
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		

		

		

		NO MISTLETOE NEEDED

		

		Cammie Cummins

		

		

		

		COPYRIGHT

		

		NO MISTLETOE NEEDED

		

		Published by Cammie Cummins

		

		No Mistletoe Needed, Copyright © 2017 by Cammie Cummins

		Cover Art, Copyright © 2017 pvstory | Depositphotos.com

		Cover Design, Copyright © 2017 by Cammie Cummins

		

		All rights reserved

		

		This book is a work of fiction. All names, characters, locations, and incidents are products of the author's imagination, or have been used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead, locales, or events are entirely coincidental. All characters depicted in this book are 18 years or older.

		

		No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without permission. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

		

		Warning: This eBook contains steamy explicit descriptions of sexual activities including male/female, FFM coupling, oral, and lesbian sex. It is intended for mature readers who are 18 or older and not offended by graphic depictions of sex acts between consenting adults, specifically hot male-female, FFM, lesbian sex, group sex or explicit erotica.

		

		

		

		NO MISTLETOE NEEDED

		

		My first Christmas after my divorce.

		Not the most joyous of seasons for me this year.

		But Mike, my neighbor from across the street, had come over to help me with my Christmas tree. A live tree. I always get a live tree. He put it up, strung the lights and the garland around the top, and even did my outdoor lights which I wasn’t even going to do this year, but he’d have none of that.

		Maddie, my daughter, would be home from college for the holiday, but not until Christmas Eve. The day after Christmas she had tickets to fly out to Colorado and do some skiing with her dad before going back to school for her next semester. The thought of only having the one day with Maddie made me feel lonely, but hanging ornaments on the tree, the house full of sweet smelling pine and baking cookies, and all the classic Christmas carols I had playing throughout the house helped whisk my blues away.

		Mike climbed out from under the tree after giving the bolts securing the trunk into the base a final tight turn as I came into the room with a pot of water for him to dump into the tree stand.

		To be honest, I wasn’t paying attention to where I was going, having caught sight of how Mike’s tight blue jeans had slipped low over his narrow hips, revealing more than a generous eyeful of his tight ass.

		Moon’s out early, I thought, as he, unaware I was there, came to his feet and knocked right into me. The pot of water tipped forward before slipping out of my hands completely, soaking Mike’s red and green reindeer sweater and the living room rug.

		“Oh!” I jumped back.

		Water had splashed everywhere.

		Mike stepped back with his hands raised, his mouth hung open. His sweater completely soaked.

		“I am so sorry.” I putt the now empty pot on the coffee table with the boxes of ornaments and garland I’d pulled down from the attic earlier that day. “That must be so cold.”

		He patted his soaked sweater. “It’s not so bad. Refreshing actually,” he said with a smile. “I worked up a bit of a sweat putting the tree up.”

		“Let me get something.” I rushed into the kitchen and grabbed a hand towel.

		When I returned, I patted his sweater, using the towel to try and soak up the water. “I can’t believe I did that.”

		“It’s no big deal, Mary. Just water. It’ll dry.”

		He took the towel from my hand, the touch of our hands lingered. His was strong and warm, mine, soft and chilly and wet from my pathetic attempt to mop up the mess. He gave me a look. Yes, that kind of look.

		I blinked and pushed the thought from my mind, letting go of the towel.

		No. Nope. He didn’t. He’s my best friend’s husband. You’re not going there, Mary. Not going to happen.

		Mike and his wife Lucy had moved in across the street about five years ago. They’d bought one of the last houses left in our cul-de-sac development. A nice couple with two kids the same age as Maggie. Over the years we socialized often; community and school events, block parties, that sort of thing.

		Things changed last year when I learned Daniel was having an affair with his secretary. Confronted, he didn’t even deny it. Three months later, to the day, the divorce papers were signed, filed, and finalized.

		Since then Lucy and I had grown even closer together, and Mike, well he’d been a life saver. He was my go to person for everything in the house from changing lightbulbs to leaky pipes.

		He bunched up the towel and handed it back to me. It was so saturated water dripped from it.

		I put a hand on his chest. “Oh, Mike, your sweater. It’s soaked.”

		He wiped a hand down his front. “It’s only water.”

		“I feel terrible. Take it off.”

		“What?”

		“Take it off,” I insisted. “I’ll put it in the dryer. There’s a special sweater function. It’ll take five minutes. Top.”

