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HEATHER & PATTI

AN OLDER–YOUNGER LESBIAN
ROMANCE

 


 


Late, as had become her habit recently,
Heather rushed through the daycare, getting her six-year-old
Seraphina settled in her class. They dodged darting children, other
harried parents, nannies, and teachers. After she got her daughter
seated in a circle with the other children, Heather blew a lock of
fallen black hair from her eyes and pushed Sera’s backpack into her
cubby, apologizing over and over to Patti, her girl's teacher. It
had been the third time in the last month they’d been late. Her
excuses had started to sound thin, even to her.

"I'm so sorry," she said to Patti. "Sera was a
complete bear this morning. Getting her out the door seems to be
getting harder each day. I hope she doesn't give you too much
trouble."

"It's ok." Patti smiled sweetly. "We were just
getting started anyway. And Sera? She's an angel. Never a
problem."

"For you, maybe," Heather said with a laugh.
She pushed her black-framed glasses up the bridge of her nose. Warm
outside already, her skin felt prickly.

Patti was great. Kind, soft-spoken, and so
good with the children and their parents alike. She’d never heard
the girl speak a bad word about any of them.

Heather patted at her windblown black hair.
"Barely had time to comb my own hair. I must look a
fright."

"You look fine.” Patti looked Heather over.
She didn't just look fine. She looked good. Tired, but good. "It's
not as if anyone here cares what you look like, Mrs. M." Patti
called all the parents by their last initial. A way to be less
formal but without crossing a line and using their first names.
Easier too. Less names for her to remember.

With an expression of concern on her pretty
freckled face, Patti touched Heather's arm. "I didn't mean to say
you look bad. You don't. I mean, you look great." She almost said
'really great' but stopped stammering before she said something
considered out of line.

Heather patted her hand and gave her a
reassuring smile.

"I knew what you meant. And thank you for the
compliment. These days I could use it.” She glanced at her watch.
"Oh, I have to keep moving. I'll see you at the end of the
day."

"I look forward to it." Patti watched the
older woman leave. Her face hot. I look forward to it.
Stupid. Why’d I say that?

 


Heather returned home, rushing out of the
daycare but without anything in particular to do, like most days.
With Seraphina in daycare and her husband John out of town,
returning to the big empty house felt...lonely.
Depressing.

She went to the kitchen and poured herself
another cup of coffee. Hot and strong. Heather took it outside to
the patio overlooking the infinity pool and the purple mountains in
the distance. It had been the showpiece of the neighborhood. A
sprawling mansion built on a hill. She enjoyed the scenery,
reminded of why she and John bought the house in the first
place.

The day had warmed since she’d gotten up. A
soft breeze stirred the leaves the landscapers meticulously groomed
all season. Sunny. The sky was cloudless. A perfect day.

She sat on a black wire chair beside a round
table with a closed umbrella. Grateful for the thick cushions tied
to the seat and back. Heather hooked a bare foot around the closest
chair and dragged it toward her. The metal legs scraped across the
brick patio. She propped her feet on it and sipped her coffee. To
the outside world, she had the perfect life.

So why did she feel so...
unfulfilled?

She sat, thinking about what to do. The house
was clean. The maid service saw to that. Three days a week. She
didn't have any errands to run or appointments to keep. Bored, she
could go do anything she wanted. Yet she couldn’t shake her
melancholy mood. Anything she did would be pointless.
Meaningless.

The late morning sun warmed her bare legs and
arms and face. Her skin felt prickly. Beads of sweat formed along
her hairline and under her armpits. If she wasn’t careful, her pale
flesh would burn. She finished her coffee, sighed, and returned to
the kitchen. There, she placed the empty cup into the
sink.

Heather looked around, sighed, and wandered
aimlessly into the living room. She picked up a magazine and
settled on the couch. She flipped through the pages, not seeing or
retaining anything she looked at or read.

Frustrated, she tossed the magazine
aside.

"A shower," she decided, sticky from her
daycare mad dash and her morning lounging on the patio.

Upstairs, she wandered down the hall to the
master bedroom suite and bath, stripped out of her clothes, and
stood naked before the full-length mirror. She turned sideways. She
ran a finger down between her breasts, over her stomach, down past
her navel. At five-six, she wasn't very tall. Her breasts weren't
huge, but they fit her compact shape nicely. She cupped them in
each hand, squeezed. They swelled, still supple, then drooped—but
didn’t drop—as she let them fall again.

Still pretty, she thought. Even after turning
forty. More attractive than most of the women her age she'd met.
But, like with everyone, the years were taking their toll. Her hips
were wider now. Having a kid hadn't helped with that. She'd worked
hard at shedding her baby fat after Sera was born. She’d kept her
weight in check for the most part. Her stomach was flat.

Job well done, she told herself. Still, she
couldn't help but suck her gut in and puff her chest out. She
turned to check out her ass in the mirror. She rose on her tip-toes
and pulled on her cheeks. Firm enough.

"It's not how I look," she concluded,
wondering for the millionth time why her sex life with John had
become nearly non-existent. As the years passed, he seemed less and
less interested in her. And truth be told, her in him. Their dry
spells between rather unremarkable bouts of lovemaking had
stretched from weeks into months.

