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As she entered the ballroom of the hotel, Randi’s mind focused on her last seven years of marriage to Brad, how that and their two children had slowly killed their passion for one another. She woke up one day to realize her mother had been right, they really had nothing in common. The fact that they were going to be apart this New Year’s, each with their friends caused her not an inconsiderable amount of anxiety. Brad seemed unaware of her restlessness, and it only served to fire her growing anger and feeling that he simply took her for granted and paid her no mind most of the time. Arguments had become a daily occurrence with him, and he had grown ever more distant over the last year. Time and again she had tried to spice up their love life and each failure to capture his interest became another blow to her self-esteem. 

Becca Johnson had been her father's Lawyer and now represented Randi and her sister anytime they needed legal counsel. She firmly believed Randi should leave Brad but had never pushed her to do so. Becca and Brad had never gotten along and over the years they had become bitter antagonists. But she was pulled from her lamentations when her eyes stopped on someone in a tux.

It took her a moment to realize it was a woman. She was tall, easily as tall as Tressa’s boyfriend Dennis and she was big. By no means fat, but big boned with wide shoulders and a heavy musculature. She wore a tuxedo that must have been tailored to fit and had long blonde hair, pulled back into French braid. Her face was rugged and she wore no makeup, only her massive chest and wide hips gave away that she was a woman.  

Grabbing a glass of wine on her way to her table, Randi was staring and was about to move on when the woman seemed to feel eyes upon her and looked directly at Randi. Her eyes were a piercing gray that seemed to hold the smaller woman's. 

Once she sat down the woman stared intently at Randi for a few moments, as if trying to remember her and then smiled and nodded. Randi felt a blush rise to her cheeks and quickly looked away; she took another gulp of her wine and looked furtively about the table to see if anyone had noticed, but no one had.

"Randi?...Randi?...Miranda?!"  

"What?" Randi said as her attention snapped back to the table.  

"What is wrong with you girl? You were off in your own little world," Tressa, Randi’s best friend, said and laughed.  

"I'm sorry, I was." 

"I know what you were doing honey. Don't just sit there, invite her to join us," Tressa said in a soft voice.  

"But she."  

"You don't have to tell me about Sam, darlin. I have known her for several years and she's good people,"  

Randi smiled unsurely and started to stand but sat back down. She had no idea what she would say, and even less idea what she should do. She didn't want the woman to be alone while surrounded by so many people, but she didn't want to lead her on either. She had no intention of doing anything with the woman...or did she. She massaged her eyes and tried to clear her head. 

"Go on," Tressa said soothingly.  

Randi nodded and stood up, she walked hesitantly over to the table, but her courage failed her and she was caught in the moment of indecision when Sam turned around. Their eyes met again and Randi felt a stab of excitement deep in the pit of her stomach.  

"Yes?" the big blonde said in a very gentle voice.  

"I...well you look...I mean.." Randi stammered. The bountiful blonde held her eyes but said nothing. Randi swallowed hard and blurted out, "Why don't you come join us at our table?" 

The formidable woman chuckled and smiled, Randi realized her face was pretty, in a mannish sort of way. "Thank you, but I really don't think you know what you would be letting yourself in for."  

"I don't want you to be sitting here alone. Please?"  

"Miranda."  

"Randi, please call me Randi," the smaller woman interjected.  

"All right Randi. I suppose you realize it, but I'm a lesbian. Everyone knows it and if I return to the table with you, even if we don't even speak to one another, you are going to end up in the rumor mill. Are you sure you want to deal with that?"  

Randi bit her tongue and thought. She had avoided the rumor mill for all of her seven years on the job. Not once had she ever done anything that anyone could say anything about. While she did not want to start now, she also did not want to leave this woman sitting alone. Let em talk, she thought and then tried to put her feelings into words.  

"Let them talk," she said. 

Sam smiled again and stood up; Randi just could not get over the woman's dimensions and aura of power. They walked back to the table and Randi felt as if every eye in the ballroom was upon them. Tressa stood up and gave the formidable woman a hug and peck on the cheek.  

"Hey Big girl," she said.  

"Hey little girl, how are the kids?" Sam said as she sat down next to Randi. 

Randi expected everyone to be staring at her, but no one seemed to pay her any more attention than usual, she slowly relaxed as the conversation went on. Apparently Sam knew most of the people at the table and no one seemed to think anything of Randi inviting her to join them.  

After a while the band returned and people began to move off to the dance floor. Randi felt the sudden urge to Vape.  

"Do you feel like dancing?" Sam asked her.  

"Not right now, I think I am going to go Vape."  

"I'll go with you," the bountiful blonde said as she stood up and offered Randi her hand. 

Randi started off towards the Vaping room, a remnant of the days reserved for cigarette smokers, and she felt the impressive woman behind her. People seemed to move out of her way, and it was a comforting feeling to have the bountiful blonde with her, even though she was not sure why.  Randi found the lounge pretty full, but her table in the corner was still empty. 

She made her way there and was about to be seated when Sam pulled the chair out and held it for her. Once Randi was seated she pulled out her Vape and Sam whipped out her JUUL and activated it. Randi saw and felt several sets of eyes on her, but somehow that did not matter and she inhaled deeply, relaxing as the cloud of aerosol filled her lungs. 

Sam used clove scented juice and after lighting hers she sat back contentedly.  The hubbub of conversation continued in the room and Randi began to relax too. After a few thoughtful drags Sam looked at her and said, "Thank you for inviting me to the table, but why did you do it?"  

Randi was feeling the wine seriously now and started talking without considering what she said, "Well, you were so nice to me, and you looked so lonely. I didn't want you to be by yourself and I knew your friends were gone." 

Sam chuckled to herself, "So that was you in the corner?"  

Randi blushed again and nodded. The scene earlier in the evening returned to her mind, the look of ecstasy on Morgan's, her friend Don’s wife, face and the two girls working her over.  "I had no idea what to say." Randi said at last.  

"There was nothing to say. Morgan is such a bitch, but she really digs Gale and Josie. They have been banging her for a couple of years now. Not just at the party, sometimes in the supply room and on any weekend when her husband is out of town."  

“I feel sorry for her husband Don though.” Randi sighed and shook her head in disbelief. Partially at what the blonde was saying, but more because she could speak so casually about it. Randi knew she was blushing like mad and felt suddenly very small and awkward. She finished her Vaping.  The lounge had emptied out, and she suddenly found herself alone with the voluptuous Sam. Randi felt excited and nervous, her heart was pounding and her breathing was shallow. She was half afraid the formidable woman would try something and even more afraid she wouldn't. 

Randi could not rationalize her mixed up emotions and couldn't think very clearly. The blood was pounding in her temples, and her nipples were so stiff they ached. She knew that was the wine, or at least she tried hard to convince herself it was.  

Sam was watching her closely and as she slowly stood Randi felt like she was in a dream, watching herself but unable to act. Sam stood in front of her and then hesitantly lowered her head. Randi had always closed her eyes when she kissed, but Sam's eyes held hers and she watched as the woman's lips came closer and closer. It isn't cheating, if it's only a kiss she told herself, but she still jumped slightly when Sam's lips touched her own. 

Randi had expected just a peck, the kind of thing she often did with her friends when meeting or parting, but she was startled when she felt Sam's warm tongue slide slowly along her lower lip.  The caress was electric and her overly stimulated body responded at once, her lips parting of their own accord. Before Randi fully grasped what was happening the blonde's lips had sealed her own and her tongue had forced its way into Randi's mouth. 

The kiss was searing, breathtakingly intense and Randi's tongue responded by twining with Sam's. Randi's rational mind couldn't believe she was doing this, but her body had no doubts and as the kiss lengthened she felt herself becoming damp with excitement. No one had ever kissed her like this; in all of her 37 years no one had so gently but thoroughly ravaged her mouth. 

When Sam broke the kiss Randi found herself panting. Every nerve ending in her small body was screaming for more and it was only with great effort that she managed to calm herself.  Sam was staring into her eyes now; it felt like those gray eyes were boring into her, tearing through every defense she had to expose her innermost feelings. Randi was saved from anything further by the arrival of several people. They were all drunk and singing off key, but Randi hardly noticed. She was just now getting over the burning intensity of that kiss.  

"We had better get back," Sam said huskily. 

Randi nodded dumbly as Sam took her hand and led her out of the lounge and back to the ballroom. Everyone at the table was on the dance floor and rather than take her back to the table Sam led her onto the floor. Sam danced well, but Randi just moved with the music. Her inhibitions were gone and she did not care if she looked like an idiot, she gyrated to the thrumming base line and wiggled her hips. The song came to an end, and the house lights went down. 
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"This is for all the couples out there," the lead singer said in a hoarse voice and the band began a slow love ballad. Many people left the floor, and Randi was about to when Sam's strong arms slipped around her waist and pulled her close. Randi stiffened and started to pull away, but Sam's big hands were warm and gentle. Why the hell not? she thought. Brad had not touched her so gently in months and it served the asshole right. Or was that the wine talking? 

Sam was very tall and Randi could not get her arms comfortably around the taller woman's shoulders, so she placed her arms on the big woman's triceps. Sam lead and Randi followed, she found the big woman's grace amazing, and the closeness of her body sent shocks into Randi. Sam's eyes held hers as they moved around the floor and Randi suddenly realized this wasn't a joke, it wasn't just flirting, she was dangerously close to giving in to this consummate woman. 

The realization should have shocked her or at least made her nervous, but instead it only made her feel content. She had not felt wanted in a very long time and now she was very flattered. Nothing could come of it of course, but it was nice. When the song ended they returned to the table. Sam sat in Randi's chair and before the tipsy wife could do anything Sam pulled her down onto her lap. The big woman's arms twined about her waist and gently squeezed producing a mild spasm of pleasure. 

No one at the table did more than smile at them and Randi relaxed leaning back against Sam's hard body.  When the band started its last set Randi noticed that Jinny and Bryant were gone. She started to say something when Tressa spoke.  "I hope you ladies will excuse us, but it's getting late," she said glancing meaningfully at Dennis.  

Realizing that she would be left alone with the big blonde Randi spoke quickly, "That's all right, I need to be going too,"  

"I thought you had a room?" Tressa said.  

"I do, but it's late and I have to drive back tomorrow," she said as she stood and hugged Tressa. After hugging Dennis, she turned to Sam and started to say goodnight, but the voluptuous blonde spoke first.  

"I'll escort you up to your room, I am staying the night too." she said. 

Randi could see no way out of it and nodded. They all made their way out and towards the lobby.  A lot of people were leaving and the line for coat check was already very long. They left Tressa and Dennis there and made their way to the elevator bank. When one opened it was empty and Sam stepped in followed by Randi. Sam punched 26 and Randi said, "I'm on the 15th floor,"  

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE AI:'I'EII






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