		“No, Mary. It’s fine.”

		I have no idea what got into me, but I reached for the bottom of his sweater. I started to pull it up his body. “Don’t be silly. It won’t take no for an answer. Come on, buddy. Off.”

		“Okay. Okay. Fine.” He took it off and handed it to me.

		I tried not to stare at his naked torso. The man had abs. And pecs.

		I didn’t know exactly how old Mike and Lucy were, but I knew they were at least ten years younger than me. That would put him around thirty-five.

		“Five minutes,” I assured him. “Grab a beer and have a seat in the kitchen. I can see if I can find an old shirt of Daniel’s somewhere that you could wear in the meantime.”

		The laundry room was off the kitchen.

		“Don’t bother,” he called out. “Not if it’s only going to be five minutes.”

		I opened the dryer door, tossed the wet sweater inside, and slammed it shut again. I set the timer for ten minutes and the machine started to rumble and spew heat into the air. I stood there, holding the jiggling machine and took in several deep breaths.

		What are you thinking, woman?

		Mike and Lucy were my closest friends. All my old friends had been Daniel’s. People he knew from growing up in this town. After the divorce, I was a pariah to them. He cheated, but I’m the one frozen out.

		That brought my thoughts back to the shirtless man out in my kitchen.

		You are not going to try and come on to him, I told myself.

		No. Of course not, I assured myself.

		I heard the refrigerator door open, then close. I heard the phizzz of beer bottle being twisted open. I glanced through the open door into the kitchen. Mike tossed the beer cap into the trash can. It hit. He scores.

		Jesus, he looks good without a shirt on.

		He bent down to scoop something off the floor. His ass, holy shit was it tight.

		What the hell was wrong with me?

		You’ve seen the man without a shirt on before. At the town pool. Out mowing the lawn; his and yours, working on his car on Sundays mornings. His skin tanned a rich brown. His body gleaming with a fine, slick coat of perspiration. And at the pool, that Speedo.

		Stop it!

		I blew out a final breath, steeled myself, and returned to the kitchen.

		Mike had gone around the island and stood by the kitchen table, looking out the bay windows over the backyard. His back was to me. He had a tiger’s head tattoo on his right shoulder blade.

		He turned. “Oh, there you are. I thought you got lost back there.”

		“No. I, um, just threw some of my laundry in, too.” I nervously swiped a lock of hair back behind my ear, joining him. I must look a mess. My hair was wavy and thick, but uncombed. I had on no makeup. I was wearing an old, baggy college sweatshirt and spandex pants that at my age I probably had no business wearing. But they were comfortable.

		“Don’t worry. They won’t interfere with your sweater.”

		He put his beer bottle down on the table. Taller than me, he looked down at me. The corners of his mouth twitched in a seductive smile. “I wasn’t worried.”

		His eyes—brown—twinkled.

		“Good. Because there’s no reason to be,” I said, noticing how big his arms were. I knew he spent a lot of time in the gym at the country club. “Worried, I mean.”

		The corners of his eyes crinkled as his smile grew wider. “I’m not worried.”

		I forced a smile, nervous. “That’s good then.”

		“But it seems a little unfair.”

		“What’s that?”

		“That I’m the only one without a shirt on.”

		“Wait. What do you mean?”

		He stepped closer to me. I could smell his aftershave. Aqua Velvet. “I think you should take your shirt off, too, Mary.”

		“Sweatshirt.” Why did I say that?

		“What?”

		“I’m wearing a sweatshirt.” Notre Dame. My alma mater. “You want me to take off my sweatshirt,” I said, clarifying. My mouth was dry.

		“Okay. Sweatshirt. And yes, I do.”

		He took another step closer. His aftershave smelled nice. Why would a man with a two-day stubble wear aftershave to work on lights and put up a Christmas tree? I couldn’t say, but he smelled scrumptious. He tugged the bottom of my sweatshirt up over my body. He tore it over my head, and off my arms, and dropped it to the floor.

		I gasped.

		“Mike. I don’t think this is a good idea,” I said, grateful I’d decided to wear a tank top underneath.

		He didn’t answer me. Instead, he put his hands on my hips and pulled me against him, rough. He kissed me on the mouth, hard. I fisted my hands and pressed my forearms against his solid chest. All that time he spent working the weights at the community country club hadn’t gone to waste.

		My efforts to resist him on the other hand didn’t amount to much.

