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THERE ARE DAYS WHEN you just have to get out of the house.  Or out of the apartment, in my case.  I don't know what made that day one of those days.  Call it cabin fever, or sexual frustration, or simply fate.  That day, I just had to get out.  One problem: the wind was howling, and Channel Three predicted the storm would turn ugly.  If I had to get out of the apartment without leaving the building, my only option was the penthouse pool.  

I’ve never been much of a swimmer, but I knew the exercise would do me good. Too much built-up energy in my system.  Kicking my legs and flailing my arms would take care of it, I hoped.  Plus, I’d bought a lovely little bikini at the end of the summer and I had yet to premiere it.  My building was full of hot young guys and gorgeous geek girls—no time like the present to strut my stuff in front of them!  Hell, maybe I’d get lucky and some mysterious stranger would take me home like a lost puppy.

When I stepped out of the changing room, the pool area was deserted but for one other person.  If I’d seen her from behind, I would have thought for sure she was a man.  From the front, it was only the big braless tits under a grey cotton tank top that gave her away.  Her face and her middle were pudgy, but her tattooed arms surged with such strength my knees nearly gave out just looking at her.  She had short hair, a dusty and indistinct colour, and unshaven legs under big cargo shorts.  Her face wore a focused expression as she worked out at the weight machine in the corner.  The “gym” in our building got moved into the pool area when the residents’ board decided to put saunas in both change rooms.  I still hadn’t seen the inside of those steamy wooden caverns, just like I’d never seen this butch babe around the building before.  The idea of both together made me hot.  

As I unwrapped my towel from my nearly naked body, I felt a wicked smile bleed across my lips.  Thank God I’d left the apartment today.  Thank God I’d worn this bikini. You never know what you’re going to find up here at the penthouse level.  Could be boys and their toys or girls with their curls...or it could be this butch powerhouse at the weight machine.  I knew I was staring, but I didn’t care.  I’d come up here to see and be seen, and I wouldn’t be content until I’d achieved both goals.  

From the far end of the pool, I watched the vigorous stranger’s iron-pumping pace slow to a crawl.  Those hulking arms twitched as she set down her weights.  Her gaze fixed on my flesh like laser beams intent on burning off the white halter straps of my bikini top.  If only her eyes could cut them loose!  I wanted to expose my tits to her then and there, and watch her face harden with desire.  There was an intensity to her that I could feel even across the expanse of chlorinated water.

Tossing my towel on a deck chair, I waded into the pool, flicking my long hair over my shoulders.  I knew she was watching as my chilled nipples grew hard under my bikini top, but I didn’t return her gaze.  I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction—not just yet.  Everybody knows there’s an art to this game of seduction.

I plunged my head beneath the cool water and tried to swim gracefully.  It had been a while, but I wanted to showcase my lean figure with minimal splashing or thrashing of limbs.  I did a damn fine job, I think.  

When I’d finished a couple laps I glanced casually toward the weight machine in the corner, ready to tease that hot daddy some more...but she was gone.  The weight machine had fallen to disuse.  The whole pool area was empty.  I couldn’t believe my stinging eyes. 

Well, she couldn’t have gone far.  I hopped from the pool, grabbed my towel, and stomped on wet feet to the changing room.  Empty.  No signs of life or neighbours—granted, most of the people in my building worked during the day—but more importantly, no sign of the striking stranger from the weight machine.  I couldn’t help feeling insulted.  What, I wasn’t hot enough for her?  Of course I was!  How could she resist?  No, how dare she resist?  

I tore out of my bathing suit and tossed it in the direction of my bag before slipping under a hot shower.  Wringing out my wet hair, I wrapped the wet towel around my naked middle and figured I might as well cool my jets in the hot sauna.

