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CYNDIE &
CHARLÉNE

A FIRST-TIME LESBIAN
ROMANCE




Cyndie rushed for the metal steps that
led up to the train platform, late again. Her, not the train. Never
can count on a commuter train to be late, can you? A train rumbled
noisily on the tracks overhead, leaving the station. A loud
clad-a-clack-clack, metal-on-metal sound. The late afternoon sun
was warm in a cloudless royal blue sky. She loved the fall. The
days were still warm and bright and sunny. The evenings were cool,
crisp, and pleasant.

She’d rushed from work, wearing a
sleeveless pink pantsuit, cinched at the waist with a thick belt, a
clutch purse slung over her shoulder draped diagonally between her
boobs. Her black shoes had three-inch heels. Always trying to make
up for her diminutive 5'-3” height. She was a minimalist when it
came to jewelry, but she did have on a silver lady’s Rolex—one of
John’s last gives to her before he died—and a silver bangle around
her opposite wrist. It was a gift from her mother. She also wore
her mother’s wedding ring. It made her feel closer to her after she
passed two years earlier.

“Hello!” She heard from
the top of the stairs. Charléne with that sweet, sexy French accent
of hers.

Charléne!” Cyndie waved back.
Smiling.

Charléne bounded down the steps toward
her. Tall and slim in tight black leather pants, boots, and a black
tank top under a leather jacket. Her booted footfalls rang hollowly
on the metal steps. She carried a single overnight bag. Some
designer thing, of course.

In the late afternoon, the station was
nearly deserted. It was after the noontime crush and too early for
the commuter rush hour to have started in earnest.

Cyndie rushed up to the metal
landing.

“Cynthia!” Charléne
dropped her bag and raised her arms wide.

They embraced. It had been nearly a
year since they saw each other in person. John’s
funeral.

Before that, Cyndie and John had moved
out of the city. Charléne had been their next-door neighbor in the
high-rise apartment they rented. Ten years, their friendship had
grown and blossomed. So different from her, Charléne was the
wildest woman Cyndie had ever met. She never married but had had a
string of men over the years. Some lived with her for a while. Most
were one-night stands. Charléne was a real free spirit. A woman
without inhibitions or hang-ups.

So unlike Cyndie, who was quiet,
reserved, a proper rule-follower who’d seldom colored outside the
lines as they say. She envied her French friend and wished she
could be more like the désinhibé beauty. But she knew she’d never
have the guts, and at her age—fifty-two next month—she didn’t see
herself changing.

“You look great.” Charléne
stepped back. Holding Cyndie’s hands, she looked her
over.

“Aw, thank you.” The truth
was Charléne was the one who looked great. Always stylish, chic,
and just wicked beautiful. Cyndie couldn’t believe how much she
missed her. Cyndie held her friend’s hands out. “Look at you.
Jolie.”

Pretty in French.

She had a narrow face with high
cheekbones, expressive brown eyes, long eyelashes, and dark, thick
eyebrows. Full lips and pale, porcelain-white skin. Her cheeks
turned red. Her perfume smelled of jasmine, rose, and sandalwood.
Her large silver hoop earrings caught glimpses of the bright
sunlight.

“I am, am I not?” She
tapped her upper chest, the pale skin above her low-cut tank top.
She half curtsied and batted her eyelashes comically. Both women
laughed. “What I really am is famished. Where do we
eat?”

***

After their late lunch, early supper,
whichever it was, Cyndie drove them to her home. They’d spent the
last two hours catching up and laughing. Charléne told the most
outrageous stories of life in the city. Cyndie missed the city. The
energy, the pulse, the vibe. Though she didn’t regret her move to
the suburbs. The slower, quieter pace actually did suit her well,
also. But since John passed, loneliness had set in.

Cyndie parked the car in her garage
and retrieved Charléne’s carry-on from the trunk. Inside, she
showed her friend to the spare bedroom. They deposited her bag and
returned to the living room, where they opened a ten-year-old
bottle of red wine. A very smooth merlot.

Sitting on the sofa, they sipped their
wine. Cyndie crossed her legs and hooked an arm over the back of
the sofa. Charléne took off her leather jacket. Her sleeveless tank
top clung to her body like a second skin. Her arms, bare beneath
it, tapered down to slender wrists, revealing a long tattoo down
the length of her left arm. It was a stylized dragon that curled
around her arm as if embracing it, with wings outstretched and
claws raised. Charléne’s dragon. On the back of her right wrist was
a second tat. Smaller, discreet, of a feather and a swirl
design.

“I love the new ink.”
Cyndie fingered the feather and swirl. “It is new, isn’t
it?”

Charléne nodded. “A few months ago. My
boyfriend at the time got one, too. My initials instead of the
swirl.” She laughed. “I knew better than to do that merde. We broke
up three days later.”

She lifted her glass and sipped her
wine. It was rich and bold, full-bodied.

Cyndie didn’t have any tattoos. Too
chicken. “Anyone replace him yet?”

Charléne gave her an are-you-kidding
look. “That night. The new doorman. Nineteen, but he had the
stamina of a bull. And was hung like one, too.”

Cyndie’s cheeks got hot.

“He got fired. They put
cameras in the elevators. Can you imagine?” Charléne refilled their
glasses. “What of you, Cynthia? Dating?”

“Oh, God, no. At my
age.”

“At your age, what? You’re
only fifty-two!” Charléne laughed.

“I know.” Cyndie sighed.
“But the whole dating scene. Bars. Karaoke nights.” She shrugged.
“I can’t do that again. Just not my thing anymore.”

“Tsk. Nobody dates like
that anymore. It’s all online. Internet. Dating sites. I could put
a profile together for you.”

“Oh, God. No.”

Charléne started reciting what
Cyndie’s profile would be. “Nice, beautiful, middle-class suburban
widow with a great career. Self-sufficient. Seeks....”

Cyndie rolled her eyes.

“Seeking one-night stands.
No attachments. No commitments. Men or women.”

“What!”

Then Charléne got silly. “If you’re
into slutty, wild, kinky, bi-sexual cougars.”

“Stop it,” Cyndie said,
slapping her arm playfully. “You’re terrible.”

But Charléne kept at it, getting
raunchier as she went. “Seeking to do it in a public restroom with
a stranger. Or on a park bench in the dark with an open-minded
couple. A private booth at a sex shop. Or on a crowded train with a
man who’ll eat her pussy until she screams.”

“Charléne!”

Her friend laughed. “Je suis désolé.
I’m sorry. I got carried away. But serious, mon amour. You need to
start dating.” She held Cyndie’s hand, rubbed her thumb over the
back of it. “It’s been over a year.”

“I know.” Cyndie’s cheeks
burned. “There’s just not been.... anyone.”

“So true. Why do you think
I fuck any guy I can find and then toss them aside. None of them
are keepers. Men. Ugh.” She rolled her pretty eyes. “But, the sex.
Oui. The sex is fantastic.”

They sipped their wine silently for a
bit. Then Charléne said, “You ever think of doing something really
crazy? Just off the wall, cuckoo.”

“Like what?” Cyndie asked.
“Going skydiving or buy a sportscar or something?”

“Not exactly.”

“Good. Because that sounds
like some mid-life crisis bullshit.”

“I was thinking something
of a more sexual nature.”

Cyndie blinked. She’d never done
anything except straight—and she meant heterosexual
straight—vanilla sex. The wildest thing she’d ever done—ever—was
get talked into a threesome with John and one of Charléne’s
boyfriends. On vacation together, in the islands, they’d been
drinking for days. She and John and Enrique had woken up in bed
together, already in various stages of undress. Charléne was passed
out on the floor of their room. She and the two men had sex. At one
point, Cyndie took them both at the same time. Got doggie-fucked
and gave Enrique a blowjob. John, for his first and only time, had
gay oral sex, exchanging blowjobs. A week later, Enrique was
history. Cyndie and John and Charléne never talked about it, though
she was sure the stunning French woman knew.

Cyndie thought back to that incident
often with equal parts excitement and embarrassment.

“Something, like what?”
she asked now.

Charléne smiled. “I don’t know.
Something crazy. Maybe even a little naughty.” She leaned forward,
her voice dropping. She said something in French. "Je veux te
baiser, te faire l'amour."

Cyndie felt a shiver run up her
spine.

“What did you say?” All
Cyndie knew was l’amour meant love.

“I want to fuck you, make
love to you, Cynthia.’” Charléne leaned in and put a hand on her
friend’s neck. She kissed her lips. Pulled back, pursed her lips
then kissed her again.

Cyndie smiled. Her laugh lines around
her eyes crinkled. “Come on, Charléne.” Her expression serious.
“We’ve known each other for too long. We’re not... I’m not... Are
you?”

“Me, what?” Charléne sat
back and looked her in the eye. “Ever have sex with a woman? Been a
lesbienne?” She took Cyndie’s hand, held it. Her friend smelled of
apricot shampoo and coconut suntan lotion. “No,” she said. “I
haven’t.” She paused.

“Then why? What’s with the
kiss?”

“Because it’s something
I’ve,” Charléne smiled, “I’ve always wanted to try.” She pulled
Cyndie close, kissed her mouth. Her fingernails traced along
Cyndie’s cheek. Her touch as light as a feather. Passionate.
Seductive.

“With me?” Cyndie
breathed.

Charléne laughed. “Oui. You, mon
amour.” She kissed her again. This time with her mouth open. Their
tongues touched. Wagged back and forth. Cyndie felt lightheaded.
Her heart pounded. She felt Charléne’s fingers slide across her
breasts. The caress was so light as to have been barely
felt.

She’d never done anything like this,
never thought of herself as a.... anything but a married housewife
for the last thirty years. But John was gone. And Charléne made her
feel sexy and desired. Adventurous. Like she could do anything with
her. She wanted to. Her body responded to her touch, her feel, the
thought of.... like her body had been waiting for this.

Charléne palmed her breast. Cyndie
held her hand over it. They caressed her tit together.

“You’ve never done it...
been with a woman?” Cyndie found that almost hard to believe.
Charléne was a gorgeous, sexy, wild, no filter, no inhibitions
woman. And she’d never….

She laughed. “Only in my
dreams.”

“And you’ve dreamed
about.... me?”

“J’ai. Rêvé comment ce
serait. Merveilleux.” I have. Dreamed how would it be.
Marvelous.

“I cannot believe this.”
Cyndie brushed the back of her hand over Charléne’s breast, eyeing
her deep cleavage. Revealed by how she leaned into Cyndie. They
kissed again.

Charléne unlaced her boots. Cyndie
unbuckled her wide pink belt. She unzipped her pantsuit at the back
of her neck and let the front draped down but held the bright pink
material, keeping her breasts covered. With her boots off, Charléne
leaned in and kissed Cyndie’s bare shoulder. She came off the sofa
and whipped her tank top up over her head. She wore a pretty black
bra underneath. Cyndie stood up. A half-foot shorter than Charléne,
even still in
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