		He moved one hand up over my back, sending a shiver through me. He seized the back of my neck and squeezed, pulling me in even tighter. I moaned against his lips. I struggled against his grasp.

		He forced his tongue past my lips.

		We swayed. Me trying to pull away, him pulling me in closer.

		As we kissed, I can’t lie, my already weak efforts to resist evaporated quickly. He kissed my neck. I lolled my head as his lips hungrily caressed the curve of my throat. My breathing was already heavy. The room filled with the sound of his kisses, drowning out the distant Christmas carols drifting in from the other room.

		“Oh, Mike.”

		It had been over two years since Daniel and I…

		Mike tore peeled the straps of my tank top down my arm. His fingers caressing my arms as he pulled the tank top down sent a shiver through me. With the straps looped down my arms, he grabbed the collar of my tank top with both hands, inserting his fingers between the material and the swell of my breasts. He looked at my large chest, as if mesmerized by the sight.

		The muscles in his arms coiled and he yanked my tank top down, exposing my breasts in a flourish, the way a magician would yank a table cloth from under a place setting.

		My breath caught in my throat.

		The garment hung twisted around my waist.

		When I could find my voice, I said, “Mike, we shouldn’t do this.”

		He held his hand splayed across my back as he bent me backward. He lowered his head and his mouth latched onto one of my dark, brown nipples. His tongue teased it. His lips kissed and suckled it, making it hard.

		Then he went work on the other one.

		I reached back and tugged the sloppy tie from my hair. I shook my head and let my auburn mane flow free, soft and full over my shoulders. My hair was my best feature, I thought.

		Mike returned his lips to my mouth, showering me with kisses.

		I grabbed both sides of his face and kissed him back.

		Our tongues chased around inside our eager mouths. I rubbed my hands over his strong back, his warm skin, his hard muscles. I pulled him into me and then I stuck my hand down the back of his jeans, shoving my fingers deep down his ass crack. He wasn’t wearing any underwear.

		We broke out lip lock, each of us needing to breathe.

		I panted, “Mike, we shouldn’t. What if…”

		“Shush. It’s okay.”

		“What about Lucy?”

		He kissed me rather than answer.

		When he sealed his lips around one of my nipples again, he cupped my ass with both hands and picked me up. I gasped and held on tight. He spun me around and leaned me against the large mahogany table behind us. He pulled a kitchen table chair out, and in a move so smooth, I still couldn’t believe it, he pushed his jeans down to his ankles, sat down, and with his hand around my wrist, pulled me down to my knees in front of him.

		He sat back, his naked cock hard and stiff, pointed straight up in the air, demanding attention.

		Jesus, he was big. Thick and long.

		“Mike, no. We shouldn’t.”

		He held my wrist and with his other hand grabbed the back of my neck. He pushed my head down toward his cock. His intention was clear.

		Did I hesitate? Despite my words to the contrary, I did not.

		With my free hand, I stroked him a few times then sucked his long, thick cock into my mouth.

		He moaned and having got what he wanted, released his hold on my wrist. With both his hands he held my head, holding me as I bobbed up and down on his shaft.

		I fisted and gobbled his shaft, making wet slobbering sounds. It had been so long since I’d done this. Too long. God, do I love giving head.

		Mike lolled his head back and groaned while I stroked and sucked him off.

		Something I’d always been good at, I’d been told, and from the way Mike was moaning I wouldn’t be getting a negative review about my services this time either.

		The buzzer rang, signaling the dryer was done.

		I ignored it, and so did Mike.

		He was too busy biting his lower lip, moaning, and telling me, “Oh, that’s good.”

		My fist glided over his slick boner. My head bobbed up and down. His cock banged into the back of my throat each time I gobbled him down. He squeezed his legs against my sides and tightened his ass cheeks. At one point I took his cock out and ran my tongue along the underside of his wet shaft. He shivered and rubbed his hands over my back then pushed my head back down on his knob.

		Working him good and hard in my mouth, Mike’s moaning turned into a series of oh, oh, oh. And then “Oh, shit!”

		He’s close to coming, already? I eased his warm cock from my mouth and looked up at him.

		Mike stared away from me, his mouth hanging open, he stared toward my front door.

		I followed his gaze. “Oh, shit. Lucy!”

