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Enough of the small-town girl...

No more promise to a fashion designer...

And still, the world filled with passion...

No more keeping secrets or hiding behind lies. Tamara Simons has broken out of her closet and shattered her cover,  all for her love for Sam Rinaldi.

But, when Paolo Rossi comes to fulfill her desires as a woman, she has the urge to keep the secrets, hide in lies, and go back to the closet and under her covers.

It was no longer a choice between love and her career but a question between her love and her desire as a woman with worldly needs. 

Embracing Her Truth is the last book of Catherine Tramell's Erotic Femme Secrets, a story of one woman's journey of accepting her true identity. In this part, Tamara recognizes the truth and also her conflicting desires. But can her contradicting desires find common ground? Or will she choose to embrace the truth on new ground?

Content Warning: This is a lesbian romantic series with f/m and f/f sexual scenes. It also contains some cheating and other dark elements. This story is written for Adult Readers Only. Some scenes are sexually explicit and are intended for mature audiences.
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Tamara
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“Who are you? What are you?”

The woman in the mirror couldn't answer. I didn't know what to answer. Outside this cold bathroom was a man, lying on a wide bed, exhausted from giving me the most beautiful sex of my life. On the other side of Milan was another person waiting for me to come home and to be with her.

But here I am in front of a mirror, wondering who or what I had become. It had only been a year since Sam Rinaldi introduced me to a new world. A new world filled with confusion, curiosity, and a roller coaster of passion. It was difficult to embrace the world that she introduced, but ultimately, I found strength and freedom in it – along with love and a woman to hold.

A world that I might have shattered!

“Do you want to talk?” Paolo asked.

All because of him!

I had already accepted who I thought I was. A femme. A woman who fell in love with another woman – Sam Rinaldi. Sam and I met during the Milan fashion shoot. She was a promising fashion designer; I was a substitute model. But we hit it off both on and off the runway. She became my savior after my co-models sabotaged my return to the US. I had to spend one night with her. Just one night, and she changed me.

Sam and I made love that night. My first same-sex experience. It was new and interesting. I thought it was just once, but it became something more. The memory of that night remained in me, just as Sam remained in my heart. I longed to see her again but became afraid of who I could become.

To stop my confusion, I forced myself to love someone else. I failed. I never loved Nolan Richards; I only let him abuse me – until I found myself in the same world as Sam again. As if fated, her father's company signed Nolan to be their model, and I was part of the package.

Being a model was the only thing I excelled at, the only thing I thought I should be. Italy became the birth of my career. I scored many more modeling stints with local Italian brands than global brands. I didn't become a famous global model, but I became a top model in Italy. Aside from that, Italy gave me the freedom to become me.

For the almost twenty-five years I lived, my mother was in control of my life. She decided everything for me. What I should be, what I should want, how I should live my life. But in Italy, I had freedom. I was free to decide for myself; most of all, free to love Sam.

My freedom was never absolute. I needed to hide my love for Sam to save my career. The world might have recognized the LGBT community, but not everyone accepted them. Embracing and admitting that I was part of that community would narrow my career opportunities. I didn't have a fallback. I didn't know what I would be if my career ended. And as much as I loved Sam, I couldn't sacrifice my career.

So at my best friend's wedding, I lied and told everyone I knew that Paolo Rossi, a billionaire client of our agency, was my boyfriend. I thought that it would only stay in our town and wouldn't be a big deal. My mother's greed made it a big deal. She had news companies pick up the story, and it reached fashion and gossip magazines in Italy.

To save my career, I accepted Paolo's proposal to pretend that we were a couple. Paolo's motive had always been clear to me. He hired me as the model of the beer products because he wanted me to become his. I never gave him a chance. I had Nolan to take care of and Sam to love. He had no place in my heart or in my life – other than being my client.

Sam and I had a romantic and sexual relationship going. With Nolan out of the picture, we became a real couple, even if it was just between us. Some people around us picked up the idea, but no one confronted us. We were in love and free. But my fucked-up desires messed with my head. After I broke up with Nolan, my womanly cravings became stronger. I longed for a man's touch – specifically, to feel a cock inside me.

And I became weak.

Paolo's touches were like fires that ignited my cravings. His kisses scorched my loyalty to Sam. And his holds branded me as his wench. But despite the gravity of my mistake, there was still no regret or guilt inside me. Only confusion. Only questions of who I was and who I was to become.

“Tamara,” Paolo called again. “You’ve been in there for an hour. Is something wrong?”

Yes. Many things had gone wrong. There were many reasons for me to stop, but I was terrified. I told Paolo that what we had had to stop, but I ended up wanting to be in his arms again. It was not love. That I was sure of. What we had was pure lust, but my shameless body desired it more.

I took a deep breath and looked at my reflection. Sam. I loved Sam. I should end the night with her.

“Are you worried about Sam again?” Paolo asked when I opened the door. “I told you. I’m willing to accept who you are.”

"Because it's just sex for you," I snapped at him. "But everything ends now."

My heart jumped and pumped hot blood, shaking my nerves, when Paolo grabbed me by the waist and pulled my naked body closer to his naked form. The heat from his skin traveled to mine and boiled my blood with desire. I pushed him, but he held me closer.

“You said it a moment ago, but we know the truth. You want to stay with me,” Paolo said. 

He brushed the tip of his tall Roman nose on my neck and blew warm breaths with his mouth, covering me with lustful craving. Hypnotized, I followed his motion with my parted lips, almost begging for him to slide his lips into my mouth. He did, and my shameless self lost all its resolve.

I moaned into his mouth instead of telling him to stop. My body arched to offer him my boobs instead of shoving his hands away from them. I clung to his shoulders instead of pushing him away. My body trembled with wanting instead of shaking to resist.

Paolo’s hand slid on my left outer thigh and lifted my leg around his waist. His cock twitched against my wet slit. He let go of my leg and reached for his cock. He rubbed his hard and long shaft between my folds, wetting it with my slickness.

Stop! Sam! A voice banged against my head, but Paolo's kisses made me immune from the guilt brought by the voices. When he carried me back to the bed, I closed my eyes and threw out all my thoughts about Sam and only desired him and the pleasure that he had shown me that night.

“Paolo,” I called when his kisses moved lower to my tits.

I wriggled on the bed when he traced the center of my torso with his tongue. He settled on the tips of my folds. My hips gyrated at the heat of his breath. I bit my lower lip and moaned when he grazed his tongue buds against my sensitive pearl. 

"Fuck!" I exclaimed when he sucked my clit. I grabbed the top of his head but didn't try to pull him away. His tongue was so talented that I couldn't make him stop. "Shit," I yelled when he curled my legs and pushed his tongue inside me.

My toes curled from the sensation while my wetness continued to overflow. The contraction of my walls showed my desperation to have Paolo's shaft inside me again. It was not the first time that I had this desperation. I had hoped for the sensation when I was with Sam, too. Her dildo would be enough most of the time, but the past few days, I wanted a real cock inside me. To feel the heat of the skin brushing against my walls and not the smooth dildo.

Paolo noticed what I desired and positioned himself between my legs. It wasn't love, but my body rejoiced when he glided his cock along my folds and pushed it between my walls. When I had sex with Sam – with a woman – for the first time, I discovered that sex can be beautiful when it is overflowing with love. But with Paolo, I found out that desperate sexual desire can crash that beauty and turn it into madness. A madness I could not stop myself from enjoying.

My body temperature rose from the friction between my walls. Desire seeped into my veins, triggering my craving for pleasure – one that I had repeatedly experienced through Paolo. The long strokes, the hardness, the depth. No dildo could make up for the warmth of the skin gliding in and out of my walls.

I writhed against the sheets as Paolo's thrusts intensified, defeating the doubts that urged me to stop. My body became bolder and countered his every strong push. My lungs let go of loud and heavy moans, begging him to bring me to pleasure again.

Paolo understood my body just as Sam understood me. He increased the power of his thrusts, shaking my body close to ecstasy. Then, with powerful and deeper thrusts, he broke the contained fire inside me, inflaming my whole body with frenzy. I screamed with happiness while writhing under him, clinging to his body like I never wanted to part from the pleasure.
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