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Chapter One
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It was a terrible divorce that left Natalie emotionally ruined, and bankrupt. At 32 years of age, she was, for the first time in her life, out to fend for herself in this cruel, empty world.  Her ex-husband and she were married at an early age after college when love and romance seemed to be the only two things regarding my adolescent intellect.  It seemed like the right thing to do; having someone care for you day in and day out.  Yet with maturity and wisdom now in her reasoning, that old-fashioned notion was nothing more than a childish girl's dream. 

She never considered herself attractive, or desirable to anyone's discerning eye.  She felt wanted at the onset of her doomed marriage when sex was all that they could experience.  Yet after time, that in itself seemed monotonous after a while.  The typical act of intercourse was becoming an agreeable task to say the least.  

What was left of any desire or lust simply got washed away in the sands of time. Natalie felt cheated in several ways considering how deeply emotional she was. As a young woman, her dreams consisted of sweeping passion and desire being the only constant in her life...a lifelong impulse to reveal genuine love in every manner possible. 

After their separation, Natalie was forced to relocate to a one bedroom apartment outside the city.  The divorce decree left her little to live on, and before long, she was calling her trustworthy Mother for help.  It broke her heart to ask her mother for money, yet her tender sympathy for Natalie’s recent break-up inspired her to support her until she could get back on my feet. 

Luckily, she had no children or large amounts of debt to contend with.  She supposed in that respect, she was indeed fortunate.  Her mother truly made every effort to ensure Natalie’s survival; stopping by occasionally to make her dinner, clean her place up, and take care of her only child.  She knew all too well the heartbreaking pains of a divorce.  

Natalie’s Dad left her Mother when she was five years old, and since then, it was just her and Natalie.  They had a deeply trusting relationship, and now that Natalie was licking the wounds of divorce, she faithfully made sure that she was okay.  She spent vast amounts of money to properly guarantee that she was okay.  

One day, Natalie came home to find that her mother had spent over $2500 on a new computer for her.  Several resume programs and job related software kits were suggestively placed all around the new system, so Natalie promptly made sure they would be put to good use. Not long after, Natalie decided to re-visit her High School class’s web site. Curious about how some of her old friends were doing, she was delighted to see a section containing all the e-mail addresses of her fellow classmates.  

It felt refreshing for some reason...like she had to re-visit her roots in order to rebuild her existence.  Soon, she was sending dozens of messages to several of her old friends telling them of her life and asking how they were.  She felt a bit sad considering that her ex-husband basically drove most of her friends away after they married.  He was always insanely jealous for some reason, even of her closest girlfriends.  It was a closely guarded secret that she never expressed during their marriage as to how sad she was losing touch with all of her dear schoolmates. 

A few days later, the replies were beginning to flood back in.  Amazingly enough, Natalie found herself waking up with enthusiasm; something that she wasn't in the habit of before.  Everyone was delighted to have heard from her and wanted to know more about her life and how she was doing.  She glowed in the wonderful, friendly expressions that came from over twelve of her dearest girlfriends.  Soon, all of them were exchanging phone numbers and spending hours upon hours of re-establishing their camaraderie.  It was just what she needed to crawl back out of this Hell she was bound in. Marsha had been instrumental in her recovery.

Natalie never considered herself a lesbian, or whatever people call it these days.  She knew deep down she had always admired women in a revered way, yet never fully giving herself to such thoughts of any gestures of these puzzling feelings.  Yet with Marsha, she felt as alive as one could that night after winning the state championship in cross country,  when they slept together completely nude, and in one another’s comfortable arms.  They didn't have sex or make love, yet that one kiss seemed to seal their eternal friendship.  And now she couldn't explain why she had forgotten that, or why she never carried that moment with her during all of these painful years.  Apparently Marsha had, and never once overlooked it. 

The conversation made a welcome, more meaningful turn. Both of them sighed in gracious serenity as images and feelings re-surfaced to the present.  Natalie didn't feel uneasy or nervous for some reason.  It felt good to hear her soothing words. 

"You were my first love, Natalie." She warmly cooed.  "I know I should have told you that long ago, but it's true.  You were the one."