		His wife, my friend, stood with her hands on her narrow hips, just a few feet from us. She must have come through the front door at the same time the dryer buzzer went off. Neither of us had heard her. She wore a sleeveless black blouse and a matching pencil skirt, just home from work. Her straight jet black hair hung in waves down over her shoulders.

		I was naked from the waist up, on my knees, with her husband’s wet cock in my hand.

		He stared at her unable to speak.

		Lucy turned her head away and put her hand up as if to block the sight from her eyes. “I come over to ask if you’d seen Mike, and this is what I find.” She stole a glance toward us then looked away again. “I guess you have seen him. All of him and that’s not all.”

		

	
		Mike jumped to his feet and pulled his jeans up, doing a half-ass job of covering himself up. He had to hold his pants in one hand, fisting them so they wouldn’t fall down as he crossed over to where Lucy stood, but she twisted away, turning her back to him.

		I slowly came to my feet. I clasped an arm over my boobs, covering my nipples. I brushed the fallen locks of hair out of my eyes and wiped off the moisture around my lips.

		God, he’d tasted good.

		Mike came up behind Lucy and put a hand on her hip and swept her hair away from the nape of her neck.

		“Don’t touch me.” She half turned to look at him, then at me. Our eyes met and I felt like dirt. “I am in total shock here.”

		My mouth dropped open to speak, to say something, but I had no idea what I could possibly say. It turned out I didn’t need to say anything.

		Mike leaned in to his wife and kissed her neck.

		She pulled back, but he stepped forward, put a hand up on the back of her neck. He kissed her again, this time on her cheek. He reached around and turned her face toward his. He kissed her again, this time on the mouth and with tongue.

		It was my turn to be shocked, because she let him!

		Not only did she let him, she twisted around and leaned into his kiss, opening her mouth to him, and caressing the tight curls on the nape of his neck with her fingers. She pressed her full-figure body against his naked chest.

		What the hell was going on?

		When they stopped kissing, he led her by the hand to where I stood, stunned, my arm still strapped across my boobs. He dropped his jeans again and sat back down. His boner sprung out. He was even harder than before, if that was even possible.

		“What’s going on?” I asked, looking form Lucy to him.

		Mike just dropped his eyes to his waiting cock. “Go on.”

		Seriously?” I looked at Lucy.

		“Northing stopped you before.”

		Ouch.

		She added, “It’s okay.”

		Lucy joined her husband, taking up a position beside him. She leaned over and with a hand under his chin, kissed him on the mouth. Tongues wrestling, they practically ignored me, except Mike had taken to stroking his cock, keeping it hard.

		Really? Tentatively, I returned to my kneeing position between his open legs.

		I thought back to how damn sexy it felt having Mike’s long, hard cock in my mouth.

		He reached out and snaked his free hand up around my neck again, urging me down on his cock once more. If Lucy didn’t seem to care, fuck it then, neither did I.

		I went back to giving him a damn fine blow job.

		I noticed Lucy step out of her pumps, kicking them off.

		While I bobbed over his hard cock, I watched them, feeling the first little stirring of excitement between my legs.

		Mike hiked her skirt up over her hips with his free hand and dragged her panties down her taut, runner’s legs. He grabbed a fistful of Lucy’s great-looking ass and yanked her in close. He kissed her stomach while she pulled her blouse up and over her head. She shook her long black hair aside and unsnapped her bra, unleashing her ample, but all-natural boobs.

		I knew because she’d told me.

		Usually I’m the one with the largest breasts in the room, but not the case with Lucy around.

		“Don’t stop,” Mike said to me as I’d slowed to catch my breath and a gander at them. I’d been stroking him, but he wanted more. I gave it to him.

		She pressed her boobs into his face, while she looked down at me going down on him. While I stroked and sucked, he went to town on her boobs with his mouth, suckling her wide, brown nipples, grabbing and squeezing her flesh breasts like they were sacks of pale flour.

		We went on like that for a while, long enough for me to be impressed with Mike’s endurance. Daniel would’ve popped off and been halfway through a beer before Lucy had even shown up.

		After some time, Lucy put a hand on my shoulder, gently urging me away from her husband.

		I let Mike’s cock pop out of my mouth, feeling as disappointed as the expression on Mike’s face. Did this mean we were done? Or, hope against hope, was there more to come?

		“Stand up,” Lucy said, circling around behind me.

		She meant me, so I stood up.

		Mike sat forward, his one eyebrow raised, as curious as I.

