
        
            
                
            
        

    


Private Passion

 

 

 

Dana Cooper is a busy working student. Any free time should be happily spent with her new husband. But he’s distant and angry, leaving her neglected and frustrated. Dana throws herself into her women’s studies class. When she’s assigned to do a report on lesbianism, her curiosity turns to self-discovery, and like an animal, it begins to eat her alive.

 

Valerie Weldon is the married mother of two with a huge secret. She’s attracted to women. But her kids are great, they live comfortably, and she has a successful business, so she’s afraid to rock the boat. But how long can she push happiness away in order to stay in a stale marriage?

 

One cold night, Dana logs into a lesbian chatroom where she meets an alluring stranger. Both are lonely and curious. And when the two meet, passion ignites, changing both their lives forever.


 


What Reviewers Say About Ronica Black’s Work

 

 

 


“Ronica Black’s debut novel In
Too Deep has everything from nonstop action and intriguing well developed
characters to steamy erotic love scenes. From the opening scenes where Black
plunges the reader headfirst into the story to the explosive unexpected ending,
In Too Deep has what it takes to rise to the top. Black has a winner
with In Too Deep, one that will keep the reader turning the pages until
the very last one.”—Independent Gay Writer 


 


“…an exciting, page turning
read, full of mystery, sex, and suspense.”—MegaScene 


 


“…a challenging murder
mystery—sections of this mixed-genre novel are hot, hot, hot. Black juggles the
assorted elements of her first book with assured pacing and estimable
panache.”—Q Syndicate 


 


“Black’s characterization is
skillful, and the sexual chemistry surrounding the three major characters is
palpable and definitely hot-hot-hot…if you’re looking for a solid read with
ample amounts of eroticism and a red herring or two you’re sure to find In
Too Deep a satisfying read.”—L Word Literature 


 


“Black is a master at teasing
the reader with her use of domination and desire. Black’s first novel, In
Too Deep, was a finalist for a 2005 Lammy…With Wild Abandon, the
author continues her winning ways, writing like a seasoned pro. This is one
romance I will not soon forget.”—Just About Write 


 


“The sophomore novel [Wild
Abandon] by Ronica Black is hot, hot, hot.”—Books to Watch Out For 


 


“Sleek storytelling and terrific
characters are the backbone of Ronica Black’s third and best novel, Hearts
Aflame. Prepare to hop on for an emotional ride with this thrilling story
of love in the outback… Wonderful storytelling and rich characterization make
this a high recommendation.”—Lambda Book Report 


 


“This sequel to Ronica Black’s
debut novel, In Too Deep, is an electrifying thriller. The author’s
development as a fine storyteller shines with this tightly written story. …[The
mystery] keeps the story charged—never unraveling or leading us to a
predictable conclusion. More than once I gasped in surprise at the dark and
twisted paths this book took.”—Curve Magazine 


 


“Ronica Black handles a
traditional range of lesbian fantasies with gusto and sincerity. The reader
wants to know these women as well as they come to know each other. When Black’s
characters ignore their realistic fears to follow their passion, this reader
admires their chutzpah and cheers them on…These stories make good bedtime
reading, and could lead to sweet dreams. Read them and see.” —Erotica
Revealed 


 


“Ronica Black’s books just keep
getting stronger and stronger… This is such a tightly written plot-driven novel
that readers will find themselves glued to the pages and ignoring phone calls. The
Seeker is a great read, with an exciting plot, great characters, and great
sex.”—Just About Write 


 


“Ronica Black’s writing is
fluid, and lots of dialogue makes this a fast read. If you like steamy erotica
with intense sexual situations, you’ll like Chasing Love.”—Queer
Magazine Online
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Chapter One

 

 

 


Thunder rolled through the hushed classroom like an
old distant freight train. Beyond the high, horizontal windows, the dark gray
sky was smattering the Arizona State University West with a lazy rain. Dana
McCarthy wanted to keep staring at the hypnotizing drops, but instead she
refocused on the papers in her hand and swallowed against a tight throat. Doing
so seemed to help with her throat, but she couldn’t do anything to help the
heat she felt in her face. Regardless, she forced herself to look up and tuck
an errant strand of hair behind her ear and continue with her oral report for
her women’s study class.


“In doing research for this report on lesbianism, I
had the opportunity to read some firsthand accounts about how lesbians think
and feel in regard to attraction. As I read, I realized that these women
sounded a lot like me. I’ve always had crushes on women, even as a small child.
And I always felt different around women I was attracted to. My stomach would
cartwheel; my heart would beat faster. I would feel… almost giddy. At the time,
of course, I had no idea what these feelings meant. And as I grew older, I just
assumed all women had these feelings. That it was a part of growing up. I
didn’t realize that my feelings, and later my rated-G fantasies, were anything
other than an innocent crush. It wasn’t until I read an account about a woman
and her first kiss that I realized… I might be gay. This revelation has floored
me, excited me, terrified me, and ultimately moved me in ways like nothing else
ever has. And when I read the reports on lesbian sex and how lesbians spend
more time making love and are more open and creative in lovemaking, well, I
knew, absolutely knew, I was gay.


“This report has changed my life. Nothing has happened
as of yet, but inwardly, I have changed. Where will I go from here? Who knows.
I am a married woman. I have a husband. I have responsibilities. But I also
have these feelings inside me and they aren’t going away. Why? Because they are
a part of me. They’ve always been there, just under the surface. They are me.
This is me. And it’s time I start being myself.” 


Dana lowered her papers. The women applauded, some of
them standing to offer her a brief hug of support. At first, the warm contact
overwhelmed her, and she stiffened, but soon she relaxed and fell into them as
if she could somehow soak in their kindness and strength. Tears threatened. She
thanked them and shook some hands and then began to pack her brown leather
satchel with trembling hands. She’d thought long and hard about sharing so much
of herself in the report, but she’d decided it was time to tell the truth. To
someone. And these women, she knew, would understand. As she glanced at all the
smiles and nods of support, she realized she’d made the right decision. Her
professor thanked her for the report and then dismissed the class. Dana swung
her satchel over her shoulder as two women came up and offered their phone numbers.
They smiled at her, one gave her a wink and the other insisted on writing her
number on her inner wrist. Dana could feel the burn of her soft skin and feel
the warmth of her breath. 


“Don’t be afraid to call. I know you must have a
million questions.” The woman smiled again. “I look forward to hearing from
you.” She took her hand, squeezed, and then held it as she backed away. “Bye.”


“Bye.”


Dana let out a long breath and covered her heart with
her hand. She’d had lesbians flirt with her before, but now it felt different.
More intense. Would she call her? She eyed the number written neatly on her
wrist. She knew if she did the woman would want more than talk. Was she ready
for that? She didn’t know. Not yet, anyhow. 


She left the classroom feeling a glow of acceptance.
Like a cloak of love and support had been draped across her shoulders. But as
she stepped out into the rain, suddenly, the warm feelings were gone. Reality
seeped back in with the chill of the rain. She had to go home. 


She crawled in her Camry with a sigh and drove into
the lazy sun. The rain was thinking about stopping, but the sky looked as
though it was debating whether or not to obey. A fiery love song came on the
radio, which only fueled her newfound desire. She let it stir her emotions for
a bit before switching it off, unable to take it. She thought of Michael, her
husband of three years, and how he’d surely bring a halt to her desires. Things
were so bad she’d actually seen an attorney to talk about divorce. All she had
to do was give the go-ahead and he’d file the papers. God, she hoped he wasn’t
home. She didn’t want to deal with his worsening mood swings. He was unhappy
with school and with work, and he often came home pissed off at the world. Just
eyeing his distorted face as he walked up the pathway to the front door often
caused her anxiety. The dogs, too, had noticed, and they preferred to follow
her around. 


The last of the clouds dissipated with the burn of the
wakening sun. It was nearing three o’clock, and there was no doubt he would be
home from his Friday afternoon class. Sure enough, his old Harley Davidson was
in its usual position in the driveway. She pulled into the garage and headed
into the house. She found Michael in his usual position, lotus style on the
floor in front of the television with the game controller in his hand. She
rolled her eyes as he spooned a large bite of Cocoa Puffs into his mouth.


“Hi,” she said as she headed right for the fridge to
retrieve the Franciscan merlot left over from the night before.


“Hi.” He didn’t bother to look at her.


She grabbed the wine, a glass, and a lighter, and
hurried to the spare bedroom. Her two rescue greyhounds, Hunter and Hannibal,
ran down the hallway ahead of her to the computer room. Once inside, she
removed her satchel, lit some candles, poured herself some merlot, and sat at
the computer desk. She wasn’t worried about Michael walking in on her. He’d
play video games well into the early morning. He’d been doing it so long, she’d
had to find other ways to entertain herself. Little did he know just how
entertained she was becoming. The screen came to life and she relaxed and dove
in. She’d been testing her hand at writing short stories. It had been painful
at first because she’d had no training or creative writing classes, but soon
she’d worked out the tense and the point of view, learning from the books she
read. And now it was easier to simply spill out the fantasies she’d been having
for almost her entire life. The stories were her little secret and she thrived
on the excitement they gave her. 


She stopped typing as she came to a pivotal moment in
the story. The characters wanted to kiss, but she didn’t know how to describe
it. Sure, she’d kissed plenty. But she’d read and heard that a woman kissing a
woman was completely different from a woman kissing a man. She just didn’t know
in what way. She pushed herself away from the screen and sipped her wine. She
closed her eyes and reveled in the taste. She opened her eyes and inched
closer, typing. She searched for more information on lesbianism. On erotica,
specifically. Unfortunately, most of what came up was pornographic, but
watching those women get it on did nothing for her. It just seemed so fake and
the girls so young and made up. Maybe she really wasn’t gay after all. Confused,
she groaned and rested her head on her arm on the desk. Hunter licked her face.



“I’m just all kinds of screwed up, boy,” she said,
which caused more licks. “Mama is hopeless.” With the wine swimming in her and
warming her, she closed her eyes and hoped a brief nap would bring her the
answers to her endless questions.


Chapter Two

 

 

 


The orange-vested crossing guard waved her through,
and Valerie Weldon inched ahead in the school parking lot. Outside her open
windows, children laughed and screeched. They were excited for the weekend. The
rain had stopped, and by the look of the sun, it had stopped for good. She was
grateful because she preferred to have her windows down so she could hear the
kids. She smiled as she caught sight of her younger son, Erik.


“Mom!” He opened the door and scrambled inside,
backpack almost too large for his six-year-old frame. “We live in the United
States of America!” He thrust out a crinkled square of colored construction
paper. “See the map?” His blue eyes grew large and his shock of blond hair fell
over his eyes ever so briefly before he shoved it back with a quick hand. “And
we live in here. In the United States,” he said, pointing to the map.


“Everyone knows that, stupid,” her older son, Mik,
said as he climbed in the front seat and shut the door. He fastened his seat
belt without looking at Valerie or Erik. Valerie scowled and then smiled as she
looked back at Erik. 


“That’s great, Erik. Very important to know. What else
did you learn?”


He settled back in his booster seat and buckled his
seat belt as Valerie drove slowly out of the parking lot. 


“God, please don’t ask him,” Mik said. “I can’t take
it.” He popped in an earbud and scrolled through his iPod for a song.


“Then just listen to your music,” Valerie said. “No
one wants to hear your grumpy attitude either.”


He scoffed and sank lower in his seat. He pulled the
hood of his jacket over his head and placed his foot on the dash. Valerie
swatted it away. Mik had developed quite the attitude lately. He was ten years
old, too young for puberty and the “I hate the world,” right? 


Erik, oblivious to any issues with what he was saying,
continued. “I learned that my legs can go really, really fast. Like this.” He
scissored his legs and Valerie laughed. “And if I do that when I’m standing, I
will run really, really fast.” She laughed again and caught sight of his
Skechers.


“Honey, tie your shoes.” She checked for traffic and
turned left.


Erik frowned. “I can’t.” He crossed his arms over his
chest.


“Try. Just like I showed you.”


“I do, but they don’t stay tied. Can’t I just fix my
laces like Mik? So I don’t have to tie them?” Mik looked back at him, suddenly
paying attention.


“You have to learn to tie your shoes, dummy. God, I
could tie mine at five.”


“Hey, none of that,” Valerie said as she pulled onto
the main road. She reached over and wiped the scuff off the dash Mik had left
with his Vans shoe. The Jeep Grand Cherokee was new, and she was trying her
best to keep it looking that way.


“Are we going to the car wash?” Mik asked, obviously
recognizing where they were headed.


“Yes.”


Erik squealed with excitement in the back. “Can I get
a pop? Please, Mom?”


Mik, too, piped in. “I’m getting a giant pop and some
Takis.”


“I want some!” Erik said.


“No, baby, they burn your mouth, remember?”


“Yeah, and you cry.” Mik smirked, amused.


Valerie closed her eyes briefly as Erik begged for the
hot and spicy corn chips. He wanted to do everything Mik did, and he never
understood why he couldn’t. 


“You can have some of my hot Cheetos, okay?” They were
a little less fierce. “But only a few.”


He grinned and swung his feet. “I’m gonna mix my pop.
Get. Every. Single. One.”


Mik shot back at him. “Copier.”


“Am not.”


“Are too!”


Valerie pulled into the parking lot and drove to the
car wash lanes. The boys continued to argue as she ordered her wash. The man,
who was sweating despite the recent rain, nodded quickly, as if he’d dealt with
crazy, loud children a lot.


“All right, everybody stop. No one gets anything if
you don’t stop.” She gathered her purse and opened her door and the boys
followed while they grumbled. After kneeling to tie Erik’s shoes, she led them
inside. The place smelled like rubber floor mats and grease. The kids loved it
and they pointed to all the odds and ends for sale from license plates, to key
chains, to stuffed animals. Mik wanted a sign for his room that said “Danger”
and Erik wanted a key chain and a stuffed monkey. She shook her head just as
she always did and moved on to find a seat at the front where she could watch
the Jeep come out to be hand dried. She gave the boys money for the soda
fountain behind them and the standing arcade games, then she crossed her legs
and fingered her sunglasses. The day was almost over. Could she make it to
eight o’clock when the boys passed out?


“Cute kids,” a woman next to her said. Valerie smiled
and turned to look at her and then reddened. The woman was athletic and tanned.
She had a short spiky haircut held back by a black Nike visor. 


“Thank you,” Valerie said. Her voice tried to cave.
She always had this reaction when she saw an attractive woman. Especially if
she suspected she was gay.


“I bet they’re a handful.” The woman smiled, showing
gorgeous white teeth and a dimple in her right cheek.


Valerie’s heart pounded. She felt herself blink
rapidly behind her shades. “You have no idea.” Somehow, she sounded calm, even
humorous. How she managed to always pull off the cool attitude, she had no
idea, but she was thankful.


The woman laughed. Valerie tried not to stare at her
mouth, at her thick, deep, rose-colored lips. She bet they were covered in
cherry ChapStick to protect them from the sun. From the look of her prominent
tan lines, Valerie also bet she spent a lot of time on the golf course.


“Are they about done yet, hon?” another woman said as
she approached from behind to place her hand on the visor woman’s shoulder. She
leaned down and kissed her, and Valerie felt her clit come alive. She had to
look away and squeeze her legs together tighter. 


When she dared to look over and offer a smile, she
found them holding hands, and the new woman ran her free hand through her long
auburn hair. She was beautiful and Valerie could smell her warm vanilla
cologne. It caused her skin to burn below the surface. She was so turned on she
had to escape. She rose and found the boys cheering and whooping at a game
machine. Mik was driving a race car and Erik was cheering him on and sucking on
his oversized pop. 


“Mom, he’s crashing everywhere!”


“Good,” she said, oblivious. She rubbed her neck and
looked back at the women. They were walking to their car, hand in hand. She
imagined what they did in the dark, and she burned even hotter.


“Give me a sip of your pop,” she said to Erik, taking
it from him. Shocked, he frowned but then grinned as she made a face of
disgust. “That’s awful.”


He giggled. “It’s good. It’s my special brew cuz I’m a
mad scientist.”


“You’re something all right.”


She turned and watched the women drive away in a black
Mercedes. She let out a sigh of relief and tousled Erik’s hair.


“Okay, one more game and we go.”


“But Mik won’t let me play this.”


“You can’t even reach the pedals,” Mik said and
grimaced as he crashed. “Damn!”


“Mik! Language.” She lightly smacked the back of his
head. Erik laughed.


“Let your brother play.”


Mik sat slouched in the game chair. He hit the heel of
his hand on the steering wheel. “It’s rigged. There’s no way to win.”


She breathed deeply and glanced at her watch. 


“It’s time to go anyway. You can play more after
homework.”


He groaned and climbed out. He walked with a slouch up
to her, once again pulling his hood up and popping in an earbud to listen to
music. Valerie had to tug Erik away from a new game that had caught his eye. A
shooting game he was too short for. He fought tears and she cursed under her
breath.


“Come on, get the hot Cheetos and we’ll go.”


He stopped whining and ran up to the counter. He
grabbed the hot Cheetos and hopped up and down while she paid. Her phone rang
as a man held up the towel by their car, letting them know it was finished. She
hurriedly crossed to the SUV and gave him a five-dollar tip as she answered the
phone already knowing it was Steve, her husband.


“Hey, I’m going to be late tonight,” he said before
she could even say hello. She yanked open the driver’s door and tossed her
purse onto the console and climbed in. 


“Fine.” She’d long given up on trying to get him to
come home at a decent hour. And frankly, she just no longer cared.


Mik climbed in and he was listening intently. “Is that
Dad? Is he coming home?”


Erik bounced in the back. “Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!”


“The boys want you home,” she said. She knew it would
make no difference. 


“Tell them I’ll try.”


She gritted her teeth. “Boys, buckle up.” Then back to
Steve, “I’ll do no such thing. Because you never do.”


“Tell him to bring pizza,” Mik said. “It’s Friday and
he promised.”


“You promised the boys pizza?” She was growing angrier
by the second. He placated them all and it wasn’t fair to the boys.


“I’ll order it,” he said. “And I’ll try to make it
home before ten.”


“Whatever.” She hung up and headed for home. She
squeezed the steering wheel hard as she drove. Mik was watching her.


“He’s not coming, is he?”


Her heart sank. “He said he would try, love. Try to
make it home before ten.”


Mik stared out the window. He upped the volume to his
iPod and she could hear the muffled music. He was hurting. Just like he did
every time his father broke a promise.


“Daddy’s not coming home?” Erik said. She glanced in
the rearview mirror. He was frowning with a ring of orange around his mouth.


“He will. But you might be asleep. How many Cheetos
have you had?”


“Nine.”


“Does your mouth burn?”


He broke into tears. “Yes.”


She reached back for the bag which he handed over. He
wasn’t supposed to eat them without her handing them to him. Because if he ate
more than five at a time, his mouth would burn. “Drink your drink,” she said
softly. 


Erik cried and sniffled the rest of the way home. Mik
listened to his music. When they walked in the house, Mik tossed his backpack
and ran upstairs. She didn’t try to stop him. Instead, she poured Erik a glass
of milk and he settled in on the couch. 


“Take off your shoes, please,” she said to him as she
wiped his fingers and mouth free of orange Cheetos. She settled in on the
opposite side with her laptop. They all needed comfort. Mik had the quiet and
peace of his room. He had his music. Erik had his cartoons. And she, what she
had was her most sacred secret. She had women. She logged into her favorite site
and pushed out a long breath. At long last, comfort settled over her.


Chapter Three

 

 

 


Dana awoke to a dark room with her computer screen
black and the only light the soft burning candles she’d lit earlier. Hannibal
was on his side next to her chair, fast asleep while Hunter looked up from his
comfortable position on the papasan chair. She leaned back and stretched and
shook her numb arm. The wine was now tepid, but she refilled her glass
regardless. The computer screen flashed as she moved the mouse. The chat room
was hopping with people having an excited conversation. The room was for women
only, mostly lesbians by the look of the conversation. She took a deep breath
and signed up. She chose a screen name that would make her Norwegian
grandmother, Dorothy, proud.


Ragnarok: Hi, I’m new, nice to be here.


She waited. The conversation went on. She was about to
give up and log off when someone responded and asked her to enter a private
chat. With a racing heart, she did.


Valkyrievixen: Hey, Ragnarok. Nice screen name. Are
you into Norse mythology?


Dana smiled with relief. She eagerly answered.


Ragnarok: Yes! My mother’s side is Norwegian. I see
you are too. Very cool.


Valkyrievixen: I’m Swedish. Always been fascinated.
So, what are you up to tonight?


Ragnarok: Do I have to be honest?


Valkyrievixen: Well, this is the Internet…does
anyone tell the truth?


Ragnarok: I’ve never been in a chat room before, so
I have no idea.


Valkyrievixen: Never chatted before?


Ragnarok: No, not really. I usually have my head in
a book.


Valkyrievixen: Studious. I like it. 


Ragnarok: That’s me. [image: smile]


Valkyrievixen: Impressive. I’m quite the bookworm
myself. Are you a student or just a reading addict?


Dana paused, unsure what all she should share. 


Valkyrievixen: You can relax and tell me only what
you want me to know. No one really tells the whole truth on here, trust me on
that one. 


Dana bit her lower lip in contemplation. 


Ragnarok: If I tell the truth, you can’t laugh.


Valkyrievixen: LOL, now I’m a bit concerned.


Dana laughed. “Oh, what the hell?” She typed.


Ragnarok: I’m a student mostly. But also, an
addict. 


Valkyrievixen: Okay. So, what brings you here
tonight? No good books calling your name?


Ragnarok: This is where you can’t laugh.


Silence


Ragnarok: <sigh> I’m trying to find
information on lesbian erotica.


There was a long pause, and for a moment, she thought
she must’ve sounded ridiculous.


Valkyrievixen: Okaay. I wasn’t expecting that. Can
I ask why you are seeking information?


Dana rubbed her face as her nerves caught up to her.
What was she doing confiding in a total stranger? She exhaled and nodded. A
perfect stranger was just what she needed. It wouldn’t matter if she sounded a
fool or not. Wouldn’t matter what she said as long as she didn’t do anything
stupid.


Valkyrievixen: You there? 


Ragnarok: I had to write a report on lesbianism and
now I’m curious. I want to know more.


Valkyrievixen: You’re curious? Ah, so you’ve never
been with a woman before?


Ragnarok: No.


Valkyrievixen: Gotcha.


Ragnarok: Have you?


There was another long pause.


Valkyrievixen: In my mind, yes. Many times. Lol.


Ragnarok: What’s it like?


Valkyrievixen: In my mind? Incredible.


Ragnarok: LOL.


Dana flushed and repositioned herself in her seat.
Hunter nuzzled her arm, but she shooed him away. 


Valkyrievixen: No, seriously. I hear that if you’re
really into each other it’s completely mind-blowing. 


Ragnarok: That’s what I’ve heard. I just—God I want
to know so bad.


Valkyrievixen: I’m blushing and I’m not the one who
just said that.


Ragnarok: I’m pretty red in the face myself.


Dana sat and watched the blinking cursor. Her body was
reacting to a woman she couldn’t even see. How was this possible?


Valkyrievixen: Have you watched any movies or read
any books?


Ragnarok: You mean porn? Not really into those
women.


Valkyrievixen: No. Books and movies with lesbian
characters. They might be right up your alley, so to speak.


Dana stared at the screen, heart pounding. There were
lesbian movies and lesbian books? Where had she been? 


Ragnarok: Where…I mean, do I have to go somewhere
special to get them?


Valkyrievixen: You can order them online.


Dana glanced back at the door. She could hear the
television exploding with a war-like game. He hadn’t touched her in months. And
she really didn’t want him to. She’d taken to sleeping in the computer room on
the papasan. She hadn’t thought about sex until she’d read the research on her
report. And now, Michael was the last thing on her mind when she thought of
intimacy. 


Valkyrievixen: Try Amazon or I can send you a
couple of links to publishers’ sites. You can buy ebooks as well.


Dana felt her eyebrows lift. I can read them on my
Kindle?


Valkyrievixen: You okay?


Ragnarok: Shell-shocked I think. And incredibly
excited that there are books.


Valkyrievixen: You sound like me when I first discovered
them. 


Ragnarok: Glad I’m not alone. 


Valkyrievixen: You’re not. Believe me you’re not. 


Ragnarok: Thank you. For being so nice. 


Valkyrievixen: LOL. You sound so innocent, sweet.
Are you shy in person?


Dana thought about it for a long moment. 


Ragnarok: Not really. I’m usually very comfortable.
Especially with women. This is just so new…


Valkyrievixen: Would you say you are confident?


Ragnarok: Yes, I think I am. You?


Valkyrievixen: I’m…rather shy with women. Men, I
can handle. Women…I’m a little nervous, overcome with attraction, usually. But
I manage to sound reasonably well adjusted. Somehow. LOL


Ragnarok: So, if we somehow met, I’d have to engage
you?


Valkyrievixen: Yes. And thanks, that idea will give
me good dreams tonight.


Ragnarok: I told you I’m pretty forward.


Valkyrievixen: Yes. Got my heart going. Oh shit. I
have to go for now. Try a book tonight. I’m pretty sure you’ll like it. ;)


Dana hurriedly typed back, not wanting the
conversation to end. 


Ragnarok: Can I talk to you again?


Valkyrievixen: Sure. I’ll send you the links along
with my email. I’m usually only ever on this site to see what everyone is
reading/watching. 


Ragnarok: I can’t thank you enough. 


Valkyrievixen: Don’t mention it. TTYS. 


Dana quickly scribbled down the links and email and
logged off. Her stomach tried to growl, but the dancing butterflies muffled it
out. She slid the small note in her pocket and paused in the doorway. She ran
her hands through her hair and patted her face as if she’d been making out with
a secret lover in the back of Daddy’s Mustang.


I’m being ridiculous. She squared her shoulders and walked down the
hallway. The dogs followed, happy to go outside. When Michael heard her he
paused his game and tucked his long, surfer-like hair behind his ears and spoke.


“What’s for dinner?” He stood and stretched, then
crossed to the bathroom where she heard him urinate. He flushed and reemerged
to join her in the kitchen.


“I’m not hungry,” she said. “God, can you wash your
hands, please?” He was beginning to disgust her on all levels. He ignored her
and her mind went back to food. She could eat a little, but she was too excited
to go download a book or two on her Kindle. She only came in for more wine. 


“You’re a lush,” he said as he bent to look in the
fridge himself. He took out a container then popped it open and smelled.
“What’s this?”


She opened another bottle and shrugged. “Probably
leftover chili.”


He slid open a drawer and plucked a fork. He took a
bite and nodded. Then he returned to his video game, this time choosing to
lounge on the couch in bare feet. He took a couple of big bites of chili and
set it down to continue his game. She spoke up before he could.


“You know, there’s something I wanted to watch
tonight.”


He sipped on what was probably warm beer. “What’s
that? One of your Law and Orders?”


“Maybe.” She really didn’t have anything in mind. She
just wanted to see if he’d give up the TV.


“Watch it in the bedroom.”


“It’s better on the flat screen.”


“So are my games.” He emptied the beer and crushed the
can. She always wondered why he did that. Did it make him feel more macho? “Oh,
and about tomorrow. I’m playing football with the guys. So, I won’t be home.”


“Neither will I.”


He switched back on his game. “Oh, yeah?”


She took her wine and walked right behind him. “I’m
looking for a Realtor,” she said, breezing by. “Because I’m moving out and
leaving you.”


“Okay, babe,” he said, having no clue what she’d just
confessed. Instead he cussed at the television. “Motherfucker. Motherfucker.”


She let the boys back in the house and headed for the
papasan. She closed and locked the door behind them so she could strip down to
her panties and tank top. She cozied up on the thick cushion of the papasan
with her wine on the small table next to her. Then she powered on her Kindle.
She smiled as she typed in one of the links and found dozens of books. Hannibal
jumped up with her, insisting on cuddling, despite his size. She nuzzled
against him and downloaded a book. Then she dove into a world so vastly
different from her own. A world she wished to be a part of somehow, someway. 


Chapter Four

 

 

 


Valerie creaked open the door to Erik’s room and
peeked in on him. He was fast asleep in his red race car bed, kissed by the
warm glow of his Superman nightlight. One leg was out of the covers with the
hem of his pajamas shoved up beyond his shin. He was wild in his sleep. So much
so that Mik refused to share a bed with him in hotels. She eased the door
closed and then went to check in on Mik. She found him strewn across his bed in
his jeans, socks, and T-shirt, with drool glistening in the corner of his
mouth. A video game controller was halfway tucked beneath him. She carefully
removed it, turned off his television, and covered him with a blanket. She
knelt and kissed his warm cheek, brushed back his blond hair. He stirred and
opened his eyes.


“Dad?”


She shushed him gently. “He’s not home yet, love.”


He groaned. “He promised.” His eyes fell closed.
“Friday. Pizza.”


“He should be home tomorrow. When you wake up he
should be here.”


He mumbled something and turned to spoon his pillow.
She kissed him again and left him to sleep. She wished she could take away his
pain and make him forget that his dad stood him up once again. But she
couldn’t. Somehow, he’d have to deal with it. Find a place within himself in
which to put it. She only hoped it wouldn’t screw him up too badly.


She closed his door and headed down the hall to the
master bedroom. She entered the bathroom and turned on the faucet to the
Jacuzzi tub. She poured in scented soap, lit candles, and stripped. She closed
the door, locked it, and climbed in. She exhaled at the shock of the hot water
and then eased down to get comfortable. The sharp heat of the water seeped into
her and she allowed herself to sink below the surface to soak her hair. When
she came up, she stared at the ceiling and thought of her friend. Was she
reading now? Was it getting to her? She could only imagine as she remembered
the first time she’d read a lesbian romance. 


She reached over, grabbed a dark pink paperback, and
found where she’d left off. She never worried about Steve noticing her books.
He’d never take the time to read the back of one. And she was always careful
about the covers. Oftentimes, she read them right in front of him. She had a
stack next to her side of the bed. She knew it was somewhat dangerous, but she
did it for spite, knowing he’d never even think to check. His interest in her
pertained to the boys only. Other than that, she didn’t exist. 


She sighed and relaxed to fall into her book. She thought
of her friend and wondered if by chance she had chosen the same one. What would
that be like? To share something so intimate, so secretive with someone else?
She imagined sharing her bath with someone, reading to her, with her. Becoming
so moved that they kissed, tossed the book aside, and made love in the tub.


She closed her eyes and relished in that dream for a
long while. She became so engrossed she nearly jumped out of her skin when
Steve knocked on the door and called her name. She sat up and set the book
aside to stand with a towel wrapped around her.


“Coming,” she said as she stepped out of the tub. 


“Jesus, I have to piss.”


She hurried to the door as best she could on wet feet.
When she tugged it open, she found him frowning, with his Hugo Boss tie hanging
loose around his neck. He inched past her to the toilet.


“I was just taking a bath,” she said as she stood in
front of the mirror to run a comb through her hair. He relieved himself and
walked from the toilet closet to the sink and washed his hands. She studied him
closely, unable to help wondering where he’d been all evening. She took in his
prominent five o’clock shadow and the gray at his temples. His hair, which was
thinning, was still slicked with hair gel, save for the back which was mussed.
As if he’d been lying down. As if hands had run through it.


She closed her eyes and shook her head. He could at
least try to hide it a little better. She watched in the mirror as he undressed
and checked for hickeys. At least he was careful in that regard. She turned
away as he stepped out of his boxers and into the shower. She had no desire to
watch him bathe. No doubt he was washing his mistress or mistresses off of him
before he came to bed. She left him and strode to the dresser to pull on her
nightgown. Then she crossed back to the bathroom, grabbed her book, and climbed
into their large bed. She read by lamplight, hardly noticing when he came to
bed. He leaned in to kiss her cheek and she flinched, an involuntary response.
He noticed and pulled back to scowl at her.


“What’s that all about?”


She shrugged and avoided his penetrating eyes. She
couldn’t bear to look at him. Couldn’t bear to smell the pine spice scent of
his soap. How dare he question her when he’d been off doing as he pleased. 


“I’m tired,” she said and extinguished her lamp. She
snuggled down into the covers and turned to face the window. She heard him sigh
and settle down himself, his back to her. She didn’t know how much longer she
could do it. A rage was building inside her and it was bubbling closer and
closer to the surface. She only swallowed it down for the sake of the boys.
They loved him, even if he was an apathetic ass. But even so, more and more,
she imagined leaving him. Of getting her own place and taking the boys, just
leaving him to come home to an empty house. Would he even notice their absence?
Or would it take days? What would he do then? Would he care?


She inwardly grinned as she realized she really no
longer gave a fuck how he felt. She snuggled into her pillow and closed her
eyes and dreamt of the characters in her book. She hoped she could finish it
tomorrow, but the boys were usually excited on Saturdays and oftentimes she had
to work. No matter what though, the dream would stay alive inside her. It had
to. It was all she had.


Chapter Five

 

 

 




Dana turned up Bob Dylan on her headphones and stared
out through the horizontal blinds at the golden and green dancing leaves. She
was writing out a fantasy, and she was hopelessly, blissfully lost in it. The
real world had melted away long ago, and she was warm with the dream, floating
in its amniotic fluid. Michael had come in twice, for what, she couldn’t
remember, nor did she care. All she cared about was the fantasy and the
wonderful worlds her books had carried her away to. She’d been lost in an abyss
since Friday evening and her discussion with her new online friend. Saturday,
she’d walked zombie-like through the house and did her chores without realizing
it, then grocery shopped and checked the mail, all without having a conscious
clue.


Michael had been out with friends, which had left her
alone to her fantasies. It had been an incredible day, so much so that she’d
forgotten to look online for a Realtor. She knew she needed to do that today,
but she was having trouble pulling out of her dream world. She also had sent
her new friend an email thanking her for the references, and she was anxious to
see if she’d written back. 


“You about done?” Michael mouthed through the doorway.
He looked angry so she removed her headphone and cocked her head.


“I don’t know, why?”


“I’m hungry.”


“So eat. I went shopping.”


“I want dinner. Something hot.”


“And?”


He rolled his eyes. “It’s Sunday. Aren’t you going to
make dinner?”


“I have more work to do,” she said as she once again
thought of the Realtor and checking her email. She really wanted to get those
things done.


“You have time to make dinner,” he said. “And don’t
forget you promised to read over my paper tonight.”


“You’ve written it?” He usually left it all up to her,
half-assing his papers and handing them over to her to fix.


“Yeah.”


She sighed, closed her laptop, and removed her
headphones. The dogs followed her to the kitchen, and Michael dug in his
backpack for his paper. She busied herself seasoning some chicken breasts and
putting them in the oven. Then she searched the cabinets, trying to decide what
to have with them. It wasn’t difficult to do, but Michael always said she was a
better cook. In reality, he probably just didn’t want to do it. She popped open
a Diet Coke and took a pen and his paper from him when he brought them to her.
She read the paper and made notes as the chicken cooked. The mistakes in the
paper were monumental. He’d have to rewrite it.


“Have you even reread this?”


He refused to turn away from the television. “What?”


“Have you even reread this?”


“Of course.”


She brought it to him. “I don’t think you did. The
mistakes are obvious. It doesn’t even make sense. There’s no way you could’ve
reread this and thought it was okay to be looked over.” She tossed it on his
lap. “It needs a rewrite. I made notes.”


He sat up. “Can’t you just do it? It’s so much easier
for you.”


“No, not anymore. I’m tired of doing your work.
Besides, you need to know how to write to do anything in this world. How did
you pass English in school?” She was fed up and cranky and resenting that he
took her away from happiness to do things for him.


He threw the paper. “You know it’s not easy for me.”


“Yes, I do. But I’m not helping you any by doing it
for you.”


“What’s the difference? If I do well then we do well.”


There was a time when she thought that true. But now
she was beginning to see things differently. She was seeing a future on her
own.


“I’m not doing it anymore, Michael.”


She returned to the kitchen and started cooking the
pasta she’d chosen. He rose from the couch and picked up his paper. He shoved
it into his backpack and then threw that against the wall. 


“I’m happy to help you and I’ve made notes.”


“Just stop,” he said. “If you want to screw me then
fine.”


“Screw you? Are you kidding?”


“You could’ve told me sooner that you weren’t going to
help.”


“You mean write it for you?”


He ran his hands through his long hair and then pulled
it back into a loose bun. He slid into his shoes and straightened his T-shirt
and long shorts. He slung his backpack over his shoulder and crossed to the
door.


“Where are you going?”


“To find someone to help with my paper.” He turned and
spat venom at her with his eyes.


“The writing center is open today—” but he slammed the
door on her. She tossed the spoon she was holding aside. She wasn’t hungry. 


She turned off the television and turned on the
stereo. She opened her laptop as she settled in on the couch. She rarely got
the room to herself, and she wished it was a little colder out so she could
light a fire in the fireplace. Instead, she pushed thoughts of Michael aside
and concentrated on finding a Realtor. She wanted a two-bedroom, nothing fancy.
She wouldn’t be able to afford much on just her salary alone. But at least
she’d have peace and at least she’d be happy. 


She scrolled through the list of Realtors and then,
thinking how nice it would be to be completely honest with someone, she checked
for Realtors through a local LGBT website. Several names popped up, but one got
her immediate attention. Her name was Valerie Weldon and her photo caused
Dana’s heart to rise to her throat. She was gorgeous. Short blond hair, brown
eyes, and a smile she was sure could melt her knees on the spot. She clicked on
her site, curious. Her bio said she was married with two kids and that she
lived relatively close by. Though her heart fell at the realization that she
was married, Dana was still captivated by her. She reached in her back pocket
for her pay as you go phone. She’d been using it to talk to her attorney, at
his suggestion. She dialed the number. The call went to voice mail, and she
left a brief message. She ended the call and stared at Valerie’s photo for a
while longer. That fire that had been burning within her for weeks now started
up again, and she needed to feed it somehow. Hurriedly, she logged onto her
private email and checked her mail. There, in bold face, was a new email from
her friend. She had sent her more links and also... a phone number. 


Dana smiled. Should she call? It was Sunday afternoon
and the phone number was local. Michael would be gone for hours. He often was
when he left pissed off. 


She dialed the number from her cell phone and closed
her laptop. Her heart beat in her ears as she listened to it ring. And then… a
deep, sultry voice.


“Hello.”


Dana fought for words. “Hi. Uh, is this Valkyrievixen ?”


“Yes.”


“Hi, this is—”


“Ragnarok.”


“Yes.” She exhaled. “How did you—”


“I don’t usually give out my number.”


“I see.”


“But I had to make sure you weren’t a man, messing
with me.”


Dana laughed. “No, not since I last checked.”


“Good. I’m glad.” 


Dana’s toes curled at the sound of her voice. 


“So, I see from your emails that you’ve been reading.”


“I have, yes.”


“And you like it.”


“Yes. I—I can’t stop thinking about—the women. How
they feel. What they…”


“Do?”


Dana flushed. She touched her cheek and reminded
herself to breathe. “Yes.”


“It’s powerful. It overwhelms me at times.”


“How do you get anything done?”


Laughter. Deep and rich. “It isn’t easy, believe me.
But I have responsibilities that I can’t ignore. Which is why I crave my
relaxation time. Not just to relax but to be able to feel how I really feel.”


“I understand. More than you know.”


Silence. Breathing. 


“Where are you right now?” Valkyrievixen asked.


“At home. On the couch. How about you?”


“I’m at my office. Alone, avoiding work at all costs.”


“You’re working?”


“Supposed to be. But I’ve called it quits for the
day.”


 Dana wanted to ask what she did. But she didn’t want
to push it or be rude. So far, they were anonymous, and for now, at least, that
seemed to be okay.


“So, Ragnarok. Would you mind telling me how old you
are?”


Dana ran a hand through her hair, felt her palm
tremble. “I’m twenty-five.”


“Oh, wow. Young.”


“Not that young.”


Laughter. “Not as young as I expected, no.”


“Is that good or bad?”


“Why does it matter? You shouldn’t worry what I
think.”


“I…do. I don’t know why.”


Silence.


“I’m glad you are older than I expected.”


“How old are you?”


“Thirty-five.”


Dana tried to imagine her. An older woman. A
professional sitting in her office. What did she look like? She sounded sexy as
hell.


“Did that scare you away?”


“No, of course not.”


“I thought it might.”


“Why would it? I like older—”


The woman laughed. “You like older women. Good to
know.”


Dana burned and she touched her cheek again,
embarrassed. “I don’t know what to say,” she whispered.


“You don’t have to say anything. There are no
obligations here. Nothing to make you feel uncomfortable. If you ever do, I
would hope that you would say so.”


“I just. I’m…excited.”


Soft laughter. “I have to admit, I have a little
flutter myself.”


Dana’s toes curled again. “But we don’t even know each
other.”


“We know enough. And I think that’s part of the
excitement of it, don’t you?”


“Yes.”


“I’ve only ever spoken to a few women. Most wanted
sex, whether that was online, or on the phone. They didn’t intrigue me. And you
can tell a lot by a person’s intelligence when you speak to them on the phone.”


“Did you ever…meet anyone in person?”


“No, I’ve never spoken with anyone that I wanted to
meet.”


“I suppose it can be dangerous,” Dana said. “Meeting
strangers.”


“Yes. You should be sure you’re ready and make sure
you’re safe.”


“Honestly, I can’t believe I even called you. I can’t
believe I’m talking to you.”


“I can’t believe I gave you my number so soon. But I
have a feeling. There’s something about you. A raw honesty.”


Dana palmed her forehead. “I am that. God knows.”


Laughter.


“I sent you more recommendations. A couple of movies.
You’ll have to let me know what you think.”


“I will.”


“I hope so.”


Silence.


“I need to go.”


Dana sighed without realizing it.


Soft laughter. “I don’t want to.”


Dana closed her eyes. “I don’t want you to either. I
like talking to you. I feel… safe. Like I can really tell you how I feel and
you’ll understand.”


“I do understand.”


“My life...is complicated. I have no one…to talk to.”


“I know the feeling.”


“Can we talk again?”


“I would like that.”


Dana warmed. “I will wait to hear from you.”


“Okay. Good night, Ragnarok.”


“Good night.”


Dana ended the call and relaxed back against the
couch. It took a long while before her heart rate slowed and her skin cooled.
She hugged herself and stared out the window until twilight seeped in, purples
overtaking golds. She sat in the dark, listening to an alternative radio
station, thinking of nothing but her conversation.


She had no idea who the woman was. What she looked
like, what she did. Yet her imagination seemed to have no trouble filling in
those things. She imagined meeting her beneath the dark purple sky to take her
by the hand and lead her inside to a fireplace where they’d sit next to one
another and sip wine. They’d discuss books, movies, life, all the while trying
to control their growing attraction. And then, as the wine ran low and the
firelight danced, they’d lean in and…


Hunter and Hannibal barked and raced to the door. Dana
jerked with surprise as the key slid into the lock and Michael entered. He
tossed his backpack.


“Why the hell are you sitting in the dark?” He flicked
on the light and she shielded her eyes. He walked past her to the kitchen and
she could smell the cigarettes and beer on him. He’d gone to a bar. Most likely
with his friends where they watched scantily clad women serve them food and
drinks.


She rose, unwilling to sit through his mood. He was
still pissed and cursing as he flung open cabinets and retrieved a glass and a
plate. He jerked open the fridge.


“Where’s the chicken?”


She was already headed down the hall with dogs on her
heels. “In the oven.” She’d never put it away or finished the pasta. She heard
him curse again as he opened the oven.


“It’s fucking cold!”


She turned with her anger burning her. “Guess you
should’ve had more hot wings.” She didn’t wait for a response. Just crossed to
the computer room and closed and locked the door behind her. She crawled onto
the papasan and covered herself with a blanket and curled up with her Kindle,
happy and relieved to crawl into a life that in no way resembled her own.


Chapter Six

 

 

 




Valerie raced to her first showing. She was meeting a
new client and trying her best not to be late. But Mik had refused to go to
school. He’d complained of a headache and then, of course, Erik had started in,
complaining of a stomachache. She’d finally convinced them both to go and to go
to the nurse if they felt worse. Usually, though, once they got to school, they
stuck it out. Erik most definitely would. She doubted he felt ill at all. He’d
just wanted to stay home with his brother. 


She turned on her blinker and changed lanes as she
sipped her coffee. She liked it black, strong, with just a hint of cream early
in the morning. Her client had called her work phone the day before and she’d
decided late last night to throw herself into work once again by finding homes
to show her. A call to her early this morning had worked out perfectly. Her
client needed to see the homes before noon, which worked out great with
Valerie’s schedule since she had to break in the afternoon to get the boys from
school. 


She slowed as her navigation let her know she was
nearing the address. She pulled off the main road and turned into a townhome
complex not far from her own home. The homes looked nice with fresh paint,
well-manicured lawns, and tastefully decorated front patios. She’d sold one
other in this complex and her client had been very happy. She parked in front
of the appropriate address and gathered her bag, phone, and coffee and climbed
from her SUV. She headed up the front walk with her hands full and knelt to try
to unlock the lockbox which held the key to the front door.


“Shit.” She fumbled and nearly spilled her coffee. Her
new heels were killing her, and she was freezing in her silk blouse and dark
skirt. She always dressed for looks rather than comfort when she was on the
job. And every damn day she cursed herself for it for one reason or another.
Today, she was cold and uncomfortable. And at the moment, about to drop
everything.


“Here, let me help,” a female voice said from behind.
A beautiful young woman knelt next to her, taking her coffee and keys. “Is it
this one?” She briefly met her eyes and Valerie fought for breath. 


“Yes.”


The woman unlocked the lock box, removed the house
key, and gave it to Valerie to unlock the door. 


“I believe I’m your nine o’clock,” she said. “I’m Dana
McCarthy.”


Valerie stared at her for a split second, thinking it
was too good to be true. “Of course, yes. I’m Valerie Weldon.”


Valerie opened the door for them and stepped inside.
Dana smiled warmly at Valerie as she entered. “I sort of recognized you from
your photo.”


Valerie hurried to the tiled kitchen counter to set
her things down. Dana followed and handed over the lockbox key and coffee.
Valerie took them carefully and willed her hands not to tremble. Dana
complained of the chill and warmed her hands in the pockets of her formfitting
jeans. Her sweater, which also clung to her, was stark white, contrasting
sharply with her deep red hair. The loose ponytail swung slightly as she
walked. Valerie couldn’t help but wonder how incredible she must look when her
hair was hanging down around her shoulders.


“My photo?” She tried hard not to sound nervous. She
kept her voice steady and ran a hand through her hair. 


Dana studied her with another smile. “On your
website?”


“Oh, right.” She offered a smile herself. “It’s old.”


“Looks about right to me.” Dana held her gaze and
Valerie noted her confidence, the self-assured way she was holding herself. And
was she right? Was she flirting… a little?


It all felt strangely familiar. Like déjà vu.


“Have we met before?” She couldn’t pin it down. Her
poor memory was often the talk of her colleagues. They teased her relentlessly
for having to write everything down. And details. Some things she had memorized
down to a T without her even realizing it. While other things, she was
completely clueless about. She’d stopped trying to figure it out long ago.


Dana turned from the front window. “No, I don’t think
so. I would’ve remembered you.”


Valerie stepped back without thinking. She was. She
was flirting with her. What should she do? They were all alone in an empty
house. Oh, the things that could happen. She imagined crossing to her where
she’d loosen the ponytail to tangle her hand in her hair and pull her in for a
long, passionate kiss.


Valerie squinted at the bright light of the morning
sun that pierced the bubble of her daydream. She blinked and refocused. Dana
had opened the blinds to see the room better. Doing what Valerie should be
doing. 


“Let me get that,” she said, crossing to her. Their
hands collided and Dana laughed. Valerie smiled. “Sorry.”


“Oh, no need to apologize.” She stepped back, hands on
hips. “I like the morning light.” She glanced around. “But this room feels a
little small. I like to walk into a big open space. So I feel like I can
breathe.”


Valerie nodded. “Vaulted ceilings would help.”


“Yes.”


Valerie led the way into the kitchen. “Kitchen is
roomy. All new appliances.” She opened the back door for much needed fresh air.
She could smell Dana’s shampoo when she moved and it was lightly stroking her
skin like a teasing lover. She stepped out on the small fenced in patio and
inhaled. She turned as Dana came to the doorframe.


“Your dogs, are they big?”


 “Yes, greyhounds.”


“Big dogs.”


“They aren’t Chihuahuas.”


“So, no on this patio?”


Dana looked apologetic. “I don’t think so. They need a
little bit of room.”


“Gotcha.” Valerie stepped back inside, inching by Dana
face-to-face. “Excuse me,” she said, thinking she would move, but she did not.
Instead, Dana looked her dead in the eye and then focused on her lips.


“I like your lipstick.”


“I—thank you,” Valerie stammered. For a moment, she
was lost in her dancing green eyes. She had to force herself to step clear and
lean on the counter. She heard Dana close the door. Again, her scent came to
her. It wasn’t flowery. It was…clean, light. If it were alive, it would lightly
trace its way up her spine to kiss behind her ears. She shivered.


“You okay?”


Valerie looked up, unsure how to answer, unsure just
what was happening.


“Me? I’m fine.” She moved farther away. “Should we
look upstairs?”


Dana pushed away from the kitchen counter with another
smile. This one, however, was slight and a bit coy. As if she knew damn well
what reactions she was causing in her.


“Might as well. Maybe it will give me ideas.”


She joined Valerie at the base of the stairs. She
motioned for her to go first, but Valerie insisted. “You’re the client.” Dana
threw another smile at her and began climbing. Valerie took a deep breath and
tried to control her racing heart. 


She followed her up, eyes trained on the curves of her
ass. She looked away as her mind tried once again to run off in fantasy. They
emerged from the stairs into darkness and Valerie felt herself bump into her.


“Sorry.”


“Don’t be.” Dana was facing her. She placed her hands
gently on her hips. Valerie could feel her warm breath mixing with her own. She
grew dizzy. She wanted to close her eyes and lean in ever so slightly and part
her lips, capture Dana’s… 


 “Are your eyes adjusted yet?”


Valerie couldn’t speak. “Mm-hm.”


“Okay, then.” Dana took her hand and tugged lightly.
They walked into a bedroom and Dana once again opened the blinds. Valerie stood
helpless in the doorway. A light sweat had broken across her brow.


“A little on the small side,” Dana said and crossed to
the bathroom. “Nice bathroom though. I like the Roman tub.” She emerged. “Other
room?”


“Right.” Valerie felt completely out of control. She
blinked quickly trying to get a hold of herself. She followed her. “It’s a
little bigger.”


“Bathroom is huge,” Dana echoed from inside. She
walked out with a smile.” I like the closet space as well. Overall, not bad.”


“Should I keep this on the list then? As a
possibility?”


Dana nodded and slid a hand into her back pocket as
she once again took in the room. “I think so.”


“Very good.” Thank God. Now they could go and she
could hurry home for a cold shower.


Dana stepped to her and Valerie stiffened as she
reached out and touched her cheek. “Are you sure you’re okay?”


“I’m fine, why?”


Dana dropped her hand. “You look like you might pass
out. All your color is gone.”


“Oh.” Valerie touched her own cheek.


“Could be the air. It’s a little stuffy in here.”


“Could be.” Valerie turned and led the way down the
stairs, desperate to put distance between them. When they reached the living
room, she crossed to her things on the kitchen counter. “I have two more to
show you, but one has no backyard or patio and the other is smaller in square
footage than this one.”


“Really?” Her disappointment was obvious.


“Now that I have a better idea of what you need, I
should be able to find us quite a few more for tomorrow.”


Dana’s face lit up. “Sounds good. I’d appreciate
that.”


Valerie made some notes. “May I ask how you found me?”
It was a question she asked all her clients to keep up with her marketing
techniques. 


“Oh, I found you on an LGBT website.”


 Valerie glanced up and then quickly looked back down.
She was sure her face was reddening. She cleared her throat. “Oh, okay. Glad
you found me.” She looked up with a smile to find Dana studying her closely.


“I hope that’s okay?”


“Of course.”


“I don’t have a…girlfriend or partner or whatever. I’m
doing this on my own. Sort of new to the whole being alone thing. I’m
actually…separating from my husband.” She looked away as if she’d just
confessed something embarrassing.


Valerie felt for her. She seemed so very much alone at
that moment. Her whole demeanor had changed. “It isn’t anything I haven’t heard
before.” She smiled softly. “You aren’t alone.”


Dana looked at her quizzically then and cocked her
head.


“What?” Valerie asked.


“Maybe we have met somewhere along the line.”


Valerie shook her head. “No, I think you’re right. We
would remember. Can I ask if you’ve retained an attorney? I have one I can
recommend.”


“Yes, a good one.”


“Good. These things can get nasty.”


“I don’t want him to know. Not yet. And the house, the
one I get, it will be in my grandmother’s name.”


“Smart.” She’d seen it all before when couples got
nasty about who owned what. She was glad Dana was on her toes and prepared.


 Valerie handed her her business card.


 Dana took it like she was removing a loose feather
from a frightened bird. Like she was sure Valerie was going to faint or freak
out.


She straightened herself and smiled to reassure her.
They walked to the door. “Is it okay if I call you tonight about tomorrow’s
properties?”


“Yes.”


“I look forward to it, then.” Valerie fumbled with her
things and Dana stepped in and closed the door for her. She also took the house
key and replaced it in the lockbox. And then, in a breath, she was gone, waving
good-bye. 


“Bye!”


Valerie returned the wave as she watched Dana drive
away in a white Camry. She crawled into her own SUV with a prominent tremble in
her hands and a deep sigh. She’d never been affected by someone like that
before and she’d helped dozens of attractive women, many of them lesbians. 


So why was this one so special?


She started her vehicle and sat listening to a morning
talk show. Her coffee was now nowhere near strong enough. She needed a shot of
whisky and it was only 9:45 in the morning. What the hell was happening to her?


Chapter Seven

 

 

 




Dana ended her last customer service call of the
evening. She stripped off her headset and stood to stretch. It had been an
impossibly long day and an even longer week. She stuffed her belongings in her
purse and said good-bye to her cubicle mate, Brady. 


“You gone, girl?”


“You said it.”


“Don’t forget to say good-bye to James.”


She blew a kiss to his crush James Franco who adorned
his wall. “Later.” She headed for the stairs and noted that her legs felt stiff
from eight hours of sitting at a computer. Her eyes watered as well and she
rubbed them as she crossed the dark parking lot to her car. The thought of
going home made her stomach clench. Michael wasn’t speaking to her; he was just
slamming everything around in his passive-aggressive way. She had been avoiding
him at all costs by spending a lot of time at the library, doing homework for
school, and writing her stories. 


She smiled as she thought of her evolving secret
world. She had a major crush on her Realtor, Valerie, and she almost couldn’t
control herself around her. She flirted with her every chance she got. But she
couldn’t help herself, and strangely, Valerie didn’t seem to mind, even
responding to her physically. What it meant, she didn’t know. As far as she
knew Valerie was married with kids. In no way should she be interested in her.
And yet…there was something there, she was sure of it, which only fueled her
growing desire and spiked her growing confidence. She felt so comfortable with
her. Free to flirt and to express herself and be her true self. When Valerie
looked at her there was no judgment, only awe.


She powered on her phones as she drove home. Valerie
had texted. She had more places to show her, but she couldn’t meet her until
Monday morning. Dana felt the sting of disappointment. She’d wanted to see her
tomorrow. She’d been thinking about it all day. The last home she’d showed her
was nearly perfect, but Dana had downplayed it because she wanted to keep
seeing her.


Maybe she should just ask her to lunch instead of
dragging her all over Phoenix. But what would lunch mean? What would be her
reason for asking? She couldn’t very well tell her she had a secret crush. 


She braked at a red light and checked her texts.
Valkyrievixen wanted to talk. Tonight. Dana smiled and her heart fluttered.
They’d been discussing books, and Dana had been considering telling her about
one of her stories. Her gut told her she could trust her, but her insecurity
about her writing had been winning out. Could she handle sharing her innermost
thoughts with another? Or would she worry herself to death over what she might
think? 


She texted back to let her know she’d call soon and
then she sped home and allowed the wind to tousle her hair. It was amazing how
much freer she felt now that she was exploring herself and allowing things to
be as they were meant to be. She felt wild and excited, and the wind in her
hair encouraged her, as if it were playing along. She belted out her favorite
song as she pulled into the driveway. Michael was out front with the dogs
working on his motorcycle. He grimaced at her. She gave him the finger when he
looked away. 


“Ass,” she said as she climbed out. She greeted her
boys with all the affection in the world and walked inside. A fishing show was
on the television which let her know she once again had no chance of using the
flat screen. How he could sit and watch something so slow, she didn’t know, but
he did the same with hunting and golf. Hours upon hours. It was all he did in
his time off, unless he could talk a buddy into actually fishing with him. She
hoped he would. She needed a weekend without him. 


She opened the fridge and grabbed a can of Diet Coke
and a slice of cold pizza. She headed down the hallway as Michael entered. 


“You going to your cave again?” he said with sarcasm.


“Yep.” She turned as she walked and smiled at him. She
called the boys and they followed. “Have a nice night.”


He growled something at her and flopped down onto the
couch. She closed her door and set down her things to strip. It felt so good to
free herself of her bra and slip into her satin pajamas. She curled up on the
papasan where she turned on her Kindle to play her Amazon Prime songs and
dialed Valkyrievixen’s number.


She cracked open her soda as she listened to it ring. 


“Well, hello,” she said when she answered.


Dana grinned. “Hi.”


“Long time no talk.”


It had only been two days, but she was right, it felt
like a lifetime. 


“I know it seems like forever.”


“So, what have you been up to?”


Dana sighed and sipped her drink. She pulled her knees
up to her chest. “Work, mostly. How about you?”


“Same. That and reading.”


Dana gave the boys bits of her pizza. She chewed
softly and made sure her new friend couldn’t hear. Normally, she just wouldn’t
eat, but she’d skipped dinner at work to write and she was starved. And now
that she heard Valkyrievixen’s telltale husky voice, her stomach was alive with
butterflies and she wasn’t sure eating would help. Even so, she hurriedly
finished with what she wanted and tossed the last bit to Hannibal and decided
to confess, too excited not to.


“I’ve actually been doing something else. Something
you might find interesting.”


“Oh?”


“I’ve been writing my own stories.”


“Romance?”


“Yes.”


“That’s wonderful.”


“I can’t believe how much it excites me. How it makes
me feel.”


“I can only imagine.” She was quiet for a moment. “I
bet you write really well with your intelligence and depth.”


Dana flushed. How could she make her melt with just
words alone? “Thank you.”


Valkyrievixen laughed. 


“I really like your laugh,” Dana said, willing to
confess again. “It... does things to me.”


Silence.


“What does it do? Tell me.”


Dana heard what sounded like water. “Where are you
right now?”


“In the bath.”


Dana curled her toes as the image came. 


“Tell me,” she said softly. “Tell me what it does to
you. Please.”


Dana settled farther into the cushion, heart pounding.


“When you laugh…it makes me feel hot. Like you’re
touching me. Everywhere. All at once. Like you’re behind me and breathing into
my ear. Whispering, telling me what you want to do to me.” Her own voice fell
husky as she finished and her throat was tight with emotion. She thought of
Valkyrievixen standing behind her and wrapping an arm around her waist to tug
her close, so she could whisper words of desire in her ear.


Dana heard the movement of water again and a slight
sigh. 


“That was nice,” she said.


Dana swallowed. “Did it make you hot?”


“Oh, yes.”


“Are you…touching yourself?”


“Mm, I’m considering it.”


“Oh, my God,” Dana whispered. “I’m burning up over
here.”


Soft laughter. “I think my bath water is boiling.”


“Is this how it is? With women. So intense? We’ve only
spoken a few words and I’m so wound up I feel like I’ll explode in orgasm with
the slightest of movements.”


“Why don’t you?”


“Why don’t I what?”


“Come. I would love to hear you come.”


Dana laughed nervously. “I can’t.” Her heart was in
her throat now. They’d spoken about the love scenes in the books. About how
freeing it was to be able to voice what you wanted, how you wanted it and
where. It was also so freeing to be able to talk about your body using whatever
words you wanted. The conversation had left her throbbing, as she was now as
she heard Valkyrievixen hint at such talk. 


“Yes, you can. Just real quietly. Slip your hand into
your pants; find yourself. I bet you’re so hot and slick right now. Just like I
am.”


“Oh God,” Dana said as the words penetrated her mind
and her flesh. Her eyes nearly rolled back in her head. She’d never had a lover
say such things. “You’re driving me crazy.”


“Do it. Touch yourself. I want to feel you. Hear you.”


Her breath began to quicken. Dana licked her dry lips
and listened so hard the press of the phone hurt her ear. “Are you…touching
yourself right now?”


“Yes.”


“Are you thinking of me?”


“Yes.”


Dana checked the door even though it was locked.
Carefully, she slid her hand into her pajama pants, just inside her panties and
nearly groaned when she found herself as hot and slick as Valkyrievixen had
said. She made a noise as her fingers straddled her clit.


“Oh, yes. I hear you. Does it feel good?”


“Yes.”


“Come with me.”


Dana threw her head back and shook her clit from side
to side. She continued to make small noises as she stroked and jerked. 


“God, yes, come. Come now.”


Dana bit her lower lip and rocked into the orgasm, her
hand moving so hard and fast it began to ache. 


“Yes, milk it. Milk it out. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”
She came louder than Dana had, and it sent Dana over the crest again,
surprising her. Hot silk spilled from her and clung to her web-like as she
removed her hand.


“Oh, holy shit,” Dana said. “I can hardly breathe. And
my heart…”


“Mm, I know what you mean. I’m sinking down into the
tub and I’m unsure I’ll be able to crawl out. My God, you sound amazing.”


“So do you.” 


They both breathed into the phone as Dana tried to get
control of herself. She refocused and found the dogs standing at the edge of
the chair, staring at her. 


“Shh, boys, it’s okay,” she whispered.


“Sorry?”


“Nothing, sorry.”


“Do you have children?”


Dana was surprised at the question. “No. Just
animals.”


“Oh.”


“What about you? Kids?”


There was soft laughter. “If I did, could I refer to
them as animals as well?”


Dana smiled. “Sure.” She opened and closed her sore
hand. She was still in awe at the two earth-shattering orgasms. “So, what now?”


She could hear Valkyrievixen moving in the water. She
sighed before she answered.


“Honestly, I don’t know. All I can think about is
meeting you. For days now.”


Dana inhaled deeply. “Really?”


“Yes.”


“I have too. And right now, I really want to.”


Laughter. “So…let’s do it. We’ll call it an eyes-only
meeting. You see me, I see you. No talking, no meeting. That way if either of
us is uncomfortable, it’s no big deal. We just walk away.”


“Oh, right, as if it’s that easy.”


“Let’s hope it will be.”


“What if neither of us is uncomfortable? What then?”


“We wait. And then we call each other again. Let it
build a little.”


“My God. You’re into misogyny, aren’t you?”


Laughter. “No…I just like a little angst is all.”


“Maybe you should write.”


“Hey, that’s right. Your writing. I’m hoping you’ll
let me read something.”


Dana bit her lip softly. “What if I sent you something
tonight?”


“Seriously? I’d be thrilled.”


“Okay then. I will.”


“Don’t tease me. I might like it too much.”


Dana grinned. “I wouldn’t dream of it.” She cocked her
head. “Are we really meeting?”


“Sure. How about Sunday? At the Mariners game? I’ll
stand by the kettle corn in a white tee with a green shamrock on it. And I’ll
have on a Mariners visor.”


Dana leaned forward. “Oh, shit, I forgot Sunday is St.
Patrick’s Day.”


“Norwegian and Irish? Damn.”


“I know.” She closed her eyes in thought. “I’ll be
there. Two o’clock sharp. I’ll make sure.”


“You sure?”


“Yes. I’ll make it happen.”


“Okay, then. What will you be wearing?”


“White shorts, green tank, and white ball cap.”


“Okay.”


Michael knocked on the door and scared the shit out of
her. When she didn’t respond, he pounded. “I gotta go. I’ll send you an email.
Bye.”


She ended the call and rushed to the door. She yanked
it open, furious.


“What?”


“What are you always doing in there?” 


“None of your business. I leave you alone. So, you
need to leave me alone.”


“I need clean clothes.”


“Then put them in the dryer, Michael. It’s not hard.”


She slammed the door, locked it, and hurried to her
computer. She sent Valkyrievixen her best story so far. Then, as she heard
Michael cuss from the laundry room, she leaned back in her chair and smiled.


Chapter Eight

 

 

 




Valerie’s legs still felt weak from her erotic bath as
she walked down the hallway to check on the boys. She pulled her robe tight and
cracked the door to both their rooms. Erik was fast asleep with his rump in the
air, and Mik was passed out in his large beanbag chair. She crept inside and
took the empty can of Coke he’d obviously snuck and covered him with a blanket.
Then she went back to Erik and eased him on his side and covered him. His cheek
smelled like the cookies they’d baked earlier as she kissed his warm skin. She
left them in the darkness and returned to her bedroom. 


It was after midnight and Steve had yet to arrive
home. She decided to make a move and she wondered if he’d notice. She grabbed
her laptop and went into the guest room. After closing the door and switching
on the bedside lamp, she pulled back the covers and allowed her robe to fall to
the floor. She climbed into the cool, crisp sheets and lightly traced her bare
skin with her fingertips while she searched her email. When she found the
attached document, she opened it and smiled as she settled in. She read quickly
at first with her heart racing, and she found herself tense with awe and
anticipation. Ragnarok could actually write. Really write.


She sat up to squish an extra pillow in behind her
head and kept reading, this time slowly. The story was better than most she
read online. And knowing that the words and thoughts came from the woman she’d
just climaxed with over the phone, stirred her deeply. She found herself
holding her breath, hand to her chest. She found herself arrowing down quickly
in some areas, while in others, she slowed to a maddening pace, savoring. But
how slowly or quickly she read didn’t really matter because she had already
decided she’d go back later and let every single word marinate. It was like
being able to enjoy the finest, richest of chocolates only to discover that you
could experience the pleasure all over again with another piece. 


She exhaled a shaky breath as she came upon the love
scene. Without a second thought, she trailed her fingers over her hungry skin.
She skimmed them over her bunching nipples. Then ran them down to her center
where she teased the light strip of hair leading to her clit. She sank down
below the covers where she opened her legs and touched herself as she read. She
slid her fingers along her swollen clit and below to her opening where she
gathered warm silk to bring back to her clit. When she was as slick as she
could get, she stroked herself with eyes trained fast to the words on her
screen. And when the characters came, she came, arching her back up off the bed
as she rocked into her hand. Teeth into lip, she moaned as quietly as she could
with her eyes clenched. Her glorious hand felt out of her control and kept
moving long after it wanted to stop and she felt suspended in air as she came
and came again and again. When the last of it had left her, she spasmed and
fell flat from bone melting exhaustion. She fought for breath as she covered
herself with the sheet and closed the laptop. She killed the lamplight and
stared up at the endless dark ceiling. Somehow, somewhere, Ragnarok was looking
up from her bed into a similar abyss. Was she breathing heavy with spent
desire? Was she thinking of her? Was she stroking herself at that very moment? 


She closed her eyes and settled down farther. She was
too exhausted to reread the story. And she rested easy knowing it would be a
little treat for her in the morning. For that moment, though, she was content
with her thoughts and resting body. And with the word Ragnarok on her mind, she
fell fast asleep.


 


***


“Mommy, Mommy!” The high-pitched voice was loud and
the small body felt ginormous as it hopped onto her.


“No,” she mumbled. “Not yet. Saturday.”


“I knooow. So let’s have pancakes. I want pancakes!”
Erik’s knees bit into her ribs as he moved up and down in a pancake cheer.


“Ow. Knees. Off. Now.”


She turned away from him and hugged a pillow. He
climbed off her but did not leave the bed. Instead, he crawled over her and
lifted the covers. He giggled and whispered in her face. 


“Hello.”


She groaned and he giggled again.


“Mommy,” he whispered. “You snore.”


“I don’t care,” she said. She refused to open her
eyes. 


“But it’s loud. So loud I heard you in Montana.”


“Montana?”


“Yep.”


He was quiet for a moment and then she felt his tiny
fingers pinch her nose. She swatted him away and he laughed so hard it made him
cough. She groaned again and opened her eyes to attack him with tickles. His
coughing turned to loud cackles and his bare feet kicked the covers.


“Why did you wake me?” she asked in a deep voice.
“Why? Why?”


“Cuz you’re the pancake maker.”


“The pancake maker?”


“Yes!”


She pulled him close and kissed his temple. He smelled
like kid shampoo, all fruity and bright. God how she loved him.


“All right, all right. I’m getting up.”


“The great and mighty pancake maker!” he said, jumping
from the bed to salute her.


She slipped on her robe and saluted him back.


He scowled. “Gross, Mommy did you sleep naked?”


“Yes, I did. And it was wonderful!”


“Ewww.” He ran from the room and she chased him. He
stopped dead in front of the master bedroom where his cherub-like face fell in
sorrow. “Dad’s not here. He didn’t come home.”


She pressed her lips together. He’d obviously checked
the master bedroom before finding her in the guest room.


“I’m sure he was so busy working that he just fell
asleep at his office.” She forced a smile. “Come on, it’s pancake time.”


He glanced back at her and reached out for her hand.
“I’m glad you’re always here.”


“I’ll always be with you, sweetie.”


“’K.” He smiled. “Great and mighty pancake maker.”


She chased him downstairs and got busy making the
pancakes while he watched cartoons. As the rich smells of syrup and bacon
filled the house, Mik sauntered down and plopped at the table.


“Morning,” she said as she tousled his hair and poured
him some juice. 


He grunted and rested his head in his palm. His hair
was mussed and he’d slept in his clothes. She was amused to see that he was
missing a sock.


“You slept in your clothes again, Mantle,” she said.
He loved Mickey Mantle, and when he’d been four he’d insisted they call him so.



“I tried to stay awake for Dad. But as usual, I see
that he didn’t come home.”


She flipped a fourth pancake and brought two plates to
the table. Erik bounded in because he’d been watching closely. He stuck his
tongue out in concentration as he poured on the syrup.


“Daddy, never comes home,” Erik said.


She tapped his shoulder and let him know he’d had
enough syrup. She spread on the butter he’d forgotten as the door to the garage
opened and closed. None of them turned. 


“Hi,” Steve said as he entered with a big grin.


No one said a word. The boys ate in silence and she
busied herself making a few more pancakes. It had been one time too many, and
now none of them reacted to his long overdue presence. He seemed crestfallen as
he stood there in his wrinkled shirt and tie with his shoulders slouched and
his leather briefcase dangling.


“I see we are a grumpy bunch this morning.”


Forks scraped plates and she turned again to flip the
last pancake and switch off the stove. Then she joined the boys at the table.
Steve walked to sit with them.


She met his gaze with her own apathetic one. “I didn’t
make enough for you.”


He halted with a look of shock on his face that was
more than evident.


“Oh.”


“And we used the last of the batter.”


He blinked as if confused. 


When no one said anything, he turned and walked up the
stairs. The boys helped themselves to seconds. 


“Does Daddy know we’re mad?” Erik asked.


“Who cares?” Mik said. 


“Don’t worry about it, honey,” Valerie said. “Just
finish your breakfast.”


They continued in silence and she cleaned up right
afterward. Mik returned to his room and Erik lounged in front of the
television. She went upstairs to dress and retrieve her laptop. Steve was on
the bed, still dressed in his wrinkled business attire.


“I suppose you’re happy with yourself,” he said almost
in a hiss as he tugged off a black sock to expose a pale, hairy foot.


“How do you mean?”


She crossed to the bathroom to slip into her clothes.
She no longer wanted to be nude in front of him. 


“Turning the boys against me.”


She belted out a laugh. “You did that all on your own,
mister.”


“Sure,” he said.


“Hey, all I do is try to smooth things over for you.
And I don’t do it for you, I do it for them, so they don’t hurt. So don’t you
dare accuse me of anything.” She hurriedly brushed her teeth and ran water
through her hair, styling it quickly with mousse. Then she sprayed on her
favorite cologne and reentered the bedroom.


“Don’t think this is over,” he said. “I won’t forget
this.”


She shrugged. “Neither will they.”


Just before she walked through the doorway, she turned
and spoke again. “By the way, I’m moving into the guest room. I can’t stand the
smell of you, the sight of you, or the thought of you anymore.”


He straightened like a bolt of lightning had just shot
through him. “Excuse me?”


She placed her hands on her hips. She was so proud of
herself for saying what she’d been feeling for so long. “I’ll finish moving my
things today.”


“Fine, whatever.”


“And the next time you aren’t home by midnight, I’m
locking you out with the inside deadbolt.”


“Don’t you dare,” he said as he glared at her.


“Watch me.”


He gave her a sinister smile. “Then maybe I just won’t
come home at all anymore.”


She scoffed. “Is that supposed to upset me?” She
laughed. “Oh, please, Steve, don’t threaten me with your absence. God knows I
can’t go on without you.” She laughed with sarcasm and narrowed her eyes. “Save
it for someone who cares.” She slammed the door behind her and grabbed her
laptop off the guest bed and hurried back down the stairs. 


“Is Daddy mad?” Erik asked with a milk mustache.


“Who cares?” She settled in next to him on the couch.


“I don’t,” he said and snuggled with his blanket. “I
just wanna watch cartoons.”


“And I just want to read.”


She opened her laptop and began rereading the story.
Soon, her breathing slowed, along with her heart rate. Soon, she was relaxed
and warm inside. Soon, she was once again lost in a world she had only ever
dreamed of. She read and reread until her heart was so full she thought it
would burst. And when she finally finished, she retrieved her phone from her
pocket and sent a text.


Valkyrievixen : Story was magnificent. Read it
again and again. You are a soulful, brilliant writer. The best I’ve read in a
long time. Can’t wait to see you. Can’t wait to tell you face to face.


She smiled as she stared at the screen. Soon, a reply
came.


Ragnarok: OMG. What a message to wake up to. I was
awake all night, nervous about what you would think. 


Valkyrievixen : I was awake all night too. Reading.
And…


Ragnarok: And? 


Valkyrievixen : Use your imagination.


Ragnarok: Oh, don’t worry, I am.


Valkyrievixen : LOL. You’re bad.


Ragnarok: You have no idea.


 Valkyrievixen: I can’t wait to see you tomorrow.


Ragnarok: I can’t wait either. 


 Valkyrievixen: Whatever shall we do in the
meantime?


Ragnarok: How about another story?


 Valkyrievixen: You’re kidding? You have another one?


Ragnarok: I have two chapters so far. This one is
more…personal. About two strangers that meet online…


 Valkyrievixen: I would love to read it, as long as
you’re comfortable.


Ragnarok: I’ll send it now. 


 Valkyrievixen: Okay.


Ragnarok: I have to work today so I won’t be able
to talk. I will see you tomorrow.


 Valkyrievixen: Yes, you will.


Ragnarok: Bye, Happy reading.


 Valkyrievixen: Good-bye.


She snuggled up with Erik and thought about what it
would be like the next day when she saw her for the first time. What would
happen? Would they recognize each other? Would she be tall? Short hair or long?
Would her face match her voice? They both spoke so softly and smoothly and
deeply while on the phone. She wondered what she sounded like in reality.
Wondered what she smelled like. With those thoughts in mind, her chest
fluttered with excitement and she smiled and wished the day was already here.


Chapter Nine

 

 

 




St. Patrick’s Day at the spring training fields in
Peoria was bright, shiny, and hopping. The Mariners were playing the Brewers
under a pale blue sky and a warm to hot sun, depending on whether you stopped
to let it soak in for more than five minutes at a time. Dana sat in the grass
just beyond outfield and rubbed in her SPF 50 sun block. Though she was a redhead,
she was lucky in that she could tan a little, but she had to be careful not to
get too much sun at once. She removed her sunglasses and smoothed some onto her
face. She was careful to get her nose and beneath her eyes. When she finished,
she screwed on the cap and returned it to her small bag and hugged her knees. 


People mulled around and crossed back and forth.
Handfuls would stop at the bullpen and lean down to get autographs. Kids would
then run away with their baseball card held high in the air as they shouted to
whomever they came with. 


“I got it, I got it!”


She smiled at their excitement and wished she could
get that excited over an autograph. But no, there was only one person she could
get that excited about today. She eyed her watch and swallowed against a
burning throat. A quick glance to Michael showed her he was lost in the game
with three beers in him. She’d tried to come without him, but he had the
tickets and never missed a Mariner’s game when they were in town for spring
training. He spit out a collection of seed shells and sipped his beer. He was
already golden brown, the California surfer boy that he was. Soon he would
remove his shirt and the women and teenage girls would start staring. She
fought rolling her eyes. If they only knew that he did absolutely nothing but
eat and sleep and trounce through his part-time job in a zombie-like state. He
just seemed to have lost all ambition. Like he had just given up. She couldn’t
take it anymore.


“I’m going for some kettle corn,” she said as she
stood to brush the grass from her shorts. She tugged on her white ball cap and
slung her bag across her body to walk away. She heard him call to her at the
last second.


“Bring me a beer!”


She didn’t bother to turn. Her nerves were jumping
like kernels on a hot surface. She had to remind herself to breathe. As she
drew closer, she began to scan for her and look for her outfit. She couldn’t
help herself. But she saw no one that caught her eye. By the time she reached
the kettle corn stand, her heart was pounding in her ears and her senses were
on overdrive. She could smell the warm grass, the kettle corn, the beer, the
sizzling hotdogs spinning in place at the stand next to her. 


“Help you?” A woman wiped sweat from her brow and
squinted at her, the sun bright.


She almost forgot how to speak. “Ye-yes. A small bag
please.”


“Drink?”


She couldn’t help but wonder if Valkyrievixen had
approached from behind and was watching her. Her body broke out in goose flesh
despite the heat. 


“Medium diet, please.”


The woman turned to retrieve her items. Dana wanted to
turn so badly it hurt. But she was too afraid. What would she see? Was she
there? What did she think? Was she impressed? Attracted? Disappointed?


She dug in her pocket for money and the bills spilled
to the ground. She knelt to pick them up but felt a hand cover hers as she
grabbed the money. She stared at the hand. Couldn’t bear to look at the face.


The snack woman called out her total, and Dana stood
hurriedly and searched desperately for the correct bills. A deep, smooth voice
spoke and handed over the missing five.


“I think you need this one,” she said.


Dana took the bill and handed it to the snack woman.
“Thanks,” she said. She was still unable to look.


She heard soft laughter. 


She turned then, recognizing the laugh, and her body
reacted to it whether she wanted it to or not. She blinked in disbelief. And
laughed with relief.


“Valerie?”


“Hi.” Valerie smiled and ordered two bags of kettle
corn with a simple two-fingered peace sign. 


“I’m sorry, I thought—you were a—” She shook her head.
“Someone else.”


“And I thought you were throwing away money.” Her
well-manicured eyebrows rose as she paid and took her two bags to walk with
Dana to the shady side of the stand.


Dana sipped her drink and looked around. She was still
nervous and she felt like hot eyes were gazing her over, somewhere. When she
looked back to Valerie she was surprised to find her staring directly at her.
Normally, she avoided her gaze as if she were bashful or afraid of what she
might see or feel.


“What?” she said. The way Valerie was looking at
her…it was daring and mesmerizing. As if Dana would float to her and collapse
into her arms, unable to control herself. As if Valerie were pulling her in
without saying a word. 


“You’re waiting for someone?”


Dana snapped back to reality and remembered why she
was there. How could she be on fire for two different women? 


“Not really.” She couldn’t tell her. The whole thing
was crazy. But what if Valkyrievixen walked up while Valerie was there? She
inhaled deeply, not liking the idea of having a heart attack from sheer desire
overload.


“You sure?”


Dana removed her sunglasses and wiped sweat from
beneath her eyes. She tried to act casual and she had to glance away from
Valerie, whose eyes were still penetrating and searching, burning her alive.


But just before she could think of a response, two
little boys ran up and pounced on Valerie and began shrieking for the kettle
corn.


“Okay, okay. But this is the last thing before dinner.
Got it?”


They nodded and took the corn and bolted back to where
they came from.


Dana slid her glasses back on her face and smiled as
she noticed Valerie’s embarrassment. She was gripping her forehead, seemingly
recovering from a surprising blow.


“They’re cute.”


“Thanks.” Valerie could no longer seem to look at her.
“They were supposed to wait for me back at the seats.”


Dana laughed. She was trying to make her feel at ease.
And then, on a cool breeze, Valerie turned to watch her kids run, and Dana
caught sight of what she was wearing. It was very different from what she
usually wore. Much sportier. Much more athletic. Much more… she blinked in
disbelief. Her outfit matched up to what Valkyrievixen said she’d be wearing.
White tank and green shamrock. 


No. It couldn’t be. Impossible. Absolutely impossible.


Dana shivered as desire washed over her despite her
disbelief.


She hurriedly looked around. She was desperate to find
another woman in similar attire. She glanced at her watch. Valkyrievixen
should’ve arrived ten minutes ago, exactly when Valerie had. She searched again
and scanned the throng of people, laughing, walking, eating, drinking. But
there was no one. No one dressed like Valkyrievixen. There was only Valerie who
removed her visor to wipe sweat from her brow.


Dana took a step back and squeezed her cup so hard it
smashed and leaked, which left her covered in soda. 


“Shit!” The pop was cold and it shocked her. 


Valerie stepped up to her and took the cup and began
patting her shorts with brown napkins.


“I’ll get more,” she said as if she were ready to move
away.


But Dana stopped her by gently grabbing her wrist.


“I know who you are,” Dana whispered.


Valerie’s upper lip twitched as she opened her
beautiful mouth to speak.


But just then, Michael’s voice careened into them like
a freight train grinding against the tracks, loud and cringing.


“Did you get my beer?” He stopped beside them and Dana
wanted to die.


“Uh, no, not yet.” She gave him a hard look. A get
lost look. She spoke through clenched teeth. But he only shrugged.


“What?”


“Can’t you get it yourself?”


He shook his head as he scowled. “Forget it, I’ll get
it myself.” He sauntered away in search of a beer stand.


Dana burned with embarrassment. And at the moment, she
hated him. 


“Husband?” Valerie said as if she were apologetic.


“Unfortunately.”


She wanted to run, she wanted to scream, she wanted to
cry. She turned away and wished she could disappear.


“Hey,” Valerie whispered while placing a hand on her
shoulder. “It’s okay.”


“It’s far from okay. I want out. I want to get away
from him. I want it so badly.”


“I know. Believe me, I know.”


Dana nodded and got control of her emotions. She
turned into her. “I’m sorry. He just—gets to me.”


Valerie wrapped her hand around Dana’s index finger.
She leaned in and spoke low and deep. “You’re the one who gets to me,
Ragnarok.”


Dana shivered again and Valerie felt it. She squeezed
her finger and held it firmly. It was the slightest bit of contact, but it was
oh-so-powerful. 


“Val, Val!” Valerie tensed and released her finger to
turn. A man stood a few feet away with the smaller of the two boys in his arms.
The man was grimacing while the boy next to him pleaded about staying. “We need
to go. Erik is sleepy.”


The boy standing spoke. “Come on, Dad. We just got
here. Mom, do we have to go?”


Valerie rushed toward them and removed the boy from
his arms. 


“Go ahead and go. The boys and I will stay.”


The man threw up his hands as if he was about to
argue. But Valerie quickly moved away from him, not giving him the chance.
“Fine,” he said and walked away.


Valerie looked at Dana. She mouthed, “I’m sorry.”


Dana waved to let her know it was okay. She looked
like Dana assumed she did. Embarrassed, ashamed, beaten. It was heart wrenching
to see her experiencing the same feelings. 


Michael returned with his beer. “Come on, we’re
missing the game.”


She hesitated. She wanted to stay with Valerie, but
she was scared to ruin her secret friendship.


Valerie waved back and Dana sighed and followed
Michael back to the outfield. When they returned to their lawn seats, she
pulled out her phone and texted Valerie.


Ragnarok: We weren’t supposed to talk.


After five minutes, a response. 


Valkyrievixen: You weren’t supposed to be someone I
knew. And I…couldn’t resist.


Ragnarok: I’m so sorry about my husband.


Valkyrievixen: I’m sorry, too. <sigh> Things
definitely didn’t go as planned.


Dana’s chest felt heavy, like she couldn’t breathe. 


Ragnarok: So, what now?


Valkyrievixen: I’m not sure. Things are obviously
crazy for both of us.


Ragnarok: Yes. But not for long. At least with me.


Valkyrievixen: It will take longer than you think.
But I will help you.


Ragnarok: So, we’re still on for tomorrow?


Valkyrievixen: Oh, absolutely.


Ragnarok: Thank you.


Valkyrievixen: Thank you, Ragnarok. You have
brightened my world. See you in the a.m.


Dana signed off and leaned back in her chair. She took
in the sun and ignored the game. All she could think of was continuing with her
story. Where it was leading, she didn’t know. Where it would end up…she hoped
with Valkyrievixen.


Chapter Ten

 

 

 




The morning was overcast and almost dingy looking,
like God forgot to wipe the film off the window glass. Valerie drove to the
first house showing in a daze. She was gliding like a drone set on autopilot.
She’d only slept off and on for three hours and her mind felt foggy, but her
body was live wired with excitement. Her heart was hopping and her veins
thrumming with thoughts of Dana.


She pulled into the driveway of the small but quaint
house fifteen minutes early. She wanted to get settled and take several deep
breaths before she saw Dana. She couldn’t explain it, but she felt like she
needed to be prepared somehow. As if that would help calm her insides. She
hurried up the front path, set down her stuff, retrieved the key, and unlocked
the two doors. Then she gathered her things and hurried inside to set up on the
kitchen counter. 


The front room was surprisingly spacious with a
fireplace nestled in the back wall. The hardwood floors glowed in the morning
light as she opened the stylish drapes. She smiled with her hands on her hips.
Dana would like this one. The ceilings were high and the room felt bright and
airy. The kitchen was gorgeous with new countertops and appliances. And there
was a large bedroom tucked down the hall along with two smaller ones and two
baths. 


Yes, Dana would love it. 


She rubbed her hands together as if they were cold and
then smoothed down her light blue sleeveless blouse and tight fitting navy
skirt. Her shoes were new and expensive and had yet to be broken in. She wanted
more than anything to kick them off, but she wanted to look especially good for
Dana. She’d even spent extra time on her makeup and she’d changed her jewelry
five times, finally settling on a long string of pearls and matching earrings.
Elegant yet simple. And she’d also done something extra special…a little secret
that may or may not be shared. But still, just knowing about it was exciting
her to no end. She could feel her secret as she moved, and the tickle of it was
making her wet with anticipation.


A rush of heat came over her as she heard a car pull
in. A door closed and she counted the footsteps. Seventeen. Silence. Her heart
stopped. And then, a voice.


“Knock, knock.”


Her heart fluttered and then pounded so hard she got a
head rush. “Come in,” she said as she fingered her throat.


The security door squeaked, and Dana stepped through
with a shy smile. She turned slightly and locked the deadbolt, then pushed the
main door closed as well. Valerie noticed but her mind brushed by it because
she was too focused on the way she looked. Her thick hair was up in a loose bun
and she had on khaki slacks with a patterned vest. Her boots were brown, shiny,
and thick heeled. Valerie cleared her throat and tried to look away from the
muscled arms, the strong but wonderfully feminine hands. She’d even painted her
fingernails a dark maroon to go with the pattern of her vest.


They didn’t speak. Just stared. Both of them were
obviously taking the other one in while trying to avoid long eye contact.
Valerie could feel the electricity trying to spark in the heavy static between
them.


Finally, Valerie spoke. “So, what do you think? This
room open enough for you?”


Dana glanced around for the first time. “Yes, it’s
really nice. Very bright, roomy. I feel like I can breathe.”


“Good, I’m glad you think so. The kitchen—” she turned
to show her, but Dana stopped her.


“I’m sure it’s great.”


Valerie glanced back at her, confused.


“I’m more interested in the master bedroom.”


“You don’t want to see the kitchen?” Her voice was
breathy and it nearly gave way with the way Dana was looking at her.


“Not right now.”


“Okay.”


Valerie cleared her throat and walked toward the
hallway in her new heels. Dana was staring at her; she could feel it. At last
she heard her follow as she led the way down the dim hallway. She stepped into
the master where the thick beige carpet silenced her footfalls. She went to the
blinds and opened them slightly for soft sunlight. When she turned, Dana was
just inside the door with her hands in her pockets. 


“You look especially nice today,” she said.


“So do you.”


Dana moved closer.


Valerie motioned with her hands. “What do you think of
the bedroom? It’s quite large for a house this small. And the bath—”


“I like the fireplace.” Dana crossed to the opposite
wall and turned on the flames with a switch. She stared longingly at the
dancing yellows, oranges, and blues. When she spoke again, she didn’t turn.


“Why don’t you come closer? It’s warm over here.”


Valerie could feel the pulse in her neck and hear the
hiss of the fireplace. It was madness. Madness to go to her. To do this. She
knew it and yet she couldn’t stop herself. She walked slowly, deliberately. Her
breath hitched as Dana tugged on her own hair and it spilled down over her
shoulders in shiny red waves. She turned then and watched Valerie come to her
while eating her alive with her eyes. 


“You’re not nervous?” Valerie stopped and stood a foot
from her. She could feel the press of the heat coming from the fire, as if it
were coming off Dana herself with flames for hair and sparks in her eyes. 


“Yes. But the moment I saw you, my desire for you won
out.” She reached out and took Valerie’s hand and tugged her forward. “I saw
the heels, the dark hose, the short skirt, the sleeveless blouse, and your
face, so tanned and perfectly angled, so sharp here and there.” She traced a
finger along her jawline and cheekbone. “So dangerous but so goddamned
gorgeous, I can’t help but wonder if you will cut me when I…” She leaned in and
angled her head to delicately kiss Valerie where she’d just touched. Valerie
made a soft noise. Her body was so tense with the touch she was nearly on her
tiptoes. 


Dana kissed, oh so gently, like a butterfly coming too
close, lightly grazing the skin. She moaned as she moved up Valerie’s jawline.
“So soft. So delicate. Yet cutting me to the core. Tell me, Valerie, are you as
wet as I am?”


Dana’s breath was hot in her ear, which caused her
skin to erupt in gooseflesh. She felt dizzy, and a low groan came from her as
she leaned into Dana and grabbed her by the hips. She pulled her hard and they
collided with their mouths slightly open, where they sought, lips lightly
touching, tentative. 


“Why don’t you touch me and find out?” She snuck out
her tongue and licked Dana’s open mouth. Dana inhaled and did the same as her
hand lowered to run up Valerie’s thigh. When she traveled beyond the nylons and
felt the bare flesh and garter, she froze and Valerie saw her pupils widen with
hunger.


“Jesus Christ.” She traced her fingers up and down the
awakening flesh of her thigh. “That was a nice surprise.” Her face reddened in
splotches along her cheekbones. She was either highly excited or nervous.


Valerie shook from the dance of her fingers. “Go
ahead,” she whispered. “I want you to.”


Dana stared into her like she had a million things to
say, but none of it would seem to come. “Are you sure?” she asked. Her eyes
were now trained on Valerie’s lips.


Valerie fought for air even though she knew she was
getting plenty. She nodded. “Please.”


Dana leaned in and teased her with her mouth as she
teased her with her hand. And then, as she found her panty-less, she plunged
her tongue into Valerie, taking her all at once. Valerie clung to her and held
her as tightly as she could. She rocked her hips as Dana explored and made deep
noises of approval.


They came apart for air. Both were breathless. 


“No panties,” Dana said.


“Surprise.” Valerie reached down and grabbed her ass. 


“Are you trying to kill me?”


“Am I? Am I killing you?”


“God, yes. And I fucking love it.” She kissed her. Bit
her lower lip. And this time she eased her fingers farther into her center.
“You’re so soft and slick. I can’t believe how good you feel.” She worked her
fingers around her clit and then teased her by sliding her fingers over it in a
few quick motions. Valerie’s knees quivered and she tangled her hands in Dana’s
hair and kissed her like she was starving. Her mouth felt as glorious as her
hand as it played her off and on, somehow knowing just when to really give it
to her. 


“I want you,” Dana breathed. “Is anyone else coming to
this house anytime soon?”


Valerie lightly traced her lips along Dana’s face
because she wanted to taste the red splotches of desire spreading along the
apples of her cheeks. “I have no idea.”


“I don’t want to stop,” Dana said. “I have no idea
what I’m doing, but I know I don’t want to stop doing it.”


Valerie laughed. “Could’ve fooled me. I’ve never been
this wet. I can feel it on my thigh.”


Dana groaned and teased her opening with quick
circles.


“Hotel?” Dana said.


“Can you hold off that long? Because I can’t. I’m
about ready to come all over your hand.”


“Ah, Jesus. You always know just what to say.” Dana
looked around hurriedly. “Ah, fuck it.” She gently removed her hand and took Valerie’s
hand to lead her into the bathroom. She closed the door and locked it. Then she
quickly stripped out of her vest to show a bright teal bra holding voluptuous
looking breasts. She came at Valerie like a vampire who smelled fresh blood.
She lifted her onto the counter and kissed her like a wild woman. She
unbuttoned Valerie’s blouse as Valerie unclasped her bra, which caused Dana’s
pale breasts to spill out. Dana tore away from the kiss with her eyes aflame
and lifted Valerie’s bra above her breasts. 


“Touch them,” Valerie said. “While I touch yours.”


Valerie showed her by grazing the backs of her fingers
over Dana’s bunching nipples, which caused her to shudder. “Like that,” she
said. “Do you like it?”


Dana made a soft noise and then did the same to Valerie,
seemingly getting lost in her face as she arched her back in pleasure.


“I love it,” Valerie said as she closed her eyes.
“God, it feels so good. Going straight to my clit. Going straight to where you
touched me. Where you made me so wet.”


Dana panted into her and she went up to her tiptoes
when Valerie squeezed her nipples between two fingers. 


“Ah, fuck, Valerie, I need to get off.”


Valerie laughed and stared into her face. It looked so
beautiful as it caved in ecstasy. “You want me to get you off? Make you come?”


“Yes. While I touch you. I want to come with you.”


She shoved upward on Valerie’s skirt and brought it up
to her hips which showed off her garter, bare flesh, and wet, pink center. 


Valerie could feel the cold of the counter and she had
to hold off thrusting against it. She wanted to come so badly. “Come here,” she
whispered. She hurriedly unbuttoned Dana’s khakis and let them fall to the
floor. Her panties matched her bra, a bright teal in color. She tugged on her
and felt her bare ass and squeezed. “Christ, you’re like solid muscle.” She
leaned down to tease her mouth with her tongue as her hand moved around her hip
to slide down the front of her panties. “Mm, fuck, yes. So wet.”


Dana grabbed her wrist as her knees buckled. Her hips
jerked and she clenched her eyes as noises escaped her. 


Valerie teased and played with her hot flesh, causing
her to move and moan. When she framed her clit and massaged in circles, Dana
lost all control and cried out. 


Valerie kept going. “Touch me, Dana. Touch me, hurry.”
She was gyrating before her hand reached her, and when it did she threw her
head back. “Oh, God yes. God yes. Just like that. Like that.”


Dana fed her flesh with strong fingers while she
filled her clit to the brim before milking it dry. She did this while thrusting
into Valerie’s hand.


“I want to come,” Dana said as she reached up to cup
the back of Valerie’s head. She kissed her deeply, vehemently, so wild and
fierce Valerie could sense the slight metallic taste of blood. It only fueled
her more, and she kissed her back. She wanted to devour her. She came then,
while in Dana’s mouth. She screamed into her and pulsed, eventually tearing
away as Dana exploded in her hand and her body convulsed in waves, with her
neck strained, but her cry silent. Valerie watched in awe as she continued to
ride Dana’s hand against the counter while she was still pulsing and riding it
through like a shooting star about to burn out.


“Ah, holy fuck,” she let out as the last of it came,
and Dana stilled and collapsed into her. 


Dana moaned softly and breathed hard against her
chest. They were both moist with sweat. 


Valerie laughed. She felt so damn good. So light she
could fly away. Dana joined her and kissed her way up to her neck. 


“You enjoyed that as much as I did?” she asked.


“Oh, hell yes.”


Dana bit into her just behind her ear. “Mm, I don’t
want to stop.”


“No?” Valerie carefully removed her hand to run her
nails up and down Dana’s muscular back.


Dana shook and also removed her hand. She brought it
up to her mouth and licked her fingers while looking into Valerie.


Valerie groaned. “Christ.”


A chime sounded in the distance and Valerie stilled.
Dana looked toward the door and they heard it again.


“Oh shit, I think it’s the doorbell.” Valerie hopped
down from the counter and she and Dana dressed as quickly as they could.
Valerie buttoned up her shirt and straightened it along with her skirt. She
reached down and wiped away her arousal which was now halfway down her thighs.
Dana put her vest on inside out.


“Dana, your vest.”


But then knocking came. Dana looked at her in a panic.
“Go.”


Valerie rushed from the bathroom to the front door.
She unlocked it and looked through the security door at a man and a young
couple. 


“Hi, are you the owner?” the man asked.


“Oh, no, I’m a Realtor.” She forced a smile.


He looked taken aback. “Oh, well, I—we came to see the
house.”


“Of course, of course.”


She opened the security door and ushered them in. “We
were just finishing up.”


She hurried to the kitchen counter and grabbed the
house key and handed it to the Realtor who was looking at her strangely. 


She struggled to explain the locked door. “There was a
man—he was acting odd—we, uh, locked the door.”


Dana emerged from the hallway and Valerie felt her
eyes widen at her inside out vest and wrinkled khakis. 


“All finished?” she asked her as she grabbed her
things and walked with her to the door. Dana nodded and waved a little at the
couple.


“Yeah, great house. Really nice.”


“Good, great. Let’s let them get to it, then.” She
followed Dana out and closed the door behind them. They hurried to their
vehicles where Dana bent and struggled for air.


“My bra,” she said. “I couldn’t find it. You threw it
behind the tub.”


Valerie tossed her folders in her SUV and palmed her
forehead. “Oh shit, that was almost really bad.”


“I think I’m going to be sick,” Dana said. “My heart’s
beating so fast.”


“Your vest is on inside out,” Valerie said.


Dana straightened and looked down. “Oh, fuck.” She
looked up. “Think they noticed? I just slipped it on. I was in such a panic and
I hadn’t unbuttoned it to take it off. Fuck.”


Valerie walked to her. Thankfully, they couldn’t be
seen from the house where they stood. “I don’t know, but I’m sure they noticed
these.” She ran the back of her finger over the thin, silken fabric, causing
her nipple to pucker. Dana grabbed her hand.


“Stop,” she laughed softly.


“Where is your bra, Dana?”


Dana pulled it out of the back of her pants. 


Valerie laughed.


Dana reddened again. “It’s not funny.”


Valerie couldn’t stop. “Oh God, yes, it is.” She
hugged her as she shook with laughter.


Dana caved and laughed with her. “We better go before
they come back out.”


“Oh God, I bet we smell like sex.”


“I don’t know about us, but you’re all over that
bathroom counter.”


They both burst into laughter before the panic
overcame Valerie. “You’re right, we better go.”


“Where to?”


“The next house?”


Dana shook her head. “I want this one.”


“You sure?”


“Oh, yeah. We already christened it.”


Valerie smiled. “Okay then. We’ll make an offer. I’ll
call you later.” She plucked the teal bra from Dana’s fingertip and folded it
up as she walked to her car.


“Wait, what are you doing?”


“Souvenir,” she called back with a grin. “See ya, Ragnarok.”


Dana shook her head with laughter.


Valerie climbed into her vehicle, put the bra in her
bag, and started the engine. She had no idea what the people inside thought. If
they only knew. Her world had just been seriously shaken up. And she’d loved every
single second of it.


Chapter Eleven

 

 

 




Dana paced the floor of her living room as she waited
for Valerie to call. It had been two days since she’d seen her, since she’d
touched her or tasted her. She was aching and trembling for her like an addict yearning
for a drug. They’d made an offer on the house the day before and they were
waiting to hear. But Dana was more worked up over seeing Valerie than she was
the house.


“What are you doing?” Michael asked as he came in from
the hallway. His long hair was mussed from sleep, and he scratched his ass as
he headed for the fridge. His Nike shorts hung from him, low on his waist. He’d
tanned considerably at the Mariners game, and there had been a time when she’d
found him sexy in a beach boy kind of way. But he had been confident then, not
cocky. And he’d laughed with her and done things with her. They used to be
inseparable. Now all he ever said was what he wanted or what he needed her to
do for him. He was like a self-centered monster in a surfer boy body.


She clenched her fists. She wanted to tell him she was
moving out so badly. But her attorney had warned her against it. He wanted her
to wait until the house deal was final. He wanted Dana to be safe and secure in
her new home when he found out. He’d seen some really bad stuff go down when
controlling husbands realized their wives had left them. 


The phone rang in her back pocket and she hurried
outside to walk down the sidewalk. 


“Hello?”


“Hi,” Valerie said.


Dana sighed with relief. “Hi.”


“I’ve got good news. The house is yours.”


Dana stopped and knelt. Her heart had dropped to her
feet. Tears stung her eyes. “Seriously?”


“Yes. It’s all yours. All you need to do is have your
grandmother sign.”


Dana smiled and straightened. She held her head and
looked up and around, thanking the universe. “I can’t believe it.”


“Believe it. It’s happening. Can you come sign anytime
soon?”


Dana exhaled long and slow. “Yeah. We can be there in
an hour.”


“Great.”


“Valerie?”


“Yes?”


“Can I see you…afterward?”


“I—I’ll see what I can do.” She spoke softly. “I can’t
be gone long. I have so much to do. But I’m dying to see you.”


Dana closed her eyes. “Me too. I’m going insane.”


Valerie breathed heavily. “I keep inhaling your bra,”
she whispered. “It smells like your perfume.”


Dana laughed and felt a rush between her legs. “I need
something of yours,’ she said. “To hold me over.”


“I think that can be arranged.”


“Can it?”


“Yes, see you soon.”


“See you.” She ended the call and turned. Michael was
in the grass and staring her down. He wore his classic scowl. 


“Who was that?”


Dana tucked her phone in her back pocket and walked
toward him. “A friend.”


“A friend? Why did you need to come out here to talk
to her?”


She sighed. “What does it matter, Michael? You don’t
give a shit anyway. So don’t suddenly pretend to.”


He grabbed her arm. She winced and tugged it away.
“Don’t fucking touch me.”


“I’ll do whatever I want.”


“There’s a big fucking surprise.” She entered the
house and went to change. He followed and slammed the door. 


“I want to know what you were talking about.”


She turned as anger overcame her. “Why? I don’t ask
you what you and your friends talk about. Why should I tell you anything?
You’ve lost that privilege, Michael. You lost it when you stopped caring. You
can’t ignore me for months and suddenly want back in my life to control me. It
doesn’t work like that.”


His eyes grew large and she could tell he was
struggling for words. She didn’t feel like waiting for him to come up with
anything. She went in her room and closed and locked the door. He pounded on
it. 


She changed while trying to remain calm. Michael had
never hit her, but he did like to restrain her. She hated it. It terrified her,
and he seemed to know but didn’t care. 


She opened the window and crawled out without
bothering to close it. Thankfully, she’d already packed up most of her clothes,
which she’d always kept in the spare room closet. The boxes were at her
grandmother’s. She’d also packed up anything she cared about, per her lawyer’s
advice. He’d told her to do that right away and to keep it someplace safe. Now
she was glad she had. She had a feeling Michael wasn’t going to let this go.


She hurried to her car and slid inside. She took off
before he realized she was gone. She called her grandmother and asked her to
meet her at the mortgage office. She sounded happy for her and said she was on
her way.


Dana was lucky she had her. She’d always supported her
no matter what came up in her life. She was her biggest cheerleader and she’d
agreed to do this as long as Dana made dinner for her twice a week and she
could come over and eat and watch Lifetime movies. Dana had readily agreed. She
loved spending time with her. This would ensure she would get to see her more.
Not to mention that the house was closer to her grandmother’s by fifteen
minutes.


She pulled into the mortgage office and parked her
Camry. Her grandmother had yet to arrive in her old Buick, so she headed inside
to see Valerie. She was greeted by a few people and led to a conference room.
Valerie was seated and stood to kiss her lightly on the cheek.


She smelled so good, Dana thought she might salivate
right there on the long table.


“Dorothy on her way?” she asked, as she placed some
papers in front of her to look through. She leaned against her from behind and
turned pages for her while explaining things. Dana could feel the heat of her
body, the press of her breast, the warmth of her breath.


“And this is the last page,” she said, pointing with
an elegant finger. Dana recalled what those very fingers had done to her not so
long ago.


“You’re driving me crazy,” Dana whispered. “Leaning
into me like this.”


“I know,” she purred directly into her ear. “I want
you nice and wet.”


Dana gripped the table. So tight her fingers burned.


“You’ve succeeded.”


“Have I?”


“Oh, yes.”


“I can’t wait to find out.”


The pen shook in Dana’s hand. She took a shaky breath
as a woman she knew only as Beth entered with her grandmother Dorothy following
behind.


Valerie took the papers and welcomed her grandmother
with another cheek kiss. She led her to a chair and went through the papers
with her again. Beth came back and explained how much she loved Valerie, who
often did her job for her. 


Dana said she could see why.


Her grandmother glanced up and eyed Dana. “You sure
this is what you want?” Her deep eyes penetrated Dana and searched for an
answer. Dana nodded. “Yes, Grandma, it is.”


“Okay, then. You now have a new home.” She initialed
and signed in all the appropriate places. Beth congratulated them both, along
with Valerie who looked thrilled. Her grandmother rose and Dana enveloped her
in a long hug. 


“Thank you so much. You don’t know what this means.”


Her grandmother pulled back and touched her face. “I
know more than you think.” She tapped her forehead. “Don’t be late on those
payments. You’ll ruin my good name.”


“I promise, I won’t.”


Her grandmother hugged her again and shook Valerie’s
hand with both of her own. Then she excused herself and mentioned something
about a good movie coming on that she didn’t want to miss. Beth walked her out.


Valerie crossed her arms and smiled devilishly.


“Congratulations.”


Dana returned it and looked out the door to make sure
no one could hear her. “Why are you so far away?” 


She laughed. “I can’t very well sit on your lap.”


“Damn.”


 Dana had just purchased a new home for a whole new
life and all she could think about was Valerie. 


“That image just got to me in a very naughty way,”
Dana said. “If you were on my lap I could nibble your shoulder and touch you
from behind…”


Someone walked past and Dana turned, nervous.


When Dana turned back, Valerie’s eyes had narrowed in
a dangerous way. “So how about lunch, Dana? To celebrate?”


The mortgage woman breezed back in. 


“This is your copy.” She handed Dana a thick folder
with the name of the mortgage company on it. She shook Dana’s hand. She
congratulated her and nodded a good-bye to Valerie.


Dana watched her go, then looked back to Valerie and
those hungry eyes. “Lunch sounds fine.”


Valerie slung her purse over her shoulder. “I’ll
drive.”


They exited the building into the bright afternoon
sun. Valerie walked like a model in her designer heels. Dana noted the dark
hose once again and wondered what it led up to. 


“I have an hour,” Valerie said as she unlocked the
doors with the remote. “Then I have to get my kids.”


Dana climbed into the nice SUV. It was slick black
with gray leather interior. It smelled like piña colada.


“Nice,” she said. 


“Thanks. It’s hard keeping it that way with two boys.”


Dana watched her drive and studied her long legs, her
toned arms, her perfectly angled face with her eyes hidden behind aviator
sunglasses. She looked so damn hot and Dana couldn’t tear her eyes away.


“I can feel you looking at me,” Valerie said.


“Can you?”


“It’s making me hot.”


“Do you want me to stop?”


“No.”


“Good. Because I don’t want to stop.”


Dana reached over and placed a gentle hand on her
skirt covered thigh. 


Valerie straightened. “Careful.” She groaned when Dana
edged her hand downward. “I can’t promise I won’t wreck.”


Dana continued downward to the end of the skirt where
she then slid her hand under along the edge of her hose to her bare thigh.


“I was wondering if the garter would make another
appearance.” She pinched her ever so slightly on her inner thigh and Valerie
cried out and gripped the steering wheel tighter.


“Christ, Dana.” She hissed. “That just made me so
fucking wet.”


Dana tickled her thigh with the tips of her fingers.


Valerie began to breathe rapidly. “Please, you’re
killing me. It’s going straight to my clit.”


Dana ignored her and continued her light assault. “So
tell me, where are you taking me?”


“I have no idea. We don’t really have time for a
hotel. But I tell you, I’m about ready to pull this damn thing over and ravish
you on the side of the road.”


Dana heard the barely bated passion in her raspy voice
and felt the tremble of her thigh. She heated just imagining how wet she must
be by now. “Just park somewhere private.”


“You’re as turned on as I am, aren’t you?”


“I’m about ready to straddle you as you drive.”


“Mm, I wouldn’t mind you straddling me.”


“Just drive you mad woman.”


Valerie sped up and eventually turned into a mostly
deserted shopping plaza. She pulled the SUV around the back where there was
nothing but stacks of empty boxes. She backed up against a fence and put the
vehicle in park.


“Well, isn’t this just romantic?”


Dana laughed. “I know you don’t give a fuck at this
point.”


“No, I don’t.”


Valerie pulled off her shades and pinned her with her
eyes. Dana could wait no longer.


“Come on.” She undid her seat belt and climbed in the
back. She sat and waited as Valerie crawled back to her.


“Come here,” Dana said. She tugged her onto her and
hiked up her skirt so she could straddle her. 


“Oh, so I’m doing the straddling?”


“Yes…for now.”


Dana ran her hands up her thighs and saw the bare
flesh above the nylons. She slipped her fingers under the garter straps.


“You wore this to work, you bad girl.”


Valerie knotted her hands in Dana’s hair. “I knew I’d
see you. And I didn’t want to disappoint.”


“You could never disappoint.”


Valerie leaned in and teased her lips with her breath.
“No?”


“No.”


She kissed her warm and soft. Lips capturing lips.
“Mm, God, I missed your mouth,” Valerie said. “You know your mouth is mine now.
I don’t want it on anyone else.”


“Yes, ma’am.”


Valerie laughed and scooted closer. She obviously wanted
her seeking hands.


Dana took the cue and slid her hands farther up. She
sighed when she found her panty-free. 


“So, so wet,” she said as she massaged her flesh. “And
warm.”


Valerie closed her eyes and braced herself by grabbing
Dana’s shoulders.


Dana traced her thumbs upward and framed the swollen
cleft of her flesh where she lightly touched the hood of her clit. “This is
what I missed.” 


“Dana,” she let out before she kissed her full on.
“Don’t stop.”


“You are as hot and wet as your mouth, aren’t you?”


“Mm, yes.”


“Did I make you this way?” Dana teased her some more
while circling her thumbs. “Did I make you this hot and wet?”


Valerie tugged on her hair and looked deep into her
eyes. “God, yes.”


A mad rush of her own excitement pooled between Dana’s
legs. 


“Do you like the way this feels?” Dana asked. “Say it.
Tell me what you want me to do to you.”


“I want you to touch me,” she said, moving her hips.
“I want you to play my pussy like you did before, making me come all over you.”


Dana pressed against her engorged clit and moved her
thumbs up and down. She held it captive on either side. Valerie made a
high-pitched noise and jerked as she threw her head back.


“Oh, Christ, dear God, Dana. Mm, don’t stop. Oh, God.
It’s too much. Wait. No, don’t stop. It’s too good. It’s too good. Oh, God it’s
sooo fucking good.”


Dana kept on. She was mesmerized by her. The way she
danced in ecstasy, flexing and arching and tensing. She kept pulling her hair
and staring deep into her eyes, which left Dana speechless and in complete
wonder. She never could’ve imagined this. What pleasing a beautiful woman
really felt like, looked like. She would give anything to capture the moment to
keep it with her always. To feel the tightness and burning in her chest, the
race of her heart, the slickness and throbbing between her legs. The
involuntary feeling of wanting to devour her, to somehow be a part of her
forever.


It was so powerful and so perfect. 


“I’m in love with you,” Dana said just before Valerie
spilled over in orgasm. She cried out loudly and howled long and fierce as her
body shook. She held Dana to her chest and clung to her and rode her madly. She
seemed unable to stop herself. Dana kissed her neck and bit her softly. She
never stopped the movement of her thumbs. 


“Mm,” Valerie groaned at the tail end of it and forced
her mouth onto Dana’s. She surged with her tongue as if to claim her, to thank
her, to reach her heart. When she pulled away, she was breathless and
trembling. She was looking at her in complete amazement, as if she were trying
to decide if she were real. 


“You are?” she finally asked. 


Dana slowly retracted her hands and rested them on her
shaking thighs.


“I am.”


She searched her eyes. “I—don’t know what to say.”


“I’m so damn happy at this moment, you don’t have to
say anything.”


“But I do, Dana.” She palmed her face with warm hands.
“I’m absolutely crazy about you, too. I can’t stop thinking about you. I
fucking worship your mouth.” She ran a finger along her lips. “I read your
words, your stories, and I get lost in paradise. You are brilliant and
beautiful and everything I’ve always wanted.”


Valerie pulled closer. “Oh, fuck I’m so in love with
you it isn’t even funny. In fact, it’s scaring me to death. You’ve rattled my
predictable little world. Spun it and turned it upside down. The pieces of my
life are floating and spinning, and I can’t seem to grab them. Even if I could
I wouldn’t know where to put them, wouldn’t know where they belong. I don’t
know what to do.”


Dana reached up and touched her face too. “Do what
your heart tells you to do.”


“I have. Sort of. He called me this morning to say he
isn’t coming home anymore. While I’m thrilled, things just aren’t that simple.
I have the boys. Otherwise, I’d have left that ass right where he stood a long
time ago.”


“You should anyway. You’re miserable. Your boys can’t
possibly be happy either.” Dana shook her head as she realized that she was
giving advice on Valerie’s private life. A life she knew very little about.
“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t tell you what to do.”


“No, it’s okay. I want to know what you think.”


Dana thought for a long moment while looking into her
eyes. When she spoke, she was serious. So serious her chest felt tight with
emotion. “I think you should leave him. I think you should leave him and come live
with me. I think you should leave him even if you didn’t come to live with me.
I think you should leave him to be happy.”


“What about my boys?”


“You will do what is right. You have their best
interest at heart.”


Valerie leaned into her and breathed heavily. “How can
you be so thoughtful and selfless at twenty-five?”


Dana laughed. “You weren’t?”


“No. I was not. I thought I knew it all, and I wanted
it all. I was like a vacuum, sucking everything in. I met Steve and he was just
as wild. We—we fucked like crazy. But that’s all it was. Just fucking. It
didn’t feel like this. But we thought we could rule the world. God, how little
we knew.”


Dana was quiet as she studied her. She seemed so lost.
Worried.


“Would it be easier on you if we stopped seeing each
other?” It killed her to say it, but she hated seeing the worry on her face.


Valerie grabbed her face. “No. God, no. Don’t even say
that.” She sighed and climbed off of her. She tucked her legs beneath her on
the seat next to her and leaned into Dana. She tucked her arm beneath hers. “I
want you to meet my boys.”


“Really?”


“Yes. I want them to know you.”


They sat in silence for a while. The Jeep was warm and
heavy and thick feeling. Their love hanging in the air. Dana put an arm around
her. She was honored that Valerie wanted her to meet her children. “Okay. Just
let me know when.”


She straightened from her lean. “Now, today.”


“Are you sure?” 


“Steve won’t be home… ever. There’s no better time. I
suddenly feel like I’ve lost a huge chunk of my life by doing nothing. By
hiding my feelings and repressing who I really am. I don’t want to do that
anymore.”


She slapped Dana’s thigh. “Come on.” She crawled back
to the front. Dana followed and buckled her seat belt. Valerie slipped on her
shades and started the engine. They drove off with the windows down, breathing
in a new, cool, breeze.


Chapter Twelve

 

 

 




Valerie couldn’t help but look over at Dana as they
drove to the school. She’d pulled her hair back in a loose ponytail and errant
strands were whipping her cheeks as the wind blew wild into the open windows.
She was breathtaking in a natural way with little to no makeup, no high-end
clothes like she wore. No four-hundred-dollar heels. Just jeans and a fitted
button down with heeled boots and the slightest hint of perfume on her neck. So
simple and almost innocent, yet it was enough to completely wreck her and bring
her to her knees. She was…magnificent.


Dana caught her staring and the corner of her thick
lips lifted in question.


“You’re so beautiful,” Valerie said. “I just can’t
believe how lucky I am.”


Dana blinked at her. Showed those incredible eyes. She
didn’t speak. She just reached over and took her hand and entwined their
fingers to gently stroke her hand with her thumb. 


Valerie made a turn and drove slowly down the street.
Yellow school signs appeared, and Dana squeezed her hand.


“Don’t be nervous,” Valerie said as she squeezed her
hand in return. 


“I can’t help it. They’re a part of you. Little
perfect pieces of you. How can I not be nervous?”


Valerie turned into the school parking lot and came to
a stop in a line of waiting vehicles. She released Dana’s hand and put the SUV
in park. “I think that’s the most beautiful thing anyone has ever said to me.”
She wanted to lean in and cup her face and kiss her to show her what those
words meant to her. But the bell rang and kids spread out into the parking lot
and playground all hyped up and ready to get home.


“Here they come,” Valerie said. She was suddenly
nervous herself. Erik, as always, climbed into the Jeep first.


“Hiya, Mom!”


“Hi, my love.”


He took off his backpack and sat. Then reached for his
seat belt. He kicked his feet, which showed his untied laces. And it appeared
that he’d run a hole in the knee of his jeans. 


“Did you have a good day?”


“Mm-hm.” He nodded. “It was snow cone day. And I ate
it so fast my head was about to ’splode.”


Valerie laughed and Dana, too, laughed softly. 


“Listen, Bud. I want you to meet someone. This is my
friend, Dana. Dana, this is my younger son, Erik.”


Dana turned to look at him. “Hi, Erik.”


“Hi.” He stuck out his hand. Surprised but obviously
impressed, Dana took it and shook. “It’s nice to meet you,” he said. 


“Nice to meet you.”


His face crinkled. “My mom’s never had a friend
before.”


“Erik!” Valerie covered her brow in embarrassment.


Dana seemed amused. “Is that so?”


“She just has us. She says we make her happy. But I’m
glad she has a friend now cuz sometimes, she drives me crazy.”


Valerie felt her eyes widen at him. He gave her a
cheesy smile, one which she returned.


“Wanna know a secret?” Dana said. “My mom drives me
crazy too.”


He laughed and Dana laughed with him. Valerie rubbed
her forehead. She was a little afraid at what else Erik might blurt out. When
she lowered her hand, she caught sight of Mik. He opened the passenger door and
stopped. He was shocked to see someone in his seat.


“Hi,” Dana said. He left the door open and moved to
the back-passenger door where he threw his backpack in and sat to slam the
door.


Dana closed her door and Valerie looked at her angry
son with a racing heart. “Mik, this is my friend, Dana. Dana, this is Mik.”


“Hi, Mik.” Dana gave him her gorgeous smile. But Mik
just glared at Valerie. “That’s my seat,” he said.


“Not today!” Erik said, happy.


“Shut up,” Mik hissed.


“Hey!” Valerie directed her voice toward Mik. “Watch
your mouth.” Mik looked away and Dana opened her door and climbed out. “What
are you—” Valerie panicked a little when she saw her open Mik’s door.


“You’re right, Mik. That’s your seat. I can sit back
here with Erik.”


Mik looked at her in shock. “What?” he said softly,
unsure.


“Go ahead and sit up front. I’m happy back here.” She
gave him that knee-weakening smile again and Valerie wanted to kiss her.
Especially when Mik backed down.


“That’s okay. You’re an adult. You can have my seat.”


“You sure?”


“Yeah.” He stared at her almost as if she were an
alien. “Thanks for asking me, though.”


“You bet.” Dana closed his door and climbed back into
the front seat where she closed her own door. “Ready?” She looked to Valerie.


Valerie mouthed “thank you” at her and pulled away. So
far so good. Dana had scored major points with the boys. They drove on in
silence for a while with Mik listening to music and Erik humming to a song in
his head. 


When they slowed to pull in the driveway, Erik undid
his seat belt and leaned forward.


“Dana?”


“Yes?” She turned to look at him.


“Are you the reason my mom is so happy?”


Valerie hit the brakes too hard and they all lurched
forward. “Oops, sorry.” She put the SUV in park and looked at Dana who had
reddened.


“I—don’t know.”


“She’s been real happy lately and I just thought it
was because she made a friend.” He shrugged. “I was just wondering.” He crawled
from the car and disappeared inside. Mik followed. He was still oblivious with
his earbuds in.


Valerie killed the engine. She blew out a long breath.


Dana grinned. “I. Love. These. Kids.”


Valerie swatted her playfully. “Oh no, you don’t get
to come in. You’ve heard enough.”


“Oh, no I haven’t. I just know there are a thousand more
little gems of information in those boys just dying to come out.”


Valerie pushed the button to close the garage. When it
was dark, she tugged Dana in by the shirt and kissed her with the full press of
her lips. Then she teased her once with her tongue and pulled away, causing
Dana to groan.


“I’m still coming in,” Dana said.


“You aren’t allowed to ask them questions about me,”
Valerie said as they exited the vehicle.


“Oh, I don’t think I’ll have to,” Dana said as she
stood directly behind in front of the door. 


They stood still for a moment and Valerie could feel
Dana behind her. She wanted so badly to turn and take her, right there, pressed
up against the SUV. But more than that she wanted what she was about to get. 


“You sure about this?” Dana asked, lightly touching
her hips from behind.


“I’ve never been more sure.” Valerie reached back and
touched her hands. “I want you in my home. In my life.”


“Okay.”


Valerie swallowed down her emotion and opened the
door.


They found the boys in the kitchen. Mik was on the
phone and Erik was on a stool pouring himself a cup of chocolate milk. 


“Mom, what’s our credit card number?” Mik asked.


Valerie hurried to help Erik who was teetering very
closely to spilling his milk.


“What? I don’t know, why?”


“For the pizza. I’m starved.”


Valerie dug out her wallet and handed over a credit
card. Mik took it and relayed the information to the pizza place. Dana stood as
if amazed or in awe. 


“Feel free to jump in,” Valerie said. “Our casa is su
casa.”


“Do we want hot wings?” Mik asked.


“Yes,” all three of them replied.


Erik jumped down and took his milk to the couch while
Valerie got her bearings and slipped off her shoes. “Please, make yourself
comfortable,” she said to Dana. “I’m going to go change.”


Dana nodded and slipped off her boots. Valerie
chuckled at her crazy striped socks. “Cute.” She headed upstairs and stripped
out of her work clothes. She still wore a light sheen of sweat from their
earlier lovemaking. She changed out of everything and slipped into flannel
pajama pants and a tank top. Dana was about to get the full serving of her
life, might as well start with the pajamas.


As she walked back down the stairs she heard Mik
talking. “I just got a long board. That thing is sweet. I think I like it
better than my regular board. At least right now I do.” He was talking to Dana
who was leaning across the bar, all ears.


“Really? Can I see it? I’ve been wanting one.”


Mik pushed off from the counter and bolted upstairs.
He flew right past Valerie.


“You’ve certainly got him excited,” she said to Dana.
She opened the fridge and pulled out a sparkling water. “Would you like
something? I’m parched.”


“I bet I know why,” Dana said with a coy smile. “And
yes, I would, please.”


Valerie handed her the water and they both drank
heartily with their eyes playfully dancing with one another. 


“You really interested in Mik’s long board?”


“Yes. I was quite the skateboarder in my day. And the
long boards are great for cruising.”


“Is this an age thing? Is this where I’m reminded that
you’re only twenty-five?”


Dana shrugged. “Hey, don’t knock it till you try it.”


Mik scrambled back down the stairs sounding like an
earthquake. He held up his board like a man holding a prized fish.


“Wow, that’s nice.” Dana took it and checked it out.
She spun the wheels and said something about the trucks and the grip. Valerie
had no idea what any of it meant, but Mik was mesmerized. He was even smiling.


“I think we should show your mom how it’s done,” Dana
said.


Mik’s eyes went wide. “Seriously?”


“Yeah, let’s show her what she’s missing. I bet you
five bucks she’ll like it.”


Mik stuck out his hand. “Ten bucks and I say she’ll
freak out and never want to step on it again.”


“Deal.”


“Hey, wait a minute. I don’t like being the guinea pig
here.”


“Too bad.” Dana grabbed her hand and they headed
outside with Erik hot on their tail. Mik eased down his board and hopped on,
cruising smoothly, up and down the street. Valerie saw him smile once again as
the breeze blew back his blond hair. Her heart warmed at the sight. She
squeezed Dana’s hand and released it, though she immediately felt the loss and
the space between them. 


“Your turn,” Dana said as she took the board from Mik
and placed it down in front of Valerie. 


“I don’t know.”


“I’ve got you,” Dana said. She held out her hand.


Valerie looked into her eyes and stood on the board.
The grip felt like sandpaper beneath her bare feet. The board seemed massive.


“Okay, go ahead and push a little with your foot.”
Dana held her and Valerie pushed and almost lost her balance. She held out her
arms and Dana let go. “Keep your balance and go slow,” she shouted as Valerie
went down the street.


The farther she went the harder she pushed, and soon
she was gliding just as smoothly as Mik had been. She grinned and wanted to
close her eyes at the feel of the wind in her short hair. She pumped her fist
in celebration and completely lost her balance and fell. The pavement bit into
the heels of her hands, but she laughed as she pushed herself up. Pounding feet
rushed at her and the boys and Dana looked terrified as they helped her
straighten.


“I’m okay,” she said. 


“Mom, you biffed it,” Erik said. “Hard.”


Valerie smiled. “I want to ride back.”


Mik picked up his board and Dana looked at her hands. 


“Enough for today, Mom.” He slugged Dana in the
shoulder. “I owe you ten bucks.”


“I’m counting on it,” she said and then looked to
Valerie. “These look like they sting.”


“They do. But I don’t care. That was fun.”


Dana helped her walk back to the house while Mik continued
to ride. Erik returned to cartoons and Valerie led Dana upstairs to the master
bath where the first aid kit was. She sat on the edge of the tub at Dana’s
insistence. Dana cleaned the wounds, causing Valerie to flinch.


“Sorry.”


“It hurts, but it’s also turning me on having you this
close.”


Dana laughed and kissed her hands softly. “Such
beautiful hands. Graceful hands. I hate to see them scraped up. Especially when
I know what they can do to me.”


“Oh, don’t count them out yet.”


“Yes, I’m counting them out. They need to heal.” She
applied antibiotic ointment and then bandaged them. “Anywhere else?”


Valerie crinkled her nose. “My knee.”


“Okay, pants off.”


Valerie stood. “Can you help?”


Dana pulled down her pants and breathed softly on her
thighs, lightly kissing them here and there before she eased her back down. 


Valerie held tight to her shoulders and shuddered.
“Christ, you drive me mad,” she whispered.


Dana tilted her head and grinned. She traced her
fingers down her legs to her knee.


She whistled as she saw the wound. “You did a number
here.”


“Really? I no longer feel a thing. You seem to have
that effect on me.”


Dana cleaned the wound and blew on it which caused
Valerie to jerk and her skin came alive with gooseflesh.


“Feel good?”


“Mm-hm.”


Dana kissed delicately around her knee. “This one
needs some ice. It’s already bruising.”


“I think I know what I need and it isn’t ice.”


Dana laughed and helped her pull her pants back up.
Valerie leaned against her. “I want you to stay here tonight,” she said. Her
heart was pounding and her head was light and she wanted nothing more in that
moment than to have her stay.


“I don’t know,” Dana said. “The kids— ”


“They love you.”


“It’s a little too much too soon.” She spoke into her
ear. “We aren’t exactly quiet lovers either.”


“Which is why we would make it a camp out with the
boys. Downstairs. They love building pillow forts and sleeping down there.
They’d love it if we did it with them.”


Dana lifted an eyebrow. “Can you behave yourself?”


“Yes.”


“I don’t believe you.”


“I will.” Valerie kissed her with a light caress of
her lips. Once, twice. “It will drive me insane, but I will do it. I just want
you here. It feels so good having you here. My family feels—complete.”


“Okay.” Dana breathed into her, centimeters from her
mouth. “If you want me to, I would be honored.”


Valerie held her and inhaled the scent of her hair and
her crisp perfume. Her frame felt so strong yet so soft. 


“Mom?” Footfalls on the stairs caused them to pull
apart. 


“In here.”


Mik appeared in the doorway. His cheeks were red from
riding his board. “Can Dana stay over?”


Valerie stared at him with complete surprise. “I—well,
we have to ask Dana.”


“Will you, Dana? And I can show you how good I can
ollie and you can check out the skate ramp I want to build. I have drawings of
it in my sketchbook.”


Dana smiled. “I would love to.”


“Sweet, I’ll go get my notebook.” He took off again
leaving excitement in his wake.


“You’re so good with them. You have no idea what that
means to me.”


Dana looked into her eyes. “I can only imagine.”


The doorbell rang and Erik called out, “Pizza’s here!”


Valerie broke their stare and lightly grazed her
fingers across Dana’s rear end. She headed for the stairs, the happiest she’d
ever been.


Chapter Thirteen

 

 

 




Dana drove once again with the windows down. Her
ponytail blew in the morning wind, and she smiled when it whipped her face, for
she was feeling no pain, still on a high from yet another night at Valerie’s.
She’d stayed with her three times now, and she was getting used to playing
games with the kids late into the night and then collapsing onto a mass of
pillows and sheets on the floor. She’d awoken once, when Erik had curled into
her with his sweet breath pressing her neck. He’d twitched several times as if
having a dream. He was so incredibly precious. And Mik, such a bright kid, full
of all kinds of information and they had so much in common. He loved all kinds
of music and had quite the collection. And his computer knowledge, he’d
schooled her for about an hour, telling her what kind of computer she should
get and what he could help her do with it. Valerie had mentioned in private
that their father rarely paid any attention to them which only confused her.
How could he not pay attention? They were brilliant, fun, and beautiful.


She glanced down at her phone as it rang with
Valerie’s ring tone. 


“Hey,” Dana said.


“Hi.” She sounded raspy with sleep. God, it sounded
sexy. “You left without saying good-bye.”


“I had to. I have a landscape artist coming this
morning, remember? And you all looked so angelic I couldn’t bear to wake you.”


“I see you brought us donuts. Oh, and fresh coffee.”


“Just my way of saying thanks for another wonderful
night.”


Valerie laughed softly. “The best night… so far.”


Dana grinned. “Yes, so far.”


“When can I see you again? There are things I need
to…tell you, show you.”


“Tell me now.”


“No, silly. It has to be in person.”


“Oh.” Dana gripped the steering wheel tighter. They’d
passed passionate looks all night long, but they hadn’t touched. Their focus
had been solely on the boys as it had been on the previous nights. “I need to
get caught up with school today and tomorrow. But I’m free for a while on
Monday before work.”


Valerie sighed. “I pretty much have a full week again
with work. I’m hopefully closing on two houses.”


“That’s great.”


“If it works out. You never know.”


“Can you get away for lunch again?”


“Mm, maybe. I could possibly take a long lunch.”


“Let me know when. I’ll get a hotel room close to your
office.”


“You still don’t have a bed at your new place, do
you?”


Dana laughed. “I’m fine on the couch for now.”


Valerie groaned. And Dana heard Erik screech with
surprise at the donuts.


“I’m glad he’s happy,” Dana said.


“Oh, you’ve made them so happy. Me too.”


Dana’s heart warmed. “Same here.”


“Okay, I will reluctantly let you go. I’ve got to have
a talk with the boys again today about you know who. Poor little guys actually
think it’s because of something they did. And I need to get a quick deed on the
house for him to sign. He’s not about to take this place from me.”


“Good luck.”


“Thanks. Love.”


Dana knew it was her way of saying she loved her. One
simple word.


“Love,” she said in return.


She ended the call and pulled into her place. Her new
home was so quaint and cozy. She absolutely loved it and most importantly, she
felt safe. No more yelling or pounding on her bedroom door. She was free to do
whatever she wanted, when she wanted. And the first big purchase, after the
bed, would be the television. And she’d sit on her couch and watch whatever she
wanted, when she wanted.


She eased into the garage and closed the door behind
her. She entered the house only to hear the doorbell ring. She unlocked the
door and pulled it open without checking. Michael stood there glaring at her
with the dogs who were pulling on their leashes.


“You forgot the dogs,” he said. His hands were covered
in black grease from working on his old motorcycle. Smears of it were on his
jeans and white T-shirt. He always worked on his bike when he couldn’t settle
down. 


“Are you following me? How did you find me?” She was
alarmed but not frightened. He seemed tired and defeated.


“I have my ways.” He kicked the ground. “It was on
some of that paperwork you had sent to me.”


“Oh.” She opened the security door and greeted the
dogs who jumped and licked with excitement.


“Those divorce papers,” he said and spit on her
walkway only to rub it out with his boot. “I signed everything, you know. I
did. I was mad, but my uncle told me you were being more than fair giving me
the house and stuff.” He shook his head as if another thought had entered his
mind. “You’re just going to walk away, is that it?”


She straightened and let the dogs loose to go explore
their new home. “It’s easier that way, Michael. I don’t want to fight.”


He stared at the ground and kicked again with his
motorcycle boot. “I don’t either.”


“Okay, then.”


“Do you not love me anymore?” he asked.


“Michael, our love for one another fizzled a long
while ago. I know you know that. And we should’ve separated but we didn’t. And
that only led to anger and fighting.”


“Yeah, I guess you’re right.” He rubbed his arm. “I
still care about you.”


“And I still care about you.”


He looked at her and hesitated. “Are you seeing
someone?”


“Michael, don’t. That’s no longer any of your
business.”


He scowled. 


“See, it bothers you. We aren’t ready to be friends
yet.”


“Well, I went on a date.”


“Oh?” She was shocked but not in a jealous way.
“Okay.”


“Does it upset you?”


“No. It doesn’t. I want you to be happy and you
weren’t with me.”


He nodded. He shoved his hands into his pockets and
turned.


“Michael?”


He glanced over his shoulder. “Yeah?”


“Do you want to share custody of the dogs?”


“Nah. They love you. Always have.” He walked away, and
she heard him climb into a vehicle and pull away. 


Dana sighed with relief and closed and locked the
doors. The dogs were happily sniffing around and checking out their new home.
She sat on the sofa and put her head in her hands and cried. She cried so hard
she shook and coughed. The dogs freaked out and came to her, trying to kiss her
hands while whining. She held them both tight. “I’m so glad you guys are here.
I was so alone without you.” She sniffled and stroked their heads. “It’s just
such a relief to let all that crap go. To move onward and forward. To walk into
the light of happiness and never look back.” She sat back. “God, it feels so
good.” She closed her eyes and relaxed against Hannibal who’d jumped onto the
couch with her. Hunter joined from the other side. Soon, they were all three
snoring.


 


***


 


The doorbell rang two more times. The first time it
was the landscape architect who spent an hour with her drawing up the perfect
looking front and backyard. She didn’t have a pool and that would be a real
bummer in the summer, but she faced north and south rather than east and west,
so there was an area shady enough where she could have a small garden. That
alone sold her on the drawing. She wanted her yard very lush and colorful, and
she couldn’t wait to see what all it would look like in reality. Of course, she
was going to do it all herself, one bit at a time on the weekends. But she
wanted it that way and she couldn’t wait to get started. 


After the architect left, the doorbell rang again and
she pulled it open hesitantly. She didn’t recognize the man on her front walk. 


“Dana McCarthy?”


“Yes?”


He handed over a clipboard as a large truck backed
into her driveway.


“We have your new mattress.”


“But I didn’t order a—


He looked at his clipboard and shrugged. “It’s paid
for and it says to deliver to you.”


She rubbed her forehead and laughed. Valerie. “Yeah,
sure, okay. Come on in, I’ll show you where it goes.”


He followed her inside and she led him to the master
bedroom. She blushed as if he somehow could see where they’d made love just
beyond in the bathroom.


“Here,” she said and pointed to the far wall.


“Uh, ma’am, this is a king-sized mattress. Top of the
line. It would fit better over here.”


“King-size?” Her heart pounded. “Okay.”


The men slid the mattress into the bedroom and
stripped off the plastic before leaving her with a copy of the invoice. She
stood staring at the bed for a long time when the doorbell rang again. She
rushed to it and found a woman holding a huge bouquet of yellow roses.


“Are you uh—Ragnarok?”


Dana laughed. “Yes.”


She handed over the flowers. “Here you go.” She disappeared
down the walk as someone else walked up the path, carrying huge bags.


“Dana McCarthy?”


She nodded and began to feel completely overwhelmed.
“Amazon Prime delivery. Want me to bring them inside for you?”


She nodded again and led the way. She set down the
flowers and read the card.


For the sunshine of my life, you make me feel so alive
and on fire. Here are bright yellow roses, just for you. The pillows and the
sheets are for your new bed, one I can’t wait to help you break in. And the
groceries are so you don’t starve in the meantime. Love. Your Valkyrievixen.


The man brought in bag after bag. At long last, he
wished her a good day and disappeared out the door. She opened the bags and
found satin sheets and fluffy pillows. She found all kinds of food and
chocolates. She called Valerie as she put them away.


“Yes?”


“You’ve spoiled me rotten.”


Laughter.


“I haven’t even started yet.”


“This is all so thoughtful, so wonderful. I can’t ever
thank you enough.”


“I can think of a few ways.”


She leaned against the counter as the words curled her
toes and rushed between her legs. 


“Quit it.”


“Why?”


“Because you’re getting to me.”


“Really? Hmm.”


She finished putting away the cold groceries. “You
sound evil, you know. Like you’re up to something.”


“I’m just thinking of how badly I’d like to hear you
touch yourself right now.”


“What? Where are you? Where are the boys?”


“They’re upstairs in their rooms. I’m in the laundry
room.”


Dana laughed. 


“Don’t knock it. It’s my haven. It’s warm and it
smells like soap and the boys can’t hear a word I’m saying. Nor can they find
me. They’d never think to look in here.”


“A woman who hides in the laundry room.”


“A mother who hides in the laundry room. We all hide
somewhere, trust me.”


“I see.”


“So, how ’bout it? Are you going to do what I want?”


“What exactly do you want?”


“I want you to put the sheets on the bed. You haven’t,
have you?”


“No.”


“Do it.”


“Okay.” Dana took the bags and headed down the hall.
She put Valerie on speaker and got to work putting the sheets on the bed. When
she finished, she put the pillowcases on and fluffed them. “All done.”


She could hear Valerie breathing. “Okay, now take off
all your clothes. Slowly. And tell me what it is you’re taking off.”


Dana stood before the foot of the bed where the phone
was. “You sure you don’t want to see me? With the camera?”


“No. I want to picture you in my mind. And I want to
hear you.”


Dana started with her T-shirt. “I’m slowly pulling my
T-shirt up my body, over my breasts, to my neck and over my head. I just tossed
it aside.”


“Run your hands up your abdomen. Slowly.”


Dana did, touching herself lightly, grazing her hands
over her awakening skin.


“Tell me what you feel.”


“Soft, warm skin.”


“Are you—wearing a bra?”


“No.”


Valerie breathed deeply. “Touch them. Soft. Gentle. Run
your palms lightly across your nipples, feel how hard they are.”


Dana moaned softly as she did so and caressed the
weight of her breasts while teasing the sharp spike of her nipples with her
palms. 


“Does it feel good?”


“Yes.”


Silence.


“Now, take your nipples between your fingers and
squeeze.”


“Mm, oh, God, feels nice.”


“Did it rush between your legs?”


“Ye-es.”


“Making you all wet.”


“Yes.”


“Good, now tug on them. Ever so slightly.”


“Fuck. I can’t. Makes my knees weak.”


“Do it, baby, I know you can. Pretend I’m tugging on
them with my teeth. Getting you all wet and slick and then releasing your
nipples to lick and suck, making your hips thrust uncontrollably.”


“Ah, Val-erie. My God.”


“Now, take off your pants. Slowly. Ease them over
those beautiful hips, down those smooth curvy legs. Pretend I’m there breathing
on your skin as I slowly tug them downward.”


Dana slid out of her loose jeans, oh so slowly and
then stepped out of them to kick them aside.


“Run your hands up to your panties. Touch your center;
tell me how hot and wet it is though the panties.”


“Mm, it is. It’s really hot. Wet.”


“Can you feel your clit?”


“Yes.”


“Stroke it.”


“Ah-hh. Oh, God.”


“Fuck. I can almost feel you right now. Pretend it’s
me…down on my knees, licking you good and hard through those panties.”


“I—I can’t take much more. I’m ready to come.”


“Stop.”


Dana stopped her hand and blinked. She fought for
breath. Her legs were trembling.


“Now strip out of your panties and crawl onto the bed.
Stay on all fours.”


“Okay. I’m here.”


“Good. Now reach back and touch yourself, slipping
your fingers into your hole as deep as you can. Fuck yourself. Nice and slow.
Rock your hips.”


“I—am. I’m—feels good.”


“How wet are you?”


“Sopping.”


“Are your fingers gliding through it?”


“Ye-es.”


“I’m fucking you from behind, Dana. It’s me. Right
there behind you. Sliding my fingers in and out, making you feel so good.”


“Ah, God, Valerie. Valerie!”


“Okay, now move your fingers to your clit and milk it
until you come. I want you to come all over me. Like you’ve collapsed onto my
face and I’m licking and sucking you off.”


Dana came before she finished her sentence and
exploded in orgasm on all fours while jerking and moaning. Then she fell onto
the bed and fucked her hand and thrust her hips, all while gripping her pillow,
the sheets, tearing at them, biting them with her teeth as she continued to
convulse.


Valerie moaned with her and told her yes as she
encouraged her to come. She told her how beautiful she sounded, and how she
wished she was there to taste her.


It was quiet when Dana stilled. She groaned and rolled
to her side. She rubbed her juices along her torso and laughed.


“It was good wasn’t it, baby?” Valerie asked.


“Oh, yeah.”


“You are so incredible. I’m so wet over here. I need
to excuse myself and go up to my Jacuzzi tub.”


“Sounds nice. Wish I could crawl in with you.”


“Me too.”


“Maybe someday.”


“I’m counting on it.”


Silence. Soft and heavy and somehow warm.


“Are you going to sleep now, baby?”


“Yes.”


“Wrap yourself up in those sheets and let them caress
your beautiful body as you drift off to sleep.”


“Okay.” Dana’s eyes fell closed. She felt so warm and
languid. “I love you, Valerie.”


“I love you, too. I’ll see you soon.”


“Good-bye.”


“Good-bye.”


Dana pictured her face, tanned and angled behind the
aviator shades. She pictured her walking like a model in her heels and thigh
highs. She pictured her face as she came and she smiled as she snuggled into
the satin sheets and fell fast asleep.


Chapter Fourteen

 

 

 


Valerie breathed a sigh of relief at finally having a
date with Dana. Both had been so busy that their nightly conversations were
usually cut short with fatigue. Twice, they had fallen asleep holding the phone
to one another. And the late nights they did spend talking and engaging in long
playful battles of phone sex left them exhausted the next day. Something had to
give and she was grateful that Steve had agreed to take the boys overnight the
coming weekend. But here it was Thursday and she and Dana could barely contain
themselves. Not to mention the fact that Steve had been an ass. He’d refused to
come get his things while the kids were at school. So she’d had to spend time
packing up his things while the boys played video games. She’d hidden the boxes
all in the garage and the boys hadn’t seemed to notice. She’d called Steve
yesterday to come pick them up, otherwise she’d dump them on his new driveway.
She was sick of him using it to control the situation. He, for some reason,
thought he should still have access to the house. She had been quick to tell him
he was dreaming and she was glad she’d changed the locks right away. When
they’d pulled in from school, the boxes were gone. She’d inwardly cheered and
then changed the garage code.


The latest talk with the boys about their father had
gone rather well. Erik had cried but only for a few minutes. Mik had been
angry, but his concern quickly turned to her. He wanted to make sure she was
okay. They both relaxed when she’d confessed that she was happy he was gone.
And that their family would be happier overall this way, their father included.



There was only one thing left to do. She pulled into
Steve’s office parking lot and backed up next to his SUV. He was at her window
as she put hers in park.


“What the hell is this?”


She cracked her window and handed another copy over to
him. “Uh, the divorce papers. I’m assuming you just ignored the first copy that
was sent to you.”


“You can’t do this,” he said. 


“I did. And frankly, I saved you a lot of trouble.”


He’d moved on, but he still wanted complete control.
And she’d had to fight to get everything in her name, bills, etc. She’d even
had to get a new bank account at a different bank so he would have no access. 


“I can come whenever I want,” he said.


She laughed. “Not anymore.”


He grimaced and looked away. 


“I suggest you sign them rather than making this ugly.
Think of the boys and what’s best for them.”


“I’ll sue for full custody.”


She laughed again. “We both know you don’t want them
and your new little girl, well, I doubt seriously she’d want to step in and
take my job. My twenty-four-hour seven days a week job called being a mother.
She’d leave you in a heartbeat.”


He clenched his jaw. He’d been outplayed. Blindsided.
He hated it. 


“As far as exchanging the boys for visitation…we will
meet at the McDonald’s near the house. Or somewhere closer to you if you
prefer. I no longer want you coming to the house.”


“Why?”


“Because you’re nosy and a control freak. And if you
play it that way then I’ll just start bringing the boys to your new house and
I’ll have wonderful conversations with your new young thing. I’m sure there’s
so much she’d like to hear.”


He slammed his hand against the window. “Fuck you,
Valerie.”


“I’m sorry, did you say you wanted to give me alimony?”


He clamped his mouth shut. She hadn’t asked him for
anything other than child support. She slid on her shades. “Have a nice life,
Steve.” She gunned the engine and drove away laughing. Left him standing like a
clueless fool in the parking lot. 


She turned up her air conditioning and the radio.
Steve couldn’t touch her now. She’d changed the locks, the garage code, the
name on the home bills, and the SUV was in her name. All he could do was delay
the divorce. If he continued to do so, she’d ask for alimony. That guaranteed
he would do as she wanted.


She drove on, increasing her speed. She wanted to
leave the past behind her, back there with Steve standing in that parking lot.
And as she neared her destination, she grinned and her heart began to race in
anticipation. Dana had a room reserved for them at one of the nicer hotels
downtown. She pulled into the drive and retrieved her purse and small bag. She
handed the keys to the valet. The bellhop instructed her on how to get to her
room. 


The lobby was bright and airy with the floors polished
to a shine. She rode the elevator up to the fourth floor and walked down the
silent hallway to the correct room number. She knocked softly and straightened
her skirt and blouse. She slid her sunglasses to the top of her head and
touched her dewy face. She tried to pat it dry. The door clicked and Dana
appeared wearing a thick bathrobe. She was in full makeup with her hair wet and
slicked back. Valerie was speechless.


“Get in here,” Dana said, tugging on her wrist. She
shut the door behind them and gently pushed Valerie to the chaise lounge by the
large window. “Stay.”


Valerie stood still and Dana took her things and
removed her sunglasses from her head. She touched her face. “You look nervous.”


“I am,” Valerie breathed. “You look— ”


Dana pressed a finger to her mouth. “Shh.” She began
unbuttoning her blouse and easing it from her arms. “Very nice,” she whispered
as she breathed deliberately on her skin. “White lace today. You never
disappoint.”


Valerie tried to touch her, wanting to, needing to
feel her. But Dana stopped her and lowered herself to remove her skirt. Valerie
inhaled her light perfume and her head swam. She was dizzy with Dana and
desire. 


Dana licked her way down her white sheer stockings,
and Valerie trembled and made a small noise. And when she licked her way back
up and stopped to suck on her bare thighs, Valerie had to steady herself by
grabbing her shoulders.


“You okay?”


Valerie swallowed. “Oh, I’m way better than okay.”


Dana looked at her with wicked eyes and then licked
the length of her lace-covered pussy. Valerie grabbed her head and thrust,
moaning with surprise and hunger. She couldn’t help herself. It was as if her
body had a will of its own.


“Uh-uh-uh.” Dana wagged a finger at her and pushed her
onto the chaise lounge and eased her back. She straddled her with an evil grin.
“You’re only allowed to touch me if you do what I say.”


Valerie nodded, throat tight.


“Undo my belt,” Dana said as she rested herself on
Valerie’s legs. Valerie released her belt and stared into her amorous eyes. She
leaned forward and tried to capture her mouth, the luscious lips covered in
deep rouge. But Dana wouldn’t let her.


“Take off my robe,” she said.


Valerie pushed the robe open and inhaled sharply at
the sight of the black straps wound around her body, partially covering her
full breasts and winding down around her torso to her hips, which led down to
wrap around her inner thighs.


Her center was bare, with a patch of red hair above
her silken lips. Valerie felt her mouth water.


“I want to taste you,” she said. “Please, Dana.”


Dana tossed the robe aside and positioned herself so
that her wet folds eased onto Valerie’s thigh where she began to gyrate.


Valerie touched her legs and clenched her jaw as she
felt her hot slickness glide across her skin. “Christ, Dana. I can feel you. I
can fucking feel how hot you are.”


“You want it in your mouth?”


“Yes.”


“I’m getting it nice and wet for you. All slippery and
wet.”


Valerie gripped her legs harder and felt the muscles
contract as she undulated. “Please.”


Dana gripped her forearms and then moved her hands up
to Valerie’s lacy bra. She pinched her nipples and leaned in to suck them
through the fabric. Valerie moaned and heated with raging fire. Her whole body
was burning from head to toe and her pussy was throbbing and gushing with
arousal.


“Squeeze my nipples,” Dana said. 


Valerie found the thick pegs of flesh through the
shiny material and pinched. Dana cried out and laughed as she tossed her head
back. “Harder. Twist them.” Valerie did so and she went wild and rode her thigh
like she was convulsing. “Now, pinch them while you kiss me.” Valerie squeezed
and teased her as they collided in a hungry, fierce set of kisses. The taste of
her lipstick and the smell of her perfume sent Valerie on overdrive and she
nearly devoured her. And just as Dana was about to come in a series of quick
cries, she jumped off her and turned around to sit back against her. “Touch me.
Touch my aching flesh, Valerie. Rub me all over my hot slickness and drive me
crazy.”


Dana took her hand and ran it down her body. Valerie
found her slick and eager and pulsing into her hand. She groaned as she touched
her, as if almost having her own orgasm just from the way she felt beneath her.
Dana writhed atop her and reached back to grab her head. She angled hers so
they could kiss and lick. 


“Mm, yes, like that. Oh, God, like that. Mm-hm.”


They fused with tongues, hungry and fierce. And then,
as she whimpered and gyrated, she suddenly stopped and stilled Valerie’s hand.
She stood and turned and leaned in and kissed her long and deep which left
Valerie breathless.


“You want to taste me?” she asked as she teased her
with her lips.


“Yes, more than anything.” Valerie had been wanting it
so badly she’d dreamt about it.


“Here, hold my hands.” Dana stepped up and stood
alongside her legs. Valerie looked up at her with her mouth open in awe. She
was a leather strapped goddess and she was soaking wet and dark pink with
arousal. “Hold me tight,” Dana said, leaning toward her. Valerie held fast to
her hands and watched as she came closer. She breathed upon her red hair and
kissed her vulva softly, while sneaking out her tongue to lap at her lips. Dana
shook and widened her stance, opening herself up. Valerie groaned and licked
her full on, from the slickness of her hole up to the tiptop of her swollen
clit. She did this again and again and took the time to taste her and swallow
her down. 


“Christ, you have the sweetest pussy,” Valerie groaned
as she continued, causing Dana to move once again. To round her hips in a
hypnotic dance. 


“Oh, yeah,” she breathed. “Do I?”


“Mm.”


“Oh, God, Valerie. Take me, make me yours. Your mouth
feels so good.” She pulsed into her, harder and faster, wanting more. “More,
baby. Make me come. Fucking devour me.”


Valerie groaned and released her hands to reach up and
cup her ass, which she held fast, while pressing her mouth into Dana fully as
she sucked her off.


“Oh, God. Oh, my fucking, God.” She gripped Valerie’s
head and fucked her face. 


“Valerie! Valerie! Oh, Jesus, oh, God. Oh, so fucking
good. Take me, Valerie. Make me come.”


She came then. In fast and hard convulsions. She
knotted her hands in Valerie’s short hair and held fast to her while fucking
her mouth and then her tongue as Valerie went up inside her to lick her from
the inside out. She cried out, to God to Jesus to the universe. She was raspy
by the time she got back to calling out to Valerie. She was slowing to a gentle
gyration and quick little twerks as nerve endings fired off. 


When she stopped moving altogether, Valerie licked her
slowly and worked from the outside layers inward, which caused her to shake.
When she could take no more, she knelt and fell into her, where she cried
uncontrollably. She shook in Valerie’s arms and then began to laugh as she
eventually pulled away.


“You okay?” Valerie asked as she wiped her tears.


Dana smiled. “I’m so happy I don’t know what to do
with myself.” She leaned in and kissed Valerie lightly and then laughed and
nibbled her neck. “That was by far the best orgasm I have ever had in my life.”


“It was pretty damn good for me, too,” Valerie said as
she stroked her long hair. 


“Oh, yes, we must take care of you,” Dana said,
climbing off her.


Valerie wanted nothing more, but she had clients to
meet in twenty minutes. “Babe, I can’t stay. I have that closing.”


Dana lifted her into a stand. “You mean I’m gonna have
to wait to get all this.” She ran her hands up and down Valerie’s legs and up
into the crotch of her panties.


“Mm, God.” Valerie’s head swam, but then she refocused.
“I’m afraid so.” She began to redress, noting just how damn wet she really was.
She knew she could let Dana take her, but she also knew she wouldn’t leave when
she should. She would want more and more and more. And now that she’d tasted
her, it would be a miracle if they would be able to part at all.


Dana frowned but she too began to dress. “How are we
going to do this? I’m finding that I can’t live without you. It’s torturous.”


Valerie zipped up her skirt. “I know.” She pulled her
in for a kiss. “But I have good news. Steve’s taking the boys this weekend.”


“Really?”


“Yes.”


“So, I can come over, then?”


“Oh, no. Not until I get a new bed and paint that
bedroom.” She kissed her again. “No, I’m coming to you. I want to properly
break in those sheets, remember?”


Dana again nibbled her neck. “Oh, right. We must do
that.”


“And as far as seeing me…you can come over whenever
you want. I just want to give the boys some time to adjust to things before I
tell them we’re in a relationship. Although, I think they love you just as much
as I do.”


“I understand. So that means no touching, right?”


“Well, there’s always the laundry room.”


Dana laughed. “Right, the laundry room.”


“And the garage.”


“You’re so bad.”


“I’m a horny middle-aged mother.” Valerie tugged her
in tighter. “So don’t make me beg for it.”


“I kind of liked hearing you beg.”


“Oh, no. I don’t think so.”


“Oh, yes, I do.”


Valerie kissed her, long and slow and deep. “Christ,
you’re the best thing to ever happen to me next to my boys. I love you so much,
my little Ragnarok.”


“I love you, too, Valkyrievixen.” Dana eased away from
her and hurried to her bag. “That reminds me, I have a surprise for you.”


“A surprise?”


“Hold out your hand.” 


Valerie held out her hand. 


“Now close your eyes.”


Valerie did so. She felt something light in her palm.
She opened her eyes to find a zip drive. “Your story!”


“Yep. I finished.”


“Oh, my God, Dana.”


“It’s called ‘Private Passion.’ It’s our story.”


Valerie felt her throat tighten. “Us?”


“Yes.”


“How does it end?”


Dana fell back into her arms. “Really, really good.”


“Mm, really good?” She nibbled her ear.


“Yes.”


“Damn, I better get to reading it then.”


Dana kissed her. “Why read it when you can have the
real thing?”


Valerie groaned and pulled away from her. “You’re
killing me.”


“Good.” Dana stood looking wicked and sexy as Valerie
finished dressing. “I want you to think of me while you’re gone.”


Valerie straightened her clothes and turned away from
the mirror. “You are all I ever think about.” She blew her a kiss. “And this
outfit.” She pointed at her and swirled her finger. “It’s a keeper. I want to
play with you in it Friday night.”


“Only if you beg.”


Valerie groaned. “I’ll beg from now until Friday.”


“Wow, you like it that much?”


“Oh, yes.”


“Then I’m all yours, outfit and all.”


Valerie smiled. “I think that’s the best thing I’ve
heard so far.”


She walked out the door, rode the elevator down, slid
on her shades, and walked out into the sun. All the while her smile never left
her face.


 


THE END
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