In the bathroom, she turned the multiple rain
shower heads on. The water hit the tile walls and floor from three
different directions, filling the bathroom with a cascading white
noise. She peed while the room filled with humid, swirling
steam.

She stayed in the shower for a long time,
indulging herself as the needle-hot water massaged her body. With
her face tilted up under one nozzle, she swept her black hair back,
let the spray pulsate in her face. She enjoyed the feel of the hot
water sluicing down her body before pooling around the center floor
drain. She didn't lather up. She'd showered properly the night
before. This was for therapeutic purposes only.

Something to do. To indulge in.

Done, she stepped out and toweled
off.

Hot steam filled the room, fogging the mirrors
so thoroughly that they were opaque. She towel-dried and combed her
hair, put on a snuggly terrycloth white robe. She wrapped the
softness around her hips and cinched the sash around her waist.
Crossing through the bedroom, she checked the clock beside the bed.
She’d only been home for a little over an hour since dropping Sera
off at school.

"Now what?" she asked the empty room. "What to
do...." she mumbled to herself, going back downstairs. It was going
to be a long day.

For no reason Heather could think of, Patti
popped into her mind. She could see the girl’s red hair and
freckled face. Her wide, infectious smile and soft, soothing
voice.

She dismissed the thought with a bewildered
“Huh.”

Heather went to the media room in the east
wing. “Maybe a little mindless TV.”

With two rows of leather recliners,
wood-paneled and heavily carpeted, they’d soundproofed the room and
added a surround sound speaker system. Wall sconces glowed with
pale amber light. Framed by heavy burgundy drapes, an eighty-inch
movie screen filled the front wall. The clarity of picture needed
to be seen to be believed. In the corner were an old fashion styled
popcorn cart, a candy counter, and a fully-stocked bar. Heather
eyed the chilled bottle of wine in the wine cooler. She pulled out
a particularly good merlot.

“Why the hell not?" she said out
loud.

Her good angel subconsciously answered right
away. Because it's not even noon yet.

"Fuck you." Heather poured herself a large
glass.

With the chilled glass in hand, she settled
into a plush leather recliner. They were the kind that adjusted to
any position. She leaned back and brought her feet up. She put her
wine in the cupholder in the arm. She didn’t watch TV much. It had
been a while since she’d even used the room. Movies and TV and
sports. Those were John’s things.

She didn't know what to watch on the giant
screen. Just needed something to pass—no—to waste the time. She
clicked the remote.

The lights in the room dimmed as the screen
lit up. A mid-scene of whatever had been on when the system had
been shut off resumed. Something John had been watching.

Heather sipped her drink and let the film
play. She half listened to the dialogue, which was horrendously
bad, and sipped her wine, which was delicious, not really paying
attention.

Until a big buxom blonde in sexy, lace
lingerie, her large boobs swelling out the top, opened a door for a
pretty, young Latina woman. Wearing a maid’s outfit, she was the
housekeeper. On-screen and through the surround sound speakers, the
blonde said, "Oh, Rosita, you're here to clean my
house."

"Yes, Ms. Bethany." Her Latina accent strong,
Rosita stepped inside. She carried a full-size vacuum in one hand
and a bucket filled with rags and spray bottles in the other. She
set them on the floor.

“First,” Ms. Bethany said, closing
the door. "I need to show you something. Upstairs. In the
bedroom."

“Okay, Ms. Bethany,” Rosita said
demurely.

The big-bosomed blonde went up a set of stairs
with Rosita following her. Her eyes clearly on the older woman's
ass. The big woman’s pale cheeks peeked out from under her short
nightie, revealing even more skin with every exaggerated swish of
her hips. They reached the bedroom. Bethany walked inside. Rosita
followed close behind.

"What do you need to show me?" Rosita
asked.

Bethany faced her. She untied the front of her
lingerie and peeled it off, revealing her large, firm
tits.

“Oh my God, John,” Heather gasped,
staring at the screen. “What the fuck have you been doing down
here?”

"I'm going to show you how to service me,
Rosita,” Bethany said. “How to service my needs." She pushed the
younger woman against the wall. "You are going to do everything I
tell you to do. Exactly what I tell you to do. And how to do
it."

"Yes, ma'am," Rosita said. "Anything you
want."

Heather's mouth opened. Her eyes were wide.
"Is this why you won’t fuck me anymore, John?"

On-screen, Bethany kissed Rosita. The blonde's
hands roamed over the maid’s body, stroked her back, cupped, and
squeezed her ass. Soon Rosita was naked. Her legs spread wide.
Bethany kissed the woman’s small brown nipples, pinching and
tugging them with her fingers. Rosita winced and moaned. Bethany
slipped her hand down to the maid’s wet pussy. She rubbed the
younger woman's clit with one finger. Then two.

"Oh, God," Heather said. She leaned the
recliner farther back. Watching, she scissored her legs
uncomfortably but excitedly. Her robe gaped across her chest, had
slipped from her thigh, revealing a lot of pale flesh in both
places. She ran a finger along the swell of her breast.

Rosita moaned. "Please, ma'am. Tell me what to
do."

Heather lifted her left
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