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Chapter One

 


“Mom, come on. Why do we
have to have this conversation?” Maia Zimmerman demanded as she
restlessly picked up a dress in the very popular Southern
Chic.

Her daughter was just twenty-four and
so full of ideas about what she thought the world was like
including the father Maia was determined to get to know after all
these years.

“We don’t,” Randi
Zimmerman replied coolly. “You brought it up, Maia. I
didn’t.”

She’d talked herself blue in the face
trying to talk Maia out of searching for her father. Randi knew
there was no way he’d want to see her. He’d married the tart he’d
left Randi for and they actually had two children. The youngest was
only eleven according to a friend Randi corresponded
with.

Her ex had done well for
himself—gotten that big house and a place in New York high society.
He’d even made partner in the firm he worked for.

He hadn’t had much interest in Maia as
a child despite half doing his fatherly duty just to impress his
grandfather and Randi’s father. Randi hated to see her child hurt
and sometimes wished she’d allowed her daughters to see what kind
of man their father had been rather than hiding it from
them.

“Because I know you were
going there,” she protested as she put the dress back. “You always
do this every time I mention leaving town. Why can’t you just tell
me if it makes me happy to go see what New York thinks of
me?”

“There is nothing in New
York you need, honey,” Randi replied as she selected a dress from
the rack.

“Not that one,” Mori
Baker, the shop’s owner, said, wrinkling her nose. She pulled a
dress free. “Try on this one.”

Randi looked at the dress the other
woman handed her. It was a little more risqué than she normally
wore. She had a reputation to maintain as a professor at the local
college, University of Louisiana, UL. She taught political science
there, having once been a hot shot corporate and criminal law
attorney.

She’d moved from Chicago when her
oldest daughter, Maia, turned ten and her youngest almost six. Her
husband of ten years had been sleeping around on her again. They
had both been eager to hop the next flight to New York where the
company was transferring him.

“I don’t know,” Randi
said. “It’s too—I’d never have any place to wear it.”

“That dinner party that’s
coming up,” Maia said dully. “A couple of cute teachers will be
there. Men who actually think you’re hot.”

“She is hot, Maia,” a
feminine voice said, and Randi turned her head to see the girl from
the antique shop studying her with those sienna eyes.

She had to be only twenty-six, which
was barely older than both her kids with her youngest being almost
twenty. Brionna’s wavy black hair hung nearly to her back, and she
was clad in a short skirt that showed off plenty of leg.

“You would look great in
that dress,” Brionna Morley drawled as her gaze slid slowly over
her and Randi’s heart beat faster.

“Well, thanks, Brionna,”
she murmured, allowing her gaze to linger a little longer than she
should on those legs—they went on for miles.

Brionna wore dresses often, but today
she wore a gauzy plum skirt teamed with a white blouse that boasted
a deep-V showing off her long neck.

“Try it on, Mom,” Maia
urged.

“Okay,” she said and took
the dress from Mori’s hand.

She headed to the dressing rooms with
a sigh. She was bi, but she’d always preferred women. However,
she’d known what was expected of her from the moment she looked at
the first girl she’d ever loved.

Randi had been from a
middle-class family. Her father was a lawyer who expected—no would
not allow either
of his two daughters to marry beneath them or be with women. So,
she’d toed the line like a good girl.

She’d married the right man and went
to all the right social events until her husband started cheating
on her.

Randi hung the dress on the door and
removed the blouse and pants she’d worn to work. She’d left her old
life behind and come to a small town intent on making a new life
for herself away from her parents’ demands.

She’d had her fair share of flings
with women. However, she’d been devoted to her career and the
consulting with a law firm that gave her plenty of opportunities to
stay in practice. Plus, she’d had children to be concerned with.
Her own needs had taken a backseat which meant getting in a
relationship with a woman had never been a choice, even
now.

Despite the fact both of her daughters
had lives of their own they were getting on with, she found herself
trapped in the status quo. In this town, lesbians hid or didn’t
exist even with the women coming out lately. Randi was
afraid.

She was afraid of losing everything,
including the love of her children, if she admitted she’d rather
spend time with a woman than a man. As a result, she filled her
time with crafting—working with her hands gave her a sense of
satisfaction and pride.

She stepped into the dress and there
was a rap on the door. “Yes?”

“Do you need any help
zipping your dress, Ms. Zimmerman?”

The sound of Brionna’s voice sent a
shiver through her and Randi closed her eyes. She’d checked Brionna
out more than once when she’d seen her around town. She had a firm
tight ass to go with those long legs that Randi wanted to feel
wrapped around her.

“God,” she whispered. She
couldn’t do this, not now. Lesbians might be coming out of the
woodwork, but this town would never have a large lesbian community
she could just vanish into for a fling.

And unless she wanted to fight with
the college she may as well continue with her resignation to live
alone until she retired.

“No?”

She opened the door and peered out to
tell Brionna to go away, but when their eyes met, lust clashed with
lust and the bottom dropped out of her stomach.

Brionna was alone and Randi allowed
her gaze to slide slowly down over the younger woman’s breasts. The
brown skin whispered to her, in a seductive tone she found hard to
resist.

“Sure.” Randi
smiled.

Brionna stepped in and closed the door
behind her. “You really make that dress look good,” Brionna
murmured. “Turn.”

She lifted a brow at the younger
woman. “You’ve been checking me out?”

“Is that a real problem?”
she asked. “I’ve noticed you looking my way a few
times.”

Randi shrugged and turned. “I have a
reputation.”

“As a bitch who’s hard to
get,” Brionna commented and glided a finger down from Randi’s nape
to her waist. “The dress does a lot for your tits, and you have a
great ass.”

“Not as great as yours.
Now zip me and stop coming on before someone hears you.”

“Is that what’s bothering
you?” Brionna asked. “Then you should give me a call so I can come
on to you in private.”

She laughed, a lightness in her chest.
“You’re too young for me.” No, Brionna Morley was the perfect age
for her, and everything about Brionna drew Randi in, made her
fantasize about a life with a loving wife and a family she could
care for.

But she had a family. Two beautiful
daughters and any misstep could turn them into pariahs. Neither of
them would forgive her for that.

“You didn’t say the wrong
color.”

“Your color is perfect,”
she said.

Black men had been as off limits as
had Latin ones. Her father had believed in each race keeping to
itself, though he had black friends he enjoyed spending time
with.

Randi had thought that’s why she’d
been so drawn to black women. They were a double no-no. But she
knew that wasn’t true.

She’d been drawn to them finding their
color irresistible and sexy, and Brionna was one of the sexiest
yet. She had fantasized more than once about what she would look
like laying on her sheets in lacy panties or nothing at all, the
caramel of her skin a canvas to be stroked.

“Then call me,” Brionna
said and tugged the jean purse with the cute pink bunny tail and
heart charm clipped to one end from her shoulder to remove a
pen.

“Don’t be ridiculous,”
Randi said with a little laugh, and Brionna took her hand. “What
are you doing?”

“I know you can’t just ask
me out given you’re a professor and all, but I don’t think there
would be any harm in us having a few hook-ups.” She neatly scrawled
something on Randi’s hand.

“What are you writing?”
Randi asked curiously, feeling a rush that she hadn’t felt in
years.

Too many damned years.

Brionna met her gaze, her sienna eyes
gleaming wickedly. “We can both get what we want.” Brionna moved
behind her again.

“What do you think I
want?” Randi asked as Brionna zipped up her dress. Randi looked at
her hand and found a number neatly drawn there along with a pair of
lips.

“Call me” was written in
block letters beneath them.

“Me.”


Chapter Two

 


Brionna smiled a secret smile as she
stood in the corner of the living room watching her parents’ guests
mingle two days later. The old Victorian had two levels and two
sitting rooms which came in handy when they had parties.

