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This story was requested by a fan, and I found it so much fun to write.  I decided to put it in a diary format to neatly capture the events of the week, but as I wrote I found I could do unusual things in this style.  I remembered back to writing things by hand, how I would cross out words and sentences (my script was intricate and flowing, though frankly unintelligible).  It became an effective tool to convey self-censorship, something I think that is inherent in everyone with (relatively!) healthy sexual fantasies.

Writing about the semi-distant past was a challenge.  I tried to use the language of that time and place, so apologies if I’ve made any missteps!

There are elements of grief in the story, and a kind of re-awakening through sexual desire.  I think that a cynic might think it cheap or clichéd to rely on that trope, regardless I think it is certainly a true one.  Although I write sex stories, I am keenly aware that sex is not just a mechanical act.  Sometimes it is one of spiritual awakening, sometimes a healing act.  I have been lucky enough to have such experiences, and I suspect, so have many readers.  There is no greater feeling of acceptance and validation than a lover trusting you with their heart.

If you enjoy the story, please do leave a rating.  As always, being a semi-illiterate, semi-literal literary whore, I am available for commission.  I do hope you enjoy!

U_D 
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Discord:  https://discord.gg/QKHFnB9UUN

Email:  unbearable.desires@gmail.com
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IF FOUND, PLEASE RETURN TO 184 WILLOW RIDGE ROAD, ASHFORD, NH 03227

Wednesday, 07/31/74

Dinged my car again, this time outside McCabe’s.  If I get another year out of that beater, I’ll be shocked!  No idea where I’ll scrape together money for a new one.  With Steve’s tuition, I’m completely broke most weeks.  Ah well.  Maybe I’ll take Steve’s skateboard to work, ha!
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Thursday, 08/01/74

Some jerk in the restaurant pinched my butt again today!  I was already in a bad mood, and threw a customer’s Coke in his face!  Lyle kicked him out.  What an asshole! a jerk!  Getting so sick of men thinking they can do whatever they want!  Starting to think I should put my wedding ring back on... at least when I’m at work.

Jeez Louise, I should have been a hairdresser!

––––––––
[image: ]


Friday, 08/02/74

Steve called today, said he’s made some new friends in school.  It was a relief to hear.  I know it can’t be easy for him, being so far away from home.  I still write him a letter once a week, but I keep it light.  I don’t want to burden him with how I’m feeling...

Had leftover tuna salad for dinner, just couldn’t be bothered to make a hot meal.  What’s the point?  No one but me to eat it.

Looking forward to tomorrow, will be nice to catch up with Sue.  We always know how to lift each other’s spirits.  A few days away are just what the doctor ordered!  
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Saturday, 08/03/74

Sue called this morning at the last minute to say she couldn’t go on the darned trip!  Michael and her had a huge fight so now she doesn’t want to make things worse.  That paranoid jerk probably thought we were going partying for a week!  I mean, IT’S A COTTAGE ON A LAKE!  What kind of trouble COULD we even get into!?!  It’s the exact same shit crap he pulled that time we went skiing on the Whites.  I’m wicked annoyed!  The whole trip wasn’t even my idea! 

Anyway, turns out Sue already paid the deposit, so I decided... I’ve already packed my bags for a trip, and by Jove, I’m goin’!  Why the heck not!?!  Steve went back to school, and the house just feels empty.  Last thing I want to do is waste my time off work doing chores, overeating, overdrinking, and overthinking!  If Aaron was still alive, I probably woul  

Writing this, I’m at a diner on my way to Barnstead.  Honestly, I’ve been looking forward to getting away.  Things have just felt so bleak lonely over the past couple of years.  Steve has tried to step up, and he has been a great help.  I think he thinks he’s the man of the house!  I guess he is, but still... he’s 16 now, and once he graduates he’ll probably go off to university and have his own life.  And I certainly don’t want to hold him back.  But I can’t help wondering... where does that leave me?  A 41 year old widow with a son I’ll likely only see during the holidays, and a job I desperately want to quit, and a mortgage I can barely afford, looking for... God knows what! 

Hopefully I can just relax for a few days, read some trashy books, drink some cheap wine, and take some time out for myself.  Lord knows, this ol’ girl needs a break!
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Sunday, 08/04/74

Half Moon Lake Halfmoon Lake

I arrived yesterday at the cottage.  It is quaint and cozy and SO beautiful, and right beside the water!  It’s secluded so I can’t even see the neighbors.  When I pulled the car up, the lake was like glass, and it was reflecting the clouds as they started to turn pink.  I don’t know why, but it made me think of Aaron.  Think he would have liked it here.

I treated myself to dinner at the local restaurant last night.  Food was nice enough, and the waitress was almost nice enough.  Had to ask for the check three times!  I suspect she just didn’t like the attention I was getting from the local men folk!

An older gentleman from Massachusetts tried to strike up a conversation with me.  He seemed pleasant and well dressed, though was definitely too old for me!  We chatted, and I told him I was staying at the cottage for a week.  He said he was a businessman looking at rental properties in the area.  I couldn’t help notice the tan line on his wedding finger, damn shameless flatlander!  Thanks, but no thanks!  His poor wife was probably at home, none the wiser...

... or maybe she wasn’t at home, and PLENTY wiser!  Haha!

I went to mass this morning at the local church, St. Paul’s.  The priest here is so young!  He was okay, and people seemed to like him, but I always find it hard to take advice from someone almost as old as my wedding dress.  Anyway, at one point they were singing hymns (there were a few colored Black people in the choir) and I found myself singing and clapping along, and it was a HOOT!  I wish our church in Ashford had half that enthusiasm.  I mean, I love Father Collins, but sometimes I think he forgets the gospel is supposed to be ‘good’ news!  

The weather is perfect, pretty hot but with the occasional cool breeze.  Going to sit out on the dock and try to read before the sun goes down... that is, if the dang mosquitoes quit bothering me for five minutes!
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Monday, 08/05/74

Strangest thing happened today.  

Was buying groceries, and while I’m queuing, an argument broke out.  Apparently the owner had been following a Black man around the store to make sure he didn’t steal.  The man took issue with
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ALONE AT HALFMOON LAKE FOR A WEEK, 41 YEAR OLD WIDOW
RUTH MEETS A HANDSOME, YOUNGER BLACK MAN NAMED
CURTIS. THOUGH FROM DIFFERENT WORLDS, THE GRAVITY OF
THEIR MUTUAL ATTRACTION WILL NOT BE DENIED...

An Interracial BMWF Erotic Story

by Unbearable_Desires
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