		From behind me, Lucy peeled my khaki-colored spandex pants down my legs. My breath caught. My pants hit the floor and my panties quickly followed. I kicked them away.

		Mike leaned forward and kissed my inner thigh. His mouth touching my flesh was like an electrical charge. It sent a spark of desire through me. There I was, standing nude in front of him and with Lucy behind me, her hands caressing my ass cheeks.

		That was not how things remained.

		“Turn around,” Lucy said.

		I did as she asked and she pushed me against the large kitchen table. I leaned against it. The hard wood was cool against my naked ass. Anxious over what was to come, I was jittery. My hands shook, just a little, like I’d had too much coffee. I brushed my brown wavy bangs out of my eyes and gave her a nervous smile.

		Mike stood up and moved Lucy out of the way. He grabbed me around the waist and lifted me, plopping my down so my ass was sitting on the table. He pushed my legs apart and stepped between them. He stroked his missile-like cock and leaned in to give me a kiss. A kiss I willfully, wantonly, accepted as Lucy drifted off to my side.

		He reached down and cupped my sex.

		I gasped.

		He ran his fingers lightly over my pussy lips, stroking, stroking, stroking, until finally, his finger slipped inside of me. I mewed and panted, only half aware of Lucy leaning in beside me, her hand on my shoulder, looking down at what was going on between my legs.

		Mike snaked his other hand up through my hair, pulled me closer to him. He kissed me. Then he dropped his hand and grabbed my ass, pulling me closer to the edge of the table. My bare ass squeaked across the polished wood. He grabbed his cock and stepped forward, pushing the head of his cock into my pussy.

		I gasped.

		I squeezed my eyes tight and squealed.

		Lucy put her hand on my neck. She stroked my throat and kissed my cheek.

		Mike tried to push his cock deeper inside of me, but had trouble.

		It hurt. I snorted and gasped. Then I pushed him back. “I, I’m…I’m not wet enough.”

		Mike pulled back. He and Lucy exchanged a look.

		She smiled. “We can take care of that.”

		We? What?

		Before I could grasp her meaning, the two of them squatted down between my legs, together. They spread my legs as far as part as they’d go and they both put their faces into my sex. They both began licking my pussy.

		Oh. My. God!

		I leaned back on my elbows, tossed a leg over Lucy’s shoulder, and moaned.

		They licked and kissed me and each other. Their tongues slipped in and out of my sex. I felt my eyes rolling back in my head as I gasped and panted. Oh. My. God.

		Lucy’s hair caressed the soft flesh of my inner thigh. Mike’s unshaven two-day old stubble scratched the other one. Together their tongues plunged the depth of my pussy.

		“Oh. Oh! OH!”

		I lifted my ass, hopping on the table. “Oh. Oh.”

		Mike reached up and grabbed a fistful of my boob and squeezed. His other hand caressed his wife’s ass, drawing a finger through her ass crack. Their heads bob up and down between my legs as their tongues flicked around my hole. Wet, slurping sounds came out form between my wet thighs.

		I bit my lower lip. I lulled my head back. I moaned.

		They took turns. First Mike, then Lucy, then Mike again.

		I slapped the table. “Oh, yeah. Oh, Yeah!”

		He was good at eating pussy. She was great at it.

		They kissed each other, their tongues lapping around each other’s lips and inside each other’s mouths, sucking the gleaming wetness of my pussy from their mouths.

		Then they went back to work on me.

		“Yeah. Oh, yeah. That feels so good, Ah, ah, ah, yeah.”

		Not being wet enough was no longer a problem.

		Lucy and Mike came to the same conclusion and backed away.

		I leaned back across the table, the hard, smooth surface painful against my elbows. My spread legs dangled off the table. The edge cut painfully into the back of my legs.

		The two of them kissed.

		Lucy stoked the side of his face, pleading, “I’m so fucking hot. Fuck me, darling. Fuck me, now.”

		Mike spun her around so she faced me. He bent her over so her face was in my face. He pushed in behind her and Lucy squealed. I couldn’t see, but by the way her body shuddered and from the expression on her face, I knew he’s stuck that long, hard cock inside her. His initial thrust was met with a long sigh. “Ohhhh. Ohhhhhh.”

		I swept the long, black hair out of her face.

		Her body pushed toward me, her big tits were swinging across my legs and bouncing up against mine. As she swayed and rocked, her nipples raised goosebumