry," she said, acknowledging the storm brewing inside him. "Maybe you have a right to be, but you’re scaring me. If you don’t calm down, I’m leaving right now, and we’ll let the lawyers handle the rest." Though her voice remained firm, her anxiety bubbled beneath the surface. 

Brandon clenched his fists, muscles taut with tension, but then he deflated. He sat back down and poured himself a cup of coffee, his gaze piercing. For just a moment, Mary caught a glimpse of the childlike anguish in his eyes, and her heart wavered. Yet, deep down, she knew she was doing them both a favor—this was the right thing for her. 

"I want the house and the kids," Brandon said, his tone possessive.  

Mary refused to let her emotions show. She knew he was trying to intimidate her with the children’s custody. The house didn’t hold any weight for her, but it was significant to him, and he must have assumed it was vital to her, too, if he meant to use it as leverage. 

"I'm getting custody, Brandon. You might as well give up on any other notion," she stated firmly. "If you want to remain a part of their lives, you better understand that. Those photos with that woman will work against you in court. There’s even a sworn affidavit from a private investigator inside. Please, let’s not make this nasty. I’d rather part as friends. That’s all we’ve really been for quite some time, if you think about it." 

"Why?" Brandon asked, tears glimmering in his eyes. 

Mary sighed deeply before answering. "It’s just how things turned out. Some things aren’t meant to be; it’s nobody’s fault, just life’s way. You want someone else—someone younger who shares your love for sports. I want someone who can do things to me that you can’t even imagine."  

"Can’t we try again? I swear I won’t see Shelly again. I swear it on my mother’s grave, Mary," he pleaded, desperation creeping into his voice.  

"It’s too late for that, Brandon. I don’t want you to stop seeing this woman. I hope you find happiness with her. I still love you, but I’m not in love with you anymore. I hope you find the happiness with her that I’ve found. You can’t keep me in this state, and I can’t be the anchor you cling to. I know you’re scared; you haven’t been on your own in forever, but you need to pull yourself together." 

"So who the hell is this guy who can make you feel like this?" he snapped, his anger bubbling to the surface once more. 

Mary shook her head sadly and rose. Grabbing her bag, she headed toward the front door. Glancing back, she saw Brandon still seated at the table, lost and broken. Just as she thought of turning back, he lifted his gaze, a fierce hatred burning in his eyes. 

"Get out!" he spat, venom lacing his words. 

Mary turned on her heel and left. Tears streamed down her face as she drove away, the weight of her decision pressing heavily on her heart. Stopping at a rest area on the Palisades, she cried until she could shed no more tears. Finally, she rolled down the window and gulped in the fresh air. Reaching for her phone, she fumbled through her purse for the scrap of paper Claire had scrawled her number on months ago. Finding it, her hands trembled as she dialed. One ring, two, three... By the fifth ring, panic started to set in, and by the tenth, she questioned her sanity. Risking everything on a call at four-thirty in the morning to someone she hadn’t spoken to in four months? 

"Yeah?" a sleepy voice answered. 

"Claire?" 

"Mary?" 

"Yes." 

"What’s going on, girlfriend? Is Bran out of town or something?" 

"Claire, can I come over? I... I need a place to stay," Mary blurted, the words tumbling out. 

There was a long silence on the line before Claire replied. "Sure. What’s wrong?" 

"I’ll explain when I get there." 

"Do you remember how to get here?" 

"I think so," Mary stammered, her nerves threatening to unravel her resolve. It would be so easy to turn back toward the Garden State and her parents’ home. 

"I’ll keep the phone on. Call me if you get lost. I’ll alert the front gate that you’re coming, so you won’t get hassled." 

"Thank you." 

Mary drove, retracing her memories, only getting turned around once. The guard at the gate let her through after asking for her name and who she was visiting. She pulled up in front of Claire’s house just as dawn’s light began to chase away the darkness. Sitting in the car for what felt like an eternity, she wrestled with her thoughts, anxiety gnawing at her. Finally, she looked up to see Claire standing in the doorway, illuminated by the soft morning light. Taking a deep breath, she summoned her courage and stepped out of the car. 

Claire stood there in only a white t-shirt and black boxers, head tilted, scrutinizing Mary without a smile. 

"You’ve been crying, girl?" Claire asked, concern flickering in her eyes. 

"Yes," Mary admitted, her voice barely a whisper. 

"Well, don’t just stand there. Come on in," Claire urged, stepping aside. 

Mary hesitated, then bit her lip, summoning her strength. "Claire, I left Brandon," she confessed, her voice trembling. 

Surprise washed over Claire’s face, quickly replaced by a deep concern. She stepped forward, wrapping an arm around Mary and guiding her inside to the sofa. As soon as Mary sat down, her tears burst forth again, and Claire rushed to the kitchen, returning with a shot glass of vodka. Mary accepted it gratefully, downing half in one gulp. 

"Take it easy, baby. Getting sick will only make things worse," Claire murmured, wrapping her arms around Mary and pulling the distraught blonde against her chest. Mary completely fell apart then, her body shaking with hard, broken sobs. Claire held her tight, gently stroking her hair, whispering soft reassurances until the tears finally slowed. Eventually, Mary sat up, trying to regain some semblance of control. Her lips quivered as she hesitated, then finally spoke. 

"Thank you... I just feel so lost." 

"No, sweetheart, you’re not lost—you’ve been found," Claire said with a soft, tentative smile. 

"I just don’t know..." 

"Shhh, stop. Just listen." Claire's interruption was firm but tender. When Mary nodded, Claire smiled wider and took her hand. 

"I know it’s hard. Hell, it’s gonna be hard for a long time. You’ve got a lot to deal with, and even more on the way. But I think I know why you’re here. Or at least, I hope I do. You didn’t come just for tonight, did you? You want to stay here, be with me. Be my girl, right?" 

"I... I don’t know what I want," Mary admitted, her voice barely a whisper. 

"Yes, you do. And I sure as hell know what I want," Claire purred. "I want your sexy little ass greeting me at the door every night in something scandalous. I want you in my bed, tangled in my sheets. Maybe even tied to them sometimes. I want to call you mine—keep you for myself, and who knows, maybe one day we’ll make it official, get married. Hell, I want it all with you. The house, the kid, growing old together... I want you, Mary." Claire brushed a strand of hair from Mary’s face, her fingers lingering on her cheek. "I know I can’t give you everything a woman might want. I’m not rich, but I’ll give you all the love you can handle. And trust me, I’ll give you as much sex as you can handle too." 

"Are you sure?" Mary asked, her voice trembling. "I... I love you, but I’m so boring. You’ve got so many friends and—" 

"Boring? Girl, you are anything but. And as for being sure, why don’t you get your cute ass upstairs and I’ll show you how damn sure I am," Claire said with a wicked grin. 

Mary didn’t hesitate. She now understood that Claire’s teasing, her focus on sex, was just how she coped with intense feelings. Besides, it had been four months since Mary had felt anyone’s touch, and Claire was the sexiest woman she’d ever met. The two of them charged up the stairs like teenagers, stealing moments while the house was empty. 

By the time the two of them collapsed on the big bed, they were literally tearing at each other's clothes as they kissed. Claire tore Mary's blouse open, sending a spray of buttons across the room. She roughly jerked the blonde's bra down beneath her ample tits and buried her face between them. Even as she sighed, Mary eased her hands down her body and unzipped her skirt. Buttons could be sewn back on, but it was one of her favorite skirts and she didn't want it damaged. She needn't have worried.  

Claire's hands were too busy kneading her breasts to worry about anything else. As her small hands squeezed and manipulated the soft orbs, her tongue laved the valley between them until there was no area that wasn't wet.  

Somehow, Mary managed to wiggle out of her skirt without breaking contact with Claire's hands and mouth. Time had not dulled her senses or done anything to change the way her body reacted to Claire's touch. If anything, the forced celibacy had only increased her desire for it. She moaned softly as Claire's lips enveloped her nipple, and the smaller woman began to suck. Mary arched her back, forcing more of her tit into her lover's mouth. Claire responded by opening her mouth wider and taking as much of the satiny skin into her mouth as she could. She clamped down on it and applied as much suction as she could. Mary moaned as the intense suction brought the nerves in her nipple to life, followed quickly by a rush of blood.  

Claire released her nipple and smiled up at her.  

Claire pulled away for a moment, grinning up at her. "It's gotta be quick, baby. I’ve got work, and Bran’s gonna be pissed if I’m late." 

"Then we can wait," Mary said, catching her breath. 

"You have something against quickies?" Claire teased, raising an eyebrow. "I hope not, ‘cause I’m coming home for nooners every chance I get." 

Mary laughed softly. "That’s fine by me, but not this time. I want you to make love to me, Claire. I’ve waited months... I want to enjoy it." 

Claire smiled and nodded. "Alright, baby. You look like you could use some rest anyway. How long have you been up?" 

"Too long."  

Claire nodded and reluctantly released Mary. The tall woman rolled off of her and onto the bed. She just lay there on her back, staring up at the canopy. Claire got up and went to the bathroom and the sound of water running soon filtered into the bedroom. Mary was tired, so very, very tired, and emotionally drained. She didn't even remember going to sleep but woke with a start when Claire's lips brushed her own.  

"Come on baby girl, let me tuck you in," Claire said tenderly.  

For no reason she could understand, Mary threw her arms around Claire and dragged her down on top of her. She immediately sought out and found the startled woman's lips. Mary shoved her tongue past those soft lips and into Claire's warm mouth. Claire recovered quickly, relaxing as she lay on top of Mary and thrusting her own tongue into the blonde's mouth. Mary held her tightly, in an almost desperate grip, but her tongue meekly withdrew as soon as Claire's shot into her mouth. The kiss was deep and Mary sucked hungrily on Claire's probing tongue. The black woman reluctantly broke the kiss and looked down into Mary's face.  

"What was that for?" she asked with a smile tugging at her lips.  

"I just wanted you to think about me today at work," Mary replied. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes, which had seemed so dead only moments before, sparkled.  

"You are always on my mind," Claire said simply and slipped off Mary's body and unlaced the blonde's shoes. She then stooped and caught Mary's feet, pulling them together. Claire gently twisted her body, until Mary was lying in the bed. She then pulled the blankets up, noting that Mary's eyes were already closed and her breathing regular.  

The dark-skinned girl turned and walked towards the door, but stopped and turned back. She gazed at the sight before her for a long time. The blue coverlet rose and fell gently with Mary's breathing, golden hair spilled over the pillows, and pale skin that seemed to glow in the morning sun. Claire memorized the whole room and every detail, from the dirty clothes hamper that was overflowing by the bathroom door to the newspaper tossed casually over the back of her reading chair.  

This was her dream come true and she was reluctant to leave, afraid that when she returned from work there would be no gorgeous woman sleeping in her bed, just an empty house that had long ago ceased to be a home to her. That fear was juxtaposed to the one dream she had clung to for the last four months, of coming home to have Mary greet her at the door. She sighed heavily and walked down the stairs and out the door.  

It was going to be a long day.  

◆◆◆




Mary awoke to the late morning sun streaming through the windows, momentarily disoriented before she remembered she was at Claire's place. Propping herself up on one elbow, she took in the room, wrinkling her nose at the lingering sense of exhaustion. She still felt drained, her mind tangled with questions about her choices, her motives, and whether she'd made the right decision. Pushing back the covers, she stood up and pulled on her skirt, only to realize her blouse was missing its buttons, a casualty of the previous night’s passion. 

With a sigh, she headed downstairs, deciding to risk a little overexposure to Claire's neighbors as she walked out to the van, holding her blouse closed. She spotted a tall woman with a severe face and her hair in a tight bun, walking a poodle. Mary offered her a smile, but the woman either didn’t see it or chose not to acknowledge it. Quickly, Mary retreated back into the house, the awkwardness prickling at her. 

The state of the house caught her off guard. She hadn’t noticed it the night before, but Claire clearly hadn’t been keeping up with the cleaning. After changing into some comfortable warm-ups, Mary set her travel bag aside and collected the overflowing laundry hamper. Halfway through scrubbing down the kitchen, she had a moment of clarity—one of the reasons she’d left Brandon was because she was tired of feeling like a glorified housekeeper. Yet here she was, doing it again. But this time, it felt different. With Claire, she wasn’t just a maid; she was something more. 

By four-thirty, the kitchen gleamed, as did the living room. It had mostly needed a good dusting, suggesting Claire didn’t spend much time there. The last load of laundry was drying, and Mary had started dinner—a roast, its aroma filling the air. The bedroom had been tidied up, though she hadn’t gone as far as to clean it completely. It felt too personal to dive into Claire’s space without her okay. Instead, she straightened up what she could and tackled the bathroom, which looked like it hadn’t been scrubbed in ages. 

After checking on the roast, Mary went upstairs, peeling off her now grimy warm-ups and underwear. She turned on the shower, letting the hot water and thick steam wash over her tired body. Her mind wandered to what she might wear tonight—something sexy, something that would make Claire’s eyes light up the moment she saw her. 


Chapter 6

Claire's day at work had been brutal, but not because of Brandon. If anything, he seemed preoccupied, too distracted to throw his usual barbs. The hours dragged, stretching her nerves taut as her anticipation and excitement built up. Finally, she passed through the gate and turned onto her street. Her heart raced, sweat beading at her temples, and the moment she saw Mary's minivan parked in front, pure, electric joy surged through her, erasing every doubt in an instant. By the time she parked and got out, her face was glowing with a smile she couldn’t suppress. 

She approached the door slowly, trying to steady herself, but her hand trembled as she reached for the knob. She had dreamed of this moment for so long, and now, she wanted to savor every second. Just as she was about to turn the knob, the door swung open, snapping her out of her reverie and into a reality that took her breath away. 

Mary stood before her, wearing a new corset, black seamed stockings, and high heels. She had intended to leave it at that, but a last-minute burst of modesty led her to slip on a pair of black bikini panties over the garters. She looked incredible—sexy yet shy, confident but with a hint of nervous vulnerability. Claire tried to speak, but no words came. 

“Please come in and shut the door. I feel like the whole world’s watching,” Mary whispered, her voice laced with a seductive urgency. 

“If they could see you, they’d wish they were,” Claire replied, her voice barely above a breath as she stepped inside and closed the heavy door behind her. 

They stood there in silence, the tension between them palpable. Mary blushed, looking down shyly, while Claire was frozen, captivated by her beauty and the tender vulnerability radiating from her. She had fantasized about this moment, playing out countless scenarios of what they’d do together, but now, faced with the reality, she didn’t dare move, afraid it might all vanish like a dream. 

“I’m sorry… I thought you’d like it,” Mary stammered, breaking the silence, her uncertainty spilling out as she misread Claire’s reaction. 

Claire smiled softly, realizing Mary had misunderstood her silence. Mary never truly saw just how stunning she was. Claire decided right then—she didn’t want to jump straight into fucking her. No, she wanted to make Mary feel as cherished as her own heart felt in that moment. 

“Baby, I’ve got something for you,” Claire said, her voice dripping with affection. 

Mary’s curiosity sparked, glad for the break in tension. Claire took her hand, leading her upstairs. Mary was momentarily puzzled as they bypassed the second floor and the bedroom, continuing up to the third floor where Claire’s studio was. 

The landing was cramped, and the door was locked with a combination lock. Claire swiftly dialed the code, removing the lock and ushering Mary inside. The studio had a low ceiling and hardwood floors, with canvases lining the walls—landscapes, portraits, many half-finished. Each showed an amazing attention to detail, but Mary barely had time to glance at them as Claire led her to the far end of the room, where a single canvas sat in an antique gilt frame. When they reached it, Claire flicked on a spotlight, illuminating the painting in all its glory. Mary gasped, her breath catching in her throat. 

It was her. Tied spread-eagle to Claire’s bed. But it wasn’t just her. She couldn’t imagine herself looking that wanton, that purely erotic. Her expression in the painting was one of complete ecstasy, her lips glistening with Claire’s essence. Her breasts were perfectly captured, each nipple so detailed, so raw, like they were straining with the intensity of the moment. And her pussy—wet, open, as if inviting anyone who looked to step into her most intimate desire. The contrast of her pale skin against the red comforter, the black garter belt, and stockings, was scandalously erotic and achingly beautiful. 

“How...” she started, but her voice failed her. 

“How what?” Claire asked, watching her with that familiar toothy grin. 

“How did you paint me like that… so wanton?” Mary finally managed to ask, her voice trembling. 

“I just painted what was already there, baby,” Claire answered, smiling even wider. 

Mary frowned, still stunned by the sight of herself in such a raw, intimate way. Claire laughed softly and took her hand. 

“The technique’s something I’ve played with before, but I’ve never gotten results like this. It’s all you, Mary. Your lips and nose, I painted right after you ate me out. That expression—pure, post-orgasm bliss. I did your breasts separately, right after pulling off the clothespins. They were swollen, the nipples hard and angry, so that’s why the color is so intense.” 

“And my… pussy?” Mary’s voice was almost a whisper, her hand lightly grazing the canvas. 

“Right after I pulled Black Beauty out,” Claire chuckled, her eyes glinting with mischief. 

“So… this really isn’t me,” Mary whispered, overwhelmed as she gently traced the edge of the painting with her fingertips. 

“It is you. It’s you at your most aroused, your most raw. I had offers from several galleries to show it,” Claire replied. 

“Oh my God, you showed this to people?” Mary gasped, her face flushing hot with embarrassment. 

“Of course I did. It’s the best thing I’ve ever done. If I could get a few more like this, I could have my own show. But my model disappeared on me,” Claire teased, her voice playful but with an underlying sincerity. 

“Your own show? Like… at a gallery?” Mary asked, stunned. 

“Yep. One of my girlfriends runs a gallery in Soho. She’s been hounding me to show some pieces, but I never felt like I had anything worth displaying—until this. This is mine. My style, my technique, all me.” 

“Why didn’t you just get another model?” Mary asked softly. 

“Couldn’t. It only works when I’m painting someone I love,” Claire said, her voice dropping to a quiet, heartfelt tone. 

Mary looked into Claire’s eyes and saw the love there, clear and undeniable. In that moment, every doubt she had vanished, melted away by the intensity of what she saw staring back at her. 

"I'm back," Mary whispered,  

"I know," Claire murmured, stepping closer, and wrapping her arms around Mary's waist. 

Mary gazed down at her shorter lover, holding her tightly as she kissed the top of Claire's head. For a moment, she caught a glimpse of the woman behind the tough exterior—a flicker of tenderness, a vulnerability that Claire rarely let show. 

"Enough of this sappy shit. Let's fuck," Claire said, breaking the intimacy as she pulled away. 

Even in the dim light, the blush on Claire's dark skin was impossible to miss. Mary gently stroked her cheek, brushing away a stray tear. Claire looked up with a mischievous grin. 

"You owe me for four months of nothing, sugar tits. Time to pay up," Claire growled playfully. 

Mary laughed, following her lover down the hall and into the bedroom. Claire leaped onto the bed, and Mary quickly joined her. Their lips met, tongues dancing as Mary’s hands explored Claire’s back while Claire’s fingers kneaded Mary’s breasts with deliberate care. 

Mary moaned softly and tugged Claire's shirt up, digging her nails into her skin. The little butch hissed and nipped Mary's lower lip. Her fingers captured Mary's nipples, through the satin of her corset and squeezed hard, causing a delicious ripple of pleasure tinged with pain to shoot through Mary. Claire forced her thigh between Mary's legs and slipped her hands to the blonde's soft, round ass. Her strong fingers dug in and pulled Mary to her and then relaxed. The second time she did it, Mary's mound bumped against Claire's muscular thigh, sending a jolt to her brain.  

As the kiss continued, Mary picked up on what Claire wanted and began to sensuously grind her mound against her lover's leg. Claire slid her hands up to Mary's back and traced them over the lace work, enjoying the crisscross of hard cord and Mary's soft skin. She broke the kiss when her hands reached the top of the corset, and brushed a stray lock of hair from Mary's flushed face.  

"I want you," Claire whispered, her voice low, rough with desire. 

"I'm already yours," Mary breathed. 

"No. I want to take you—my way. Make you mine." 

Mary frowned slightly. "What do you mean?" 

Rather than respond, Claire rolled Mary gently off her body and rose. She went to the closet and returned, after some rummaging with a black leather contraption.  

"Ever seen one of these?" she asked Mary.  

"I don't think so, what is it?" the blonde asked, reaching out to touch it with a fingertip.  

"It's called a single glove. My fave piece of dynamic bondage gear."  

"What's it do?" Mary asked as she eyed the multiple straps and buckles. Claire noted the blonde's eyes were sparkling with a deep satisfaction. She didn't know it yet, but the tall blonde was a natural bottom and, to Claire, it just made her more perfect.  

"Why don't I show you instead?"  

"Okay," Mary replied tentatively. Claire noticed the blush creeping into her lover's cheeks, but the excitement in her eyes belied her embarrassment.  

"Stand up and put your hands behind your back, wrists together," Claire commanded. Mary quickly complied. Claire adjusted her hands and then slipped the fitted end of the glove over Mary's fingers and hands. She pulled the heavy steel zipper up, encasing the blonde's arms in the heavy black leather. Next, Claire pulled the straps at Mary's wrists tight and buckled it. She moved up, doing the one at the forearms and then the elbows and shoulders. With a small padlock, she clipped the zipper to the shoulder strap and then stood back to admire her handiwork. Mary's pale skin was a marked contrast to the black leather, and with her arms trapped behind her back, she was totally helpless. Claire felt her pulse quicken, and a shiver run through her body. One of the huge thrills of rendering Mary helpless was knowing how impossible it would have been for her to submit to anyone in such a way.  

"Comfy?" the butch asked as she walked around to stand in front of her captive.  

"It's not too bad," Mary said, wiggling her arms as if she was assuring herself she was trapped.  

"Hurt?"  

"A little."  

"Where?'  

"My elbows," the blonde replied. Claire moved behind her and undid the elbow strap and refastened it a notch looser.  

"Better?"  

"Much, thank you," Mary replied. "So, now what?"  

"Well," Claire said, slowly walking around in front of Mary, "now, I am going to have some fun," she said and shoved Mary backward onto the bed.  

"Hey!" the blonde exclaimed and then giggled as she tried to get back up.  

Claire slipped both hands into Mary's panties and whisked them down her long legs. She then wrapped her arms around Mary's thighs and pushed hard, sliding the blonde's body back onto the bed, until she could lie comfortably between her legs. Claire smiled up at her as Mary wiggled and tested her bonds.  

Claire used her fingertips to toy with Mary's blonde public curls and then gently bit her inner thigh. Feeling the blonde's body tense, she traced her tongue up and dragged it over Mary's lips. For several minutes Claire teased Mary, massaging her mound, tracing her nails over the blonde's hips, kissing and licking her inner thighs. She was unhurried and deliberate, avoiding the really sensitive spots for the most part, and giving the blonde's pussy only the occasional fleeting lick or caress. She could feel the tension building in Mary's body and with it her awareness of just how helpless she was. Mary twisted from side to side and occasionally thrust her hips up, wanting more contact with Claire's fingers, but the little butch continued at the frustratingly slow pace she had established.  

The first moan nearly sent Claire into orbit; it was soft, so soft she could only hear it because of the absolute quiet in the room. Mary's eyes were shut and she was biting her lower lip.  

"You like that baby?" Claire asked.  

"You're driving me insane," the older woman groaned.  

"Awww, poor baby. Just think. In a couple of hours I might actually get around to fucking you," Claire teased.  

"Hours?"  

"Sure, baby, we have all night, and I did tell you that you owed me for four months of nothing didn't I?" Claire teased, silencing her lover's reply by flattening her tongue and licking along her soft lips from bottom to top.  

Claire placed the tip of her tongue at the top of Mary's pussy, where her lips came together. She then ran her tongue down them, then back up, with each trip she added the slightest bit of pressure, feeling the soft petals gradually parting and the sticky feel of Mary's juices change over to slippery as she became more aroused. Mary was soon humping her hips upward, trying desperately to keep the contact firm. Claire simply adjusted her head upwards, denying her captive what she wanted. When Mary thrust her hips up and kept them there, Claire smiled and got off the bed.  

"What?" Mary whined.  

Claire didn't respond, but rolled Mary over on her tummy and pulled one of the straps from the bedpost and clipped one of the D rings on the glove to it. She repeated the process from one of the headboard straps. From her toy chest, she selected a pleasure egg and lubed it before gently inserting the device into Mary's very wet pussy. Claire set it for a very subtle vibration.  

"Did I smell a roast when I came in?" she asked as she gently stroked Mary's now up-thrust ass.  

"Yesss," the blonde hissed.  

"Mmmm, good, I'm hungry. I'll be back later," she said as she got off the bed and walked downstairs.  

"Claire? Claire? Claire!" Mary yelled, but she got no response.  

"Damn," she groaned, struggling to move. The egg's gentle vibration was far too subtle to get her off. Despite her predicament and the fire in her pussy, she smiled happily as she struggled.  

There were no words for what she felt then. She was overcome with such a jumble of feelings and impressions that no words could ever really capture. On a physical level, she was in a kind of delicious hell. The egg was keeping her already stretched nerve endings screaming for release, while the soft leather that imprisoned her arms provided a sensuous counterpoint to that arousal.  

The sense of helplessness was not scary; on the contrary, surrendering herself to Claire felt wonderfully liberating. Eclipsing all others by far, was the feeling of belonging. The utter contentment with being there was such a contrast to the last few months of never feeling she belonged, even in her own home. She belonged here, in Claire's bed, in her home, in the little butch's life.  

Mary was struggling to get her legs under herself so she could hump the bed even as she contemplated the deeper feelings. The physical need hadn't overwhelmed her senses yet, but she knew they would. Getting her legs where she wanted them, she could now rub her mound against the bed. Even this victory proved frustratingly futile, as she couldn't manage to get enough contact to bring herself off. Still, she tried, losing herself in sensation. She was moaning softly and grunting when Claire's soft laughter sounded behind her.  

"Problems?" the little butch asked, as she pushed herself off the doorframe.  

"You're evil," Mary said, but her smile belied the words.  

"How can you even ask how I could paint you so wanton? I go grab a bite to eat and come back to find you fucking the bed like a slut in heat," Claire said as she buckled her harness on over her jeans.  

"Bitch," Mary said with a giggle. She was becoming drunk with happiness. Seeing Claire attaching the huge black dildo to her harness left her giddy with the expectation of pleasure.  

"Bitch?" Claire questioned as she climbed onto the bed and knee-walked between Mary's legs. "You got to learn baby, there is only one bitch in this house, and it ain't me."  

"Guess that means it's me," Mary grunted as Claire removed the straps and pulled the blonde up onto her knees. She removed the egg and slipped a finger into Mary's hot channel.  

"Yeah, now get that ass up and show me you want my cock."  

Mary raised her hips and wiggled provocatively. She reveled in the feeling, not so much in being provocative, but in wishing to provoke someone.  

Claire ran the head of the faux cock up and down Mary's slick lips. From her pocket, she retrieved a small tube of cinnamon lubricant. She squirted a generous amount onto her fingers and began to coat the massive dildo. She could feel the warmth in her fingers and smiled. Mary wouldn't be expecting that, and the images in her mind of her lover's reaction were vivid.  

For the first time in ages, she found herself nervous about having sex. To her mind, this was their first time as a couple. She was well aware that Mary was still married, and she had sampled the blonde's charms already, but this time, it was different. This time, it wasn't just sex with a beautiful woman, it was sex with her woman. It had to be perfect.  

Just seeing Mary's soft, helpless body before her was enough to have her heart hammering in her ears. She had put so much into her play for the married woman, and now, this was the payoff. For some irrational reason, she feared she would fail horribly and Mary would go back to Brandon. Her rational mind didn't believe that for a moment. There was so much more to what she felt for Mary than just sexual attraction, but she felt it nonetheless.  

"Love will do that to you."  

"Do what?" Mary asked, and Claire blushed, realizing she had spoken aloud.  

"Make me hot for that blonde pussy. You ready for the fucking of your life, babe?" Claire responded quickly, pressing the dildo to Mary's entrance for emphasis.  

"I've been ready for longer than you could know or I could admit to myself," Mary said quietly, as she looked back. Claire nodded and reached out to gently stroke the blonde's cheek. So much passed between them in that caress, things words could never convey.  

Claire pressed her hips forward, using one hand to hold the dildo on target and catching the upper arm strap on the glove to steady herself. Mary was very wet and ready, but Claire still exercised all the restraint she could. She pressed in but remained tense, holding back to keep herself from driving too much in, when the head finally passed the ring of muscle at Mary's entrance. She was still slightly awed that Mary could take the length and girth of black beauty. It was incredibly sexy to watch the head slowly stretch her open, but this time there could be no pain, not even the slightest bit.  

Mary gasped when it finally slipped past her entrance and the muscles in her thighs quivered. Claire worked her hips slowly, drawing back a little and then pushing forward, slowly sinking more of it into Mary.  

"Oh!" Mary exclaimed. Claire immediately held still.  

"Baby?" she asked.  

"It's hot or something," Mary moaned, causing the black girl to smile broadly.  

"You like?" She asked.  

A soft moan was her only answer. Eventually, she was able to release her cock and lock both hands onto Mary's hips. After a few thrusts, she felt her thighs bump against Mary's. Claire set her face and her brow knit in concentration as she withdrew about half the toy and then thrust back in. Mary's moan of pleasure was like the singing of the Choir Eternal to Claire's ears. She began to seriously fuck the blonde beauty, her hips working like a piston. Mary's first orgasm was loud and animated, forcing Claire to start thinking about her job and all of its frustration. Soon she was replaying the worst episodes she could recall with her co-workers, anything to keep her mind off the beautiful creature crying out and mewling in pleasure before her.  

The jeans kept the base of the dildo off her clit and, after a while, she was able to cease concentrating on work. Her legs were tense and cramping, her back ached, her breathing was coming in ragged gasps, and her lungs burned. With so much discomfort, she was able to shut out Mary's lovely, sweat-covered body, and the string of sexy noises. Her vision began to blur after a while, as sweat poured down her face and into her eyes, but she refused to let it affect the deep rolling rhythm of her hips.  

Mary gasped and felt herself trying to make a noise, but no sound issued from her lips as another orgasm ripped through her. They were coming fast, now, hard upon each other's heels, and the ripples from one were overlapping those from its predecessor. Her throat was raw from screaming and her body was twitching uncontrollably. Her feet, knees, and arms were all numb, as well as her tongue and teeth. Claire was still driving into her, totally oblivious to the world around them. Mary felt another contraction in her pussy and raw pleasure exploded through her, so intense it bordered pain.  

"No, no, no... please... no more," she mumbled.  

If her words were even heard, Claire gave no indication. Mary had never experienced anything like this; the pleasure was driving her insane. She wanted it, but at the same time, she couldn't stand it anymore. She felt like she would go mad if it didn't stop, but part of her didn't want it to stop.  

"Noooooo," she wailed as another white-hot blast of pleasure radiated outward from her pussy.  

It was raw, so raw that she was unable to even tell if it was pleasure, pain, or some weird kind of painful pleasure. Whichever it was, it was more than her over-stimulated system could bear. When she regained control of herself and could take in her surroundings, she was on her back with her head in Claire's lap. The small woman was singing to her softly and stroking her hair. Her hands were free, but she didn't remember Claire removing the glove. It didn't matter. Her dulled mind sank into the most peaceful sleep of her life.


Chapter 7

Mary thanked the deliverymen one last time before closing the door, locking it out of habit. She wandered into the living room and collapsed into the overstuffed wingback chair, a wave of satisfaction washing over her. The new look of the house was perfect—rid of all the modern junk she despised, but the real win was erasing the final remnants of Lexi from their home. With the children's rooms finished, she looked forward to picking them up from her parents' place. 

Her copy of the finalized divorce papers lay on the oak coffee table. Brandon, surprisingly, hadn’t been as vicious as she'd expected once he accepted it was over. Next to the papers, though, was something even more precious: the clinic’s results. She already knew, but seeing the confirmation made the day one of the most memorable of her life. Gently, she touched her belly, making a face at the thought of maternity clothes. But, if Claire's teasing comments about how pregnant women turned her on were true, Mary suspected she’d be spending more time out of those clothes than in them.  

She was still sitting there, just enjoying the feeling of being home, when the door opened and Claire came in. Mary rose and walked into the foyer, wrapping the smaller woman up in a hug and kissing her tenderly. Mary just kept kissing, drawing it out far longer than was usual.  

"What's gotten into you?" Claire asked with a bemused smile.  

Mary looked deeply into Claire's brown eyes, then meaningfully down at her tummy. The joy she already felt was magnified a thousand times by the joy she saw when Claire realized what she meant.  

"Are you sure?" she asked in a reverent tone, as her fingers gently brushed Mary's tummy through her sweatshirt.  

"I'm sure. The divorce was finalized today too. My copy of the final agreement came," Mary said with a huge grin.  

Claire smiled and grabbed Mary's hand, leading her into the living room.  

"Wait right here," she said and practically ran upstairs.  

Mary wondered what she was up to, but had to wait a few minutes.  

"Close your eyes," Claire's voice commanded from the stairwell.  

Mary smiled and closed her eyes.  

"Closed?"  

"Yes."  

"No peeking. Promise?"  

"I promise," Mary replied. She heard Claire enter the room and had to resist the temptation to open her eyes.  

"All right, you can open them now."  

Mary blinked her eyes open to see Claire standing there, dressed in her tuxedo. Damn, did she love Claire in that tux. But it wasn’t just the sight that thrilled her; there was something different, something in Claire’s eyes. Before she could speak, Claire dropped to one knee, hands trembling as she pulled out a small black ring box. 

“Mary, will you marry me?” 

Mary’s heart stopped. She was overwhelmed—flattered, ecstatic, ready to dance, but also wanting to hold Claire tight and never let go. The softness of Claire’s tone kept her from laughing with sheer joy. She didn’t want Claire to misinterpret her reaction. 

"Yes, Daddy," she responded, using the pet name Claire seemed to love most. "I'll be so happy to marry you."  

Claire’s smile lit up the room as she slipped the ring onto Mary’s finger. It wasn’t as flashy as the one Brandon had given her, but it was perfect. Claire stood, pulling Mary into a tight hug, then paused, suddenly looking uncertain. 

"What's wrong?" Mary asked.  

"I... I just want to make love to you, but I don't know what we can do," she said with an embarrassed blush.  

Mary smiled and shook her head.  

"We can do whatever you want. I'm not even showing yet. Later, we may have to restrict some things and positions, but if this one is like my last one, I'm going to be horny twenty-four-seven, and I expect you to take care of me. Hormones are a bitch, I warn you."  

Claire grinned. “Good thing I bought stock in Häagen-Dazs then.” 

She stepped up and stood on tiptoe to kiss Mary. Mary had learned that Claire was slightly embarrassed by the height difference, so she caught Claire in her arms and dragged the small woman down to the floor with her. When their lips met, Mary's parted, and Claire's tongue slipped into her mouth. Mary closed her eyes and slipped her own tongue over her lover's but allowed Claire to explore her mouth. How many times had they kissed, she wondered. A hundred? A thousand? It didn't matter. Each one was new, exciting, and different in its own way from all that had come before.  

This one was softer and more loving than any she could remember. Claire's hands tenderly caressed her tummy, reminding her of the miracle that was now taking place inside her. For a long time they just kissed, taking turns exploring each other's mouths and gently caressing one another. It was totally unhurried, lacking any urgency, soft, loving, and comfortable. Eventually, the touches became bolder, and the kiss more passionate, as their close proximity to each other began to stoke their passion. Still, they just kissed. Mary came to the realization that Claire was unsure of what to do. Despite the smaller woman's tough, take-charge exterior, it warmed Mary's heart to realize that her being pregnant intimidated Claire.  

Mary slipped her arms around Claire's body and lay back, dragging the smaller woman on top of her. Claire struggled, pressing her arms and her toes to the floor, holding herself off Mary, as if she was trying to do a push up. Whatever else, she was strong, and Mary couldn't pull her down.  

"You're silly," Mary said, as she gave up trying to pull Claire down onto her body.  

"But..." Claire said, looking at her tummy.  

"If you think for one moment I am spending the next nine months without you making love to me, you're nuts. Brandon and I had sex right up to three weeks before John was born, and he weighs a hell of a lot more than you do."  

"I just..." Claire started, but Mary placed a finger over her lips.  

"You're just being sweet. And don't give me the angry eyes. You can be sweet and still be butch. I'm not made of glass, I'm still a woman and I still need your touch."  

Claire relented and settled onto Mary's body. They kissed again, but this time it was hungry and powerful. Claire thrust her tongue into Mary's mouth and kissed her hard, while her small hands kneaded Mary's breasts. Her fingers were strong and soon found Mary's hardening nipples and began to roll them, pinch them, pull them, and otherwise send sparks of pleasure into the blonde's body. Mary wrapped her long legs around Claire and stroked her back through her shirt. Mary suddenly realized she could do something she had always wanted but never had. She opened her eyes, to make sure the one true button on Claire's tux shirt wasn't buttoned. When she saw it wasn't, she broke the kiss. She pushed Claire up and before the startled woman could react, Mary tore her shirt open, sending a spray of jeweled buttons bouncing along the wood floor. Claire wore a sports bra underneath, but it didn't matter. Mary was laughing and Claire joined her. Their mutual happiness was boundless and, even in the grip of passion, the world was beautiful and happy.  

The fading sun touched both of their bodies with gold as they slowly stripped each other, with many pauses for kissing and caressing. Mary was mildly surprised that Claire wasn't wearing her strap-on when she undid the small woman's trousers. Claire pulled Mary's warm-up bottoms off and smiled, and then arched her eyebrows, before sliding her hand into the waist of Mary's delicate pink panties and ripping them off.  

"Hey!"  

"I'll buy you more," the butch said, settling between Mary's legs and gently tonguing her inner thigh to forestall any more protests.  

Mary moaned softly and relaxed, allowing the ripples of pleasure from Claire's experienced tongue and fingers to spread through her being.  

She was moaning and massaging her breasts when a flash of light reminded her that the drapes were open. She thought she must look very silly, lying on her back in just her socks and tennis shoes, but she didn't care. Claire's tongue was now between her lips, caressing the places where it felt most wonderful and the world outside didn't matter.  

Soon she was quivering, as the rush of pleasure became more intense. When Claire swirled her tongue over Mary's clit, she felt a strong contraction of the muscles deep in her body, followed by pulses of pleasure that started at the base of her spine and rippled outward.  

They spent the rest of the afternoon christening each piece of furniture in the new living room. Curled up in bed later, Claire lovingly kissed Mary's tummy before throwing an arm protectively over her and fading off to sleep. Sleep was a long time coming for Mary. The moon shone beautifully, the stars were incredibly bright and crisp. The gentle breeze from the open window brought the smell of fresh-cut grass and flowers in bloom. In the cycles of the world, it was spring, and Mary felt that this was the spring of her life too. A fresh start, with a whole beautiful world waiting to be discovered.  

Claire's soft breathing and warm arm let her know it would be a world discovered with someone she loved. If the children took to Claire, as she hoped they would, she decided the world might just be perfect for the first time in her life.  


Epilogue

On the first Sunday of the regular season, Brandon sat on the sofa next to Claire as the pre-game show was winding down. Both had beers in hand, each sporting their team sweatshirts. The kids were upstairs with Mary's mom, occupied with games. Meanwhile, Shelly and Mary, both clad in maternity wear, were in the kitchen, prepping dinner and chatting away. 

Claire could sense Brandon's tension, but instead of pushing his buttons, she decided to ease off. She was ready to let things go—for Mary’s sake, mostly. He was here because Mary wanted him to be a part of their kids' lives, and Claire could live with that. To keep the peace, Brandon had backed off at work, though he hadn't handled the news of Mary being with Claire well at first. In time, he'd swallowed his pride, convincing himself that Mary leaving him for a woman was somehow less painful. Claire couldn't care less about his bruised ego, but thanks to Mary's gentle nudges, she’d stopped messing with him at the office. 




"Gonna be a good year. We had a killer draft," Brandon said, trying to break the ice. 

"I don't know," Claire countered, "I don’t think Gorman was worth trading up for a first-round pick." 

"Oh, bullshit. He’s the top tackler in preseason, and he’s adding speed to our linebackers. We haven’t had that in forever, and it’s been killing us." 

"He’s too small. Can’t stop the run. Watch, Smith’s gonna have a field day with him," Claire shot back. 

"Wanna bet?"   

"Nah," Claire smirked, "What could you possibly offer? I already took the one thing you had that meant anything to me." 

She flashed a grin, and Brandon’s face momentarily twisted in anger before breaking into a smile. 

"You can have her, shorty. I did way better for myself," he said with that cocky grin of his. 

"Keep telling yourself that, big man. Maybe one day you'll actually believe it," she fired back smoothly. 

"Please, what the fuck do you know?" Brandon scoffed. "Mary’s a fucking prude. Shelly’s a damn nympho. I can barely keep up." 

Claire’s eyes narrowed. "Brandon, you’re still a dumbass, but we’re stuck with each other. So let me set something straight—Mary and I fuck every night. She’s insatiable. And her head game? Best I’ve ever had. Hands down." 

Just then, Shelly and Mary walked into the living room. 

"What are you two whispering about?" Shelly asked suspicion in her voice. 

Both Claire and Brandon looked up, caught in the act. "Nothing," they said in unison. 

Shelly placed a tray of wings on the coffee table and slowly eased herself onto the couch next to Brandon, who casually draped an arm around her. Mary followed with chips and dip, carefully lowering herself into Claire's lap. Claire wrapped her arms around Mary’s swollen belly, planting a soft kiss on the back of her neck. 

“And we’re underway here on a glorious afternoon under clear skies,” the announcer’s voice boomed from the TV as the game began. 

Another football season, Mary mused, sinking into Claire’s hold. Feeling her arms around her and the firm bulge beneath her ass, she knew one thing for sure: while she might have to endure the occasional game, she’d never be a football widow again. 
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Dive into the scorching tale of "Football Widow," an alluring romance that pushes boundaries and sends pulses racing. Within its pages, the red-hot chemistry between Claire and Mary ignites a journey that defies conventions and society's rules, fueled by forbidden desires that lead to an explosive love affair.

"Football Widow" is an odyssey of emancipation, a celebration of the electrifying power of forbidden love. It delves into the exhilarating rush of embracing the taboo, thrusting aside convention for the pursuit of ultimate satisfaction.
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Two wives find a better way to spend their day while the men watch football.

Mary was lonely and neglected. Now that it was playoff time Mary faced the unpleasant burden of preparing for her husband’s annual "Wild Card, Wildness" party. Mary was a real stunner for her age. At 5’10” she had curves that most women paid big bucks for. Her thick round butt and plump but firm breasts made her the object of many men’s desires. But once Mary meets her husband's coworker Claire things begin to change. Mary will sneak away from the party with her new friend and discover a part of herself she hasn’t felt in a long time...
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Claire puts her plan into motion.  

When Mary found out how much her husband spent on the tickets she was furious and she felt like some invisible bridge had been crossed and felt something had changed between them.  

As she was packing her husband's bags she thought about what she would do the whole weekend while he was away. She decides she’ll go visit the spa, get a massage, and spend some more time with her new friend Claire... 

Book 3

The red-hot chemistry between Claire and Mary ignites a journey that defies conventions and society's rules, fueled by forbidden desires that lead to an explosive love affair.

Against the backdrop of a city throbbing with life, Claire and Mary's connection evolves from an unexpected collision to a consuming inferno of lust and domination. Claire, the enigmatic artist with a dark past, ensnares Mary, a striking beauty entrapped in the monotony of her existence. Their worlds collide with an irresistible force, kindling emotions that defy categorization. Amidst the allure of art galleries, steamy trysts, and the magnetic ambiance of the city's nightlife, every stolen glance and lingering touch sets their desires aflame in a tempest of lesbian passion.

As they navigate the treacherous waters of self-discovery, Claire and Mary explore the depths of their most primal longings. With every whispered secret, every submission to domination, their connection tightens, pushing them to the brink of societal norms. Amidst the struggle to reconcile external expectations with their unbridled passions, they find themselves at the crossroads of fidelity and the intoxicating pull of authenticity.

As their hearts intertwine, Claire and Mary navigate the intricate landscape of emotions, overcoming barriers while uncovering the depths of their shared lesbian desires.

Book 4

As snow blankets the world outside, Claire and Mary's yearning for each other heats up, creating an irresistible tension that defies societal norms. Explore a world of stolen touches, secret trysts, and scorching glances as their electric chemistry ignites a tempestuous affair. Amid the chill of the season, their bodies intertwine, driven by an insatiable craving that challenges the limits of their desires.

Dive into a whirlwind of emotion and self-discovery as Mary and Claire grapple with their forbidden urges. Every whisper of secrecy, every surrender to their primal instincts, deepens their connection, propelling them into uncharted territory. As they navigate a web of forbidden desires, they must decide whether to embrace their authentic selves or succumb to the pressure of societal expectations.
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Mary Makes Her Choice 

After five tantalizing novels steeped in passion, betrayal, and transformation, Mary’s journey ignites into a scorching finale that will leave readers on the edge of their seats. 

For far too long, Mary has endured a loveless marriage to Brandon, who seems more captivated by his sports and endless games than by the woman by his side. Nights once filled with companionship are now cloaked in loneliness, but everything changed when she met the daring, intoxicating Claire. What begins as a flirtation in a sultry boutique quickly spirals into an irresistible affair, awakening desires Mary never knew she had. 

Caught between the seductive thrill of her secret romance and the suffocating expectations of motherhood and marriage, Mary is swept into a whirlwind of lust and self-discovery. With every stolen kiss and heated rendezvous, Claire's fiery passion reignites something deep within her, drawing Mary further into a world of pleasure she’s never known. 

In this explosive conclusion, Mary and Claire navigate the intoxicating highs of their affair, their connection becomes a tantalizing dance of ecstasy and exploration, illuminating a path toward uncharted desires. But with each heated moment, the stakes rise, and Mary must confront the ultimate question: whom will she choose? Will she embrace the fiery love that sets her soul ablaze, or will she remain shackled to the life she knows? 
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Emily is sentenced to 18 months in a women's penitentiary. She is initiated into the ways of submission and lesbianism by the inmate leader Ruby. Ruby sees something attractive in Emily and seeks to make Emily her own. Ruby convinces Emily to agree to be her pet for the next five days.

Unveiling Desires: Jessica's Path of Passion

Embark on an intimate odyssey that delves into the hidden recesses of desire with "Unveiling Desires" This captivating narrative beckons you to traverse the lush landscapes of lesbian BDSM, where dominance and submission converge, and passion knows no bounds.

Step into the shoes of Mistress and Slave Jessica as their magnetic connection unfurls a tapestry of yearning and vulnerability. Amidst a tapestry of charged moments, every brush of skin, every hushed confession becomes a symphony of rapture. As their worlds intertwine, boundaries blur, and clandestine wishes come to life, the tale beckons, offering a provocative exploration of power dynamics and the pursuit of pleasure.

Through each chapter of "Unveiling Desires," the distinctions between pain and pleasure dissolve, culminating in a crescendo of longing that resonates within. Will you surrender to the intoxicating realm of lesbian BDSM, losing yourself in a narrative that awakens your innermost cravings?

Blaze: Lesbian Domination & BDSM

When Jade goes out to meet her new Dom for the first time, she gets more than she bargained for. The man with who she had been talking online for several months was not what she was hoping for in person. As she leaves she meets a dominant older woman who will end up giving Jade her first-time lesbian experience and changes things forever. Will it be a one-time thing, or will their hot and steamy night lead to a new relationship?

Ella On The Range (Lesbian Erotica)

Ella discovers she can have it all.

It had only been a few months but Charlotte had so drastically changed her life and the novelty of that hadn’t even begun to wear off. Let's just say Charlotte knows how to keep their love life interesting...

Until Death: Dark Lesbian Romance 

How far would you go for the one you love?

Porphyria was a great, tall woman, with strong arms and broad shoulders, and a hard face, but she was often called beautiful. She would do anything to get back her one true love, even if it means making a deal with a witch who's had her eye on her for quite some time, even if Porphyria doesn't feel the same way she'll pay the price for love.
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