It wasn’t until I’d swung open the heavy wooden door that I realized there was somebody inside.  And who do you think that somebody was?  Yes indeed, it was the big bad butch who’d caught my eye by the pool and then rejected me.  She was fully dressed, but her head hung low.  Deep moaning sounds fell from her full lips.  Between her feet in black flip-flops, tears sizzled against the hot wooden floor slats.  My big strong butch was crying! Not whining like a girl, not whimpering like a puppy, but blubbering like a man.  Like her father or her dog just died, as Leonard Cohen put it.  

This mysterious stranger had suffered a loss for sure, but I was pretty sure it had nothing to do with a father or a dog.  It was a loss in love, that much I could tell.  I could feel it in my heart—my heart, which expanded to house her hurt with every breath.  I knew just the type of dark-haired beauty who’d trampled her spirit with stiletto boots: deep red lips, bright red nails, short bangs and a vintage dress.  A vixen.  A tart.  

Oh, how many times had that beauty been me?  

Tears streamed down her plump cheeks, barely distinguishable from the sweat gleaming on her skin.  She didn’t acknowledge me, except by sitting up a little straighter.  Still, her chin swung down close to her chest.  As she shook her head left and right, tears soaked the front of her sweat-dampened tank top.  She mumbled indistinguishable words, but I got the sense she wasn’t talking to me or even to herself.  My guess?  She was pleading with the woman now absent from her life, the pretty girl who’d hurt her so damn badly.

Everybody knows a break-up cry.  You know it when you see it.  Because we’ve all been there, everybody above the age of sixteen or so.  We’ve all been hit by that bolt from the blue, or seen the end slowly creeping up on us like a creature of the night.  And it hurts.  God, it hurts like nothing else in the world and it leaves us weak as kittens.  Time may heal the wound of this individual experience, but the next time a relationship comes to an end, we’re torn open just as wide.  There’s no learning curve for emotion.  We are subjected to it and rendered submissive in its hands.

I’m no mother, but I know what it is to care for another human being.  My maternal instinct is strong enough to embrace anyone in need, and open enough to realize the desire that care can generate.  Open enough not to turn that desire away.  Open enough to welcome it.  So I walked across the sauna room.  All it took was three small steps.  

When I stood before her, she covered her face with both hands.  She leaned so far forward her head nearly met my middle.  She set her elbows against her knees, and her strong shoulders shook as she sobbed.  Her whole body seemed to rattle, which gave her a skeletal appearance despite her bulk.  

I couldn’t resist any longer.  I had to touch her.

Easing forward, I set my hands gently against her heaving shoulders.  Her bare skin was slick with sweat, and her muscles twinged under my touch.  As I traced my palms down her big biceps and then up her straining neck, she leaned her head into my soft body.  The moment I felt her face against my belly, a gush of warmth flooded my heart.  Running my fingernails through the short hair at the back of her head, I whispered all the words of comfort my mother would have said to me.  

“Shh shh shh, now.  This too shall pass, and all shall be well with the world.”

In time, her sobbing subsided.  When I felt in my heart she trusted me, I pried her hands from her face and wiped the tears from her cheek with my thumb.  I even ran my hand underneath my towel and wiped her nose, because that’s what a good mommy would do.  And that’s when she finally looked up at me.  

Her glistening hazel eyes were bloodshot from crying.  The droplets clinging to her lower lashes sparkled, even in the sauna room’s low light.  Yes, her whole face was tearstained and red, but there was a masculine beauty to the sadness painted across her skin.  She allowed me to see the wounded child behind the rough exterior, and nothing could have touched me more.

Unwrapping my towel, I held it end to end like a set of angel wings as I revealed my nakedness to her.  Her gaze descended my body, drizzling down my chest like hot fudge before settling on my bare tits.  My towel slipped from my fingers and fell to the hot wooden floor.  Taking her head in my hands, I offered myself to her in thought and in action.

As I stepped close, she tipped her head upward.  She set her face against my bare breast and my whole body burned to heal her pain.  When she rubbed her wet cheek against my naked flesh, I traced my fingers down her neck.  

Like a babe at her mother’s breast, she sought my nipple with her lips.  Though her eyes were now closed, she
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