She hadn’t been invited to this
evening’s dinner party, but that wasn’t unusual. Her parents loved
to socialize. It made for an interesting evening sometimes, but she
didn’t expect that tonight.

Most of the usual crew was in
attendance—teachers, lawyers, doctors, and shop owners. She
searched the room idly for some humorous event to amuse her. For a
moment, Brionna considered going over to Mirabella McLean and the
small mixed group she was talking with.

Mirabella was attractive, about
forty-two with auburn hair that flowed over her shoulders in a fine
spill of color that was radiant in the light. She wore a simple
black dress tonight and Brionna was certain she’d be so much
prettier in something that played up her shape more.

“That’s a nice blouse,
Randi,” Stewart Cook, a professor at UL, said.

Brionna’s attention jerked from the
boring couple talking to her parents in search of Randi. She found
her smiling placidly at the attractive dark-haired man who’d issued
the compliment.

Brionna hadn’t known she’d be here.
She and Mirabella had declined the last two invitations and Brionna
had known why.

Randi had captivated her five years
ago with her honey-gold skin, gold-brown hair, and gray
eyes.

She was wearing that black skirt
paired with a rich red blouse she’d bought the other day at Mori’s
instead of that hot dress, and they fit her perfectly—the skirt
snug enough to show off her small hips and nice ass. The blouse,
open at the throat, was coupled with a black silk scarf with a hint
of gold woven through it.

Her shoulder length hair was pulled
back into a bun with a jeweled comb, showing off her pretty
face.

At forty-five, she was still quite
lithe and moved with easy grace that said she was comfortable with
herself. Randi should be because she was beautiful, and standing
there watching her, Brionna had to catch her breath.

However, Brionna had to wonder why
Randi was hiding in a life she didn’t belong in.

Things were changing here, though not
fast enough, she had to admit. People were still having trouble
getting used to the fact some lesbians were out and
proud.

She was one of them and had been
before it was cool to be.

“Thank you, Stewart,”
Randi replied.

Their conversation became a little
quieter, and Brionna watched Randi, jealousy eating at her when the
two of them danced. His hands wandered a little too low at times,
but Randi just gently brushed them away.

It was clear Cook wanted her, and
Brionna had no doubt he might eventually be the man Randi was dumb
enough to settle for. He was in her field, her age group, and her
color. Plus, he was a man. Everything that would keep Randi
suppressed and trapped.

And Brionna despised him for
it.

“Excuse me,” Randi said
two minutes later. “I need to powder my nose.” She gave him a
friendly smile and headed for the door.

Randi stopped short at the sight of
her, and Brionna lifted her brows.

“Brionna,” she murmured.
“I see you’re not in the party mood.”

She was clad in a simple dress and
sandals. She liked dresses though she did own some pants. Brionna
thought the less left to a woman’s imagination the more likely she
was to call.

“You haven’t called,”
Brionna drawled. “I guess you’re afraid of what people will say if
they see you on a date with a younger black woman.”

Randi’s gaze slid over her, lingering
on her breasts for a moment. “I’m not going to play this game with
you, Brionna,” she replied patiently. “I already told you that you
weren’t my type.”

“You said I was too young,
and now I’m not your type? Do you know what that is, Miss Illusion
Creatrix?” Brionna reached for the scarf knotted loosely beneath
the collar of Randi’s blouse.

“Do you even know what you
just said?” Randi asked as she took a step toward
Brionna.

“That you’re a pretender,”
she said, not moving, and Randi slid a hand to Brionna’s waist and
gently urged her aside.

The touch made her nipples harden and
her breath catch. God, her mother would be so mad if she knew she
was out here flirting with Randi.

Her parents, especially her mother,
were accepting of her and had taught her to be who she was even if
that was a lesbian. However, they preferred she dated women her age
rather than ones old enough to be her mother, but the women her age
didn’t appeal. Not like Randi.

Brionna put her hand on Randi’s. “When
are you going to stop kidding yourself?”

“I don’t know what you
think you know about me, little Miss, but you don’t know shit,”
Randi said and gave her a little smile. “Now, show me the powder
room.”

Brionna gave her a brief smile and
turned and led the way to the half bath. When they reached it, she
turned on the light before looking at Randi as she leaned against
the wall next to the door.

Randi pulled her inside and pushed the
door closed before Brionna could blink and had her against the
wall, her lips soft as they claimed Brionna’s.

Brionna gripped the scarf in one hand
as she parted her lips. Randi’s tongue darted inside, tasting her
slowly. Randi braced a hand on the wall as she ran her free hand up
Brionna’s thigh beneath her dress.

Brionna moaned, the touch heating her
blood quickly as she creamed her panties.

She released the knot of Randi’s scarf
and palmed her breast. Randi drew her hand down to her side and
tore her lips from Brionna’s to look into her eyes.

That gray gaze was a meteor storm of
desire that rained down on her, making her juices run as her hunger
to feel Randi’s hands all over her, coaxing her body to orgasm,
increased.

“This could be very
dangerous, Brionna,” she said roughly. “You need to stay away from
me.”

“Why?” she demanded. “Are
you afraid?”

“My job could be at stake
if I go waltzing around town with you,” she said, letting out a
heavy breath. “It’s fine for the new chair to screw around with a
woman, but it’s different for me.”

“Because you don’t have
tenure.”

Randi gave her a patient look.
“Because I’m older, because I should know better, and because I
have two children. Their lives could be turned upside down by what
I do.”

“That’s why you sneak off
to the city to fuck around,” she said widening her eyes, her tone
one of mock wonder. “I’ve seen you at Femme Chateau picking up
women, but don’t tell me. You were recruiting for a book
club.”

Randi snorted. “That’s not the point,”
she said impatiently, and anger simmered in her depths turning
those gray eyes charcoal.

Femme Chateau was a lesbian club that
seemed like a normal dance club to the casual observer. They had a
private club that catered to the fetish community. Brionna’s ex had
taken her there on more than one occasion for a relaxing evening to
do a scene.

“Anyway, I’m entitled to
have sex now and then.”

“I agree,” Brionna
murmured. “Have it with me.” She tugged Randi’s scarf free and
draped it around her own neck. “I’ll even undress you.” She ran a
finger down between Randi’s breasts and the pulse in Randi’s neck
sped up to her delight.

“Don’t be too pushy,
little girl,” she said coolly as she tugged her hand away. “I know
how to undress me.” She leaned in closer and kissed Brionna hard
before stepping back. “Out—before someone comes knocking and finds
you in here.”

Brionna took her time peeling herself
off the wall. “If you lost my number, I don’t mind giving it to you
again, just say the magic words.”

Randi’s eyes narrowed on her. “Magic
words? What would they be, little Miss?”

 “Please.”

“Someone wants a spanking
before I throw her out,” Randi said, but there was humor in her
eyes.

Randi was clearly enjoying herself so
why was she refusing to go out with her?

“Fine.” Brionna gave her
look from beneath her lashes before stepping out. She gave Randi a
long look then turned and pulled the door closed at her
back.

Brionna grinned and took a few steps
before realizing her mother stood in the corridor wearing a
disapproving look, arms crossed over her chest.

“Brionna-Renee Rochelle,”
Lynn-Marie said in a low chastising tone. “What are you up
to?”

“Nothing,” she said with a
shrug as she draped Randi’s scarf around her neck. It smelled of
her sexy perfume. “I was just showing the professor to the powder
room.”

“No, Brionna,” her mother
said, glaring. “She has too much to lose if she starts hanging out
with a child.”

“I’m old enough to drink,
Mother,” she replied impatiently. “Besides, it’s not like I can get
her pregnant.”

Lynn-Marie’s brown eyes narrowed on
her despite the flash of humor. “I know you think you and those
other women are starting a revolution, making change for the
better, and maybe in time, it will be true.”

“B—”

“This is the here and
now,” Lynn-Marie cut in quickly, holding up a hand to silence her.
“She’s not twenty-six, honey. She’s a pillar of the community and
one of the Ladies of CB.”

“I—”

“The Ladies of CB is a
rather prestigious organization of professionals,” Lynn-Marie
reminded her gently. “These are women who everyone in town look up
to. They’re the standard for success, for getting favors in the
professional world.”

“I know.”

“Like the Daughters of the
Founding Fathers, that group’s word carries a lot of weight. If
they distance themselves from her, her life here will be like being
in exile because others lead where those ladies follow.”

“You’re one of
them.”

“That’s how I know we’re
held to a certain standard. In a small town, you can live or die by
the company you keep.”

“That’s why you keep
wanting me to be normal?”

“I know you’re never going
to be straight, honey,” Lynn-Marie replied patiently. “I accept
that you will continue to go your own way, but that’s why I
continue to do the things I do so you can still have a nice life in
this town.”

Brionna started to speak, but her
mother put a finger to her lips indicating she wanted her to hold
her tongue.

“What I do keeps people
civil to you despite your behavior. Now, go on. Go out and play
with some women your own age.”

She rolled her eyes. “I don’t want to
go out, Mother,” she said.

“Go get you something to
eat then, but stay away from my party.” She took Brionna’s arm and
urged her toward the kitchen. “I mean it.” Her mother tried to take
the scarf, but Brionna stepped out of reach. “Give it back to her.”
Her tone was pleading.

“Mom, I like
Randi.”

“Just do it, now go.” She
shooed her away, and Brionna went, deciding not to argue. There was
no point to it nor would there ever be since Randi would never call
her.

 





Chapter Three

 


Randi exhaled roughly after splashing
a little water on her face. She was glad she wasn’t wearing more
than lipstick, or she’d have to re-apply.

She’d given all that up once she left
her husband. She’d never liked make-up anyway. She’d only worn it
because of her mother.

Randi had just been daughter number
two, the middle child of three. She’d been the tomboy, the
rebellious teen who’d sneaked out to parties and clubs.

She’d become someone different once
she got pregnant with Maia. Her father had insisted she marry
Maia’s father and settle down to become a good housewife. However,
she’d gone to law school hoping that would make her parents
proud.

Randi blew out a harsh breath as she
stared at her damp face in the round mirror over the vanity. Her
father’s treatment of her, her mother’s constant criticism, and her
husband’s cheating even early on had worn on her emotionally. Randi
had expected rejection, disapproval even, here.

So, for her children’s sakes, she’d
done what she always did. Put on the face the community wanted to
see. Randi had dated a few men early on, but none of them had
stayed when she wouldn’t put out. She’d used sex as a barometer for
just how long a man would last.

The women she’d slipped off to the
city to sate her true need for hadn’t been much different. They
couldn’t get what they wanted, so they moved on, too, failing to
understand that she couldn’t bring a woman into her life while her
kids were young.

She hadn’t wanted them to be shamed
because of her.

Only her kids were constant, and she
was about to lose them, too. Randi was happy they had dreams to
follow, but a small part of her was afraid of being utterly
alone.

She reached for one of the paper
towels and dried her face and then her hands before going back out
to the party.

“Are you okay?” Lynn-Marie
asked. “I know Brionna can be a bit of a handful. She’s always been
that way. It’s a good thing we never had more than one.”

Randi laughed. “She’s still trying to
find herself, her place in the world.”

Lynn-Marie grunted. “Brionna has never
had that sort of identity crisis. She’s always known where she was
going even if she’s changed direction on us.”

She smiled, thinking of the seemingly
very confident young woman. Her blood quickened in a way she
couldn’t stop. “Where is that?”

“She’s an artist, a
history buff, and she loves antiques more than her father or
myself,” Lynn-Marie said. “She’s the reason the store’s doing so
well.”

The Morley’s owned an antique shop
which was where Brionna worked.

Lynn-Marie’s expression turned from
motherly pride to something more serious. “She says she only likes
women, but she doesn’t have anything to lose.”

Randi nodded. “I see.”

“You have more. Now, come
out and enjoy the companionship of the rest of the adults. You
already have two children at home.”

Randi gave her a smile. She knew
Lynn-Marie was warning her off her daughter.

****

The next morning, Brionna was up early
for a bike ride in the park. She loved biking and skating as well
as swimming. She got home in time to shower and head down for
coffee. Her mother was there talking to her father in quiet tones,
and she wondered if they were arguing again.

At this point, she knew her parents
were together only for status. They had fallen out of love a long
time ago, and her father was seriously seeing someone. She was even
sure the woman’s young son was her brother.

“What are you saying,
Lynn-Marie?” her father asked patiently.

“I’m saying that I’m going
to go take my sister up on her invitation,” she replied, her tone
resigned. “When I get back, we can decide what to do with the shop.
Neither of us really care about it.”

“Then, there’s nothing to
do about it,” he said. “Not now. I don’t want to sell.”

“Fine,” she replied.
“We’ll let Brionna handle it until one of us does.”

“I know you’re upset, but
I just can’t continue doing this. I waited until she was out of
high school and then it was college just like you asked me to. I
think I’ve earned my freedom.”

“Why now?” she demanded.
“Why can’t we just go on as we’ve been?”

“Doesn’t make sense that’s
why,” Adjani Morley said to his wife. “Besides, I love her, and you
know that.”

“And you don’t love me?”
Lynn-Marie demanded, pounding something on a counter. “What are you
going to do with her?”

“Travel. We both want to
see a few places, so we’re planning to do a tour of New England to
start. We can take care of the divorce when you and I get
back.”

“You’re a
bastard.”

“Go on that trip with your
sister. Didn’t you say it would be a month long?” he asked
heavily.

“Yes.”

“When you get back, we’ll
talk about this again. I think we’ll both have clearer heads,”
Adjani said, a chill in his tone.

“Morning,” Brionna said,
breezing into the kitchen not wanting to hear another moment of
pain in her mother’s voice.

She understood both sides. Her father
had a child whose life he wanted to be part of, and she didn’t want
him to miss that. On the other hand, this was her mother and that
other woman was an interloper who’d come between a husband and a
wife.

“Brionna.” Her father gave
her a too bright smile, and she frowned.

“Your breakfast is ready,
honey,” her mother said, in a tone that wavered. She cleared her
throat. “I’ve decided to take my sister up on her invitation to go
to Ireland.”

“Really?” Brionna asked,
feigning innocence. The time away would be good for her mother, and
even for her. The tension in the room was thick enough to cut and
she had no doubt it would be the same when they both
returned.

“Can you handle the shop
by yourself? Your father is leaving for a trip.”

“Sure. I just—when was
this all decided?”

“We’ve been talking about
it for a few weeks,” her mother told her. “Are you sure you can
handle things without one of us around?”

“I’m sure,” she said.
“I’ve done it before.”

“Good, then,” Lynn-Marie
said brightly. “I’m leaving today. I’ll probably be gone before you
get home.”

“When are you leaving,
Dad?”

“Tomorrow,” he answered.
“So, we can have dinner together tonight.”

She nodded. “I’ll be home by
six.”

Her parents owned the antique shop,
but her mother had been working it along with her for the last six
years while her father managed his small pizzeria, making
pizza.

It was more his love than the antique
shop. The place had been more of an investment and then a job for
her when she turned out to love finding and sometimes restoring old
furniture.

She didn’t do that much anymore, but
Brionna still did do most of the buying for the shop.

“Great. I’ll bring home a
pizza and salad.” He gave her a smile.

She nodded as she made her way to the
counter where her mother stood. Brionna hugged her, sad for her,
but a little relieved her parents were finally going to stop
playing the happy couple when they were anything but.

“I’ll miss you, Mom. Have
a safe trip. Love you so much.”

Lynn-Marie kissed her on the cheek.
“Love you, baby. Be good.”

She laughed. “I’m not a little girl,
Mom.”

“I know.” Lynn-Marie
laughed, and it was a heavy sound, a sound of letting
go.


Chapter Four

 


Over the next two days, Randi graded
papers and hung out with her youngest daughter. Maia came over for
dinner, and she savored the moment of having both of her children
with her because she knew Maia would eventually go to New
York.

And she would let her.

But now was a time for savoring the
moments they had left.

“Mom, why don’t you go out
with any of the guys that ask you out?” her daughter Milina asked
as Randi sat at her desk going over the week’s lesson
plan.

Randi looked up to find Milina
watching her with her father’s brown eyes. They were sober, almost
probing. Milina had her fine-boned features and heart-shaped
face.

“Why do you ask?” Randi
quizzed.

“It just seems like you’re
always either hanging out with your club or by yourself working on
some project in your studio lately.”

“I like working with my
hands, honey,” she answered. “There has to be some reason you’re
asking.”

“I was just thinking that
we’ve never really seen you with anyone since dad,” Milina replied.
“Maia is going to head off to New York, and I’m going to Texas
after graduation. You’re going to be here all alone.”

“This is a good town to be
alone in,” Randi mused, and her thoughts shot back to that
kiss.

Oh, that kiss.

Brionna had been so warm and soft
against her. She’d smelled so inviting and the look in her eyes had
been pure desire that made her wet even now.

Wanting her was crazy, foolish really.
Brionna was out, everyone who saw her with Brionna would suspect
there was more than friendship going on.

Besides, Lynn-Marie had warned her off
her daughter.

“I don’t want you to be
alone,” Milina told her softly. “You have so much to offer the
right man, and I think Stewart is one of those men. He’s
cute—”

Randi snickered and Milina
grinned.

“He is. He’s also in the
same profession as you. Things could work out really well for you
two.”

Randi laughed. “Honey, I’m a big girl.
I’ll be fine, and you’ll come home to visit me sometime when you
get time off.”

Milina had been offered a job in Texas
at a top advertising firm. She would take it once she graduated in
July. That was months away, almost a lifetime, and Randi already
missed her.

“I’m getting you fixed up
before I leave,” Milina said, a determined glint in her eyes as she
got up from the couch. “I’m going out for a while. I’ll see you
later.”

“Have fun, sweetie,” she
said.

Randi went back to her work, but
finished up all too soon and then headed out to her workshop, the
garage.

She had the guesthouse out back and
had thought it would be good for the girls to entertain their
friends, but they hadn’t used it more than a few times. So, Randi
had turned it into her quiet space.

It had a large bedroom and bath with a
galley kitchen as well as a small sitting room. She’d hoped Maia
would move in there, but Maia had wanted to be on her own away from
her mother’s prying eyes.

Randi took in the latest project on
the table. The frame for the mirror had taken her a few months,
thanks to her other activities, but the hearts and flowers she’d
taken her time and carved into the wood were perfect.

She didn’t have anything to do to it
or the make-up table with its bench. Randi had no idea what she was
going to do with them.

She had to fit the glass into both
pieces and that wouldn’t take long. She had them ready to go, but
she wasn’t really in the mood to work tonight. She was a little
restless and didn’t understand why.

She sat on the bench and looked at her
hand. The black scrawl appeared as if freshly written, and she saw
the numbers as well as the words as clear as the day they’d been
written there.

“Fuck. What is wrong with
me?” She shook her head.

An affair with her would
only lead to trouble.

What she needed was to go and have a
drink. She could go to that new club on the edge of town. No. She
couldn’t risk being seen there.

The Ladies of CB would find out and
the ridicule would never end.

She pulled her cell phone from her
pants pocket and checked for messages. She could call her closest
and true friend, Mirabella. They both liked younger women, but Mira
was more of a femme than a butch no matter how hard she tried to
deny it.

As she started to input Mira’s number,
Randi got to her feet and went inside instead. A glass of wine and
some TV was all she really needed.

She wasn’t lonely, just—she just
wanted to get hot and sweaty and hear another woman screaming her
name. However, going into the city wasn’t an option
tonight.

“Crazy bitch,” she
muttered. “You aren’t that lonely, and you certainly have never
been that needy.”

Her phone chimed, announcing an
incoming text as she made her way into the kitchen. She opened it
and read it before dialing the number.

“Maia, where are
you?”

“I’m stranded at the
arcade.”

“What are you doing
there?” Randi asked.

The club had been closed down last
year making the nightlife almost nonexistent. However, the Play
Plex with its restaurant, miniature golf, and arcade did drag the
twenty-something crowd out there on occasion.

The casino was also out there, giving
the adults entertainment of their own.

“Jeff brought me out here
to play mini golf, but we ended up here with him playing some game
against one of his buddies.”

“I didn’t know he was a
gamer,” Randi commented wryly. There was nothing wrong with Jeff
Conway. He did have a job, but she thought he was a little immature
at twenty-six.

“Can you come get me?
Milina didn’t answer her phone.”

“Sure, I’ll be right
there.”

“Thanks, Mom.”

She ended the call and slipped on
shoes before heading out. The fall evening was warm, so she didn’t
need a jacket. When Randi got to the arcade, she scanned the crowd
looking for her daughter.

Who she did see, surprised
her.

Brionna was standing next to another
young woman and they were talking. When the other girl leaned
toward Brionna, jealousy shot through Randi and she tried to tamp
it down, but it flared higher when Brionna put a hand on the other
woman’s waist.

Randi looked away as she flattened her
lips. She wasn’t angry, Randi told herself. She had no right to be
anyway because Brionna could see whoever she wanted, whenever she
wanted.

She looked around impatiently and
started to walk as the noise of games and the buzz of conversation
mingled with shrieks of excitement.

After five minutes, Randi gave up
looking for her daughter and marched over to Brionna who was
watching the girl she was with play pinball. The woman was clearly
butch in her tight low-slung jeans and short curly hair.

That Brionna would go for that type
wasn’t a surprise. She seemed to prefer the stronger
woman.

“Brionna,” Randi said
coldly.

Brionna turned away from the game,
giving her a smile. “Hi, teach,” she said in a low intimate tone.
“Want to play?”

The huskiness and the look in her eyes
made Randi’s nipples harden, and Randi had to clear her throat.
“Have you seen Maia?”

“Both of them are here,”
she said. “They were playing mini golf.”

“She said she needed a
ride.”

“Yeah, she got into it
with Jeff Conway,” Brionna said. “I would have offered to drive
her, but I came with someone. I am ready to leave though. Can you
drop me, too?”

Randi stared at her, almost missing
the look the butch on the pinball machine gave her. Brionna turned
to the woman.

“I’ll talk to you later,”
she said.

“Brionna, are you
serious?” she demanded and threw Randi a dirty look.

Brionna smiled. “Quite.” She sidled up
to Randi. “I really would appreciate that ride.”

The way Brionna clasped her hands
behind her back and gazed up at her innocently stole Randi’s
breath. Her heart kicked as she imagined Brionna dressed in
something a little more seductive.

Fuck and fuck.

She looked away for a moment,
attempting to gain her bearings. She was used to younger women
giving her seductive looks in the club, but she didn’t get them
often enough from women half her age. So, dealing with it now
almost left her mind a blank.

“Your friend seems more
than willing
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