That conversation led to Marsha asking Natalie out for a date. She asked Natalie to come to her place for drinks first before going out on the town.
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NATALIE PULLED HER mirror down nervously as she fumbled in her purse looking for her lipstick. Damn, she said as she looked in the mirror at herself, I can't believe that this is really happening. She’d known, reluctantly, her entire life that she was attracted to women though she denied it to herself, but it took Marsha to get her to admit it. Prior to that out of fear, she led a so called "straight" life even getting married. 

That, of course, had changed now. 

And soon everyone would know. 

She had been infatuated with this woman long ago, and for this to finally be happening, she couldn't believe it.  

As she walked up the stairway to her apartment, she could feel the butterflies in her stomach. Would she know what to do, and how to do it. This was so foreign to her, but on the other hand it felt totally right. As the door opened up she saw Marsha standing there. Just as gorgeous as she wanted to be. Marsha was a cute, average height, tanned woman. Natalie guessed most people would label her as a "soft butch". Because even though she wore a short hair style, and was dressed a little tom boyish, she was still feminine. To Natalie she was all woman.  

Marsha , sensing her nervousness, softly smiled at her. 

"Come on in. How are you doing? At last, we are together again. Would you like something to drink?" 

As Natalie sat down on the couch and looked around nervously, "Yes, that would be nice." 

Marsha disappeared for a second and came back with a glass. As Natalie put the drink to her lips she noticed that it was her favorite, Ketel One and soda. How sweet of her to remember, or to even think of that. 

"Thank you," she said as she looked at Marsha who was now sitting next to her on the side of the couch.  

"So, can I play something for you?" Natalie said, nervously as she placed her drink on the end table, next to the couch. 

"Of course." Is the only reply that Marsha gave. 

Natalie went into her purse and brought thumb drive with slow jams that a friend had made for her, with strict instructions to call her and tell everything that happened. She walked across the room slowly, putting a little twist in her hips, so that maybe Marsha would take a little notice. As she flipped on the power  for the TV, and slid in the USB drive, Sabrina Carpenter, filled the room. 

"Please, Please, Please..." Came across loud and clear, as Natalie turned around, Marsha was right behind her. Marsha looked at her softly, and she felt as if her heart would leap from her chest. 

"Mmmm Mmmmmm, Babe, you don't have to try so hard." 

She reached out and pulled Natalie 's hand to her mouth and kissed it softly. Then she gently took her finger and brought it to her mouth. As she looked Natalie in the eyes she took each finger one by one. Natalie could feel her love begin to come down.  Marsha smiled a little bit as she took her fingers out of her mouth. 

"You Okay Babe?"  

"Yes" is all that Natalie could get out as she was trembling.  

With that Marsha looked at what Natalie had on, she was wearing a short trench coat that was tied fast around her waist. 

"Here let me take your coat," Marsha said nonchalantly as she began to fiddle with the tie. 

Natalie grinned a little, "Need some help?" she asked as she reached down and slipped the tie out of the belt. 

As the coat hit the floor, she heard a little gasp from Marsha . Underneath she was wearing a crimson bra, and thong, that were so sheer you could see perfectly through them. 

An outfit that took her forever to decide to wear. But the red really complimented her sun kissed skin, and Marsha’s eyes let her know it was perfect. She was a thick girl, nowhere near fat. But, she had thick legs, from her years of running, and big breasts. Her long brown hair hit the middle of her back, and she made sure that her makeup was absolutely flawless. She took a little extra time in the bath tonight and made sure that her body was moisturized and shining.  

Marsha took her by the hand and led Natalie into the bedroom. Marsha's bedroom smelled of flowers and lavender. She had two large candle stands on both sides of her bed, and the huge candles that were on the stands were lit. Natalie thought to herself, damn Casanova, taking' the time to know what I like, and what happened next opened Natalie 's soul, and altered the rest of her life.  

Marsha looked at Natalie from head to toe, and Natalie could feel that right now, at this very moment, all of Marsha's attention was totally on her. She softly played with the bra strap that was slipping off her shoulder. 

"You look very beautiful." She said as her hand gently caressed the nape of Natalie 's neck and went and cupped the back of her head. 

Natalie 's heart was racing, as Marsha pulled her closer to her, and placed the softest, sweetest kiss directly on Natalie 's lips. No tongue, none of that, just a soft peck. And, as Marsha pulled away from her, a soft gasp came from in between Natalie 's crimson painted lips, and her eyes automatically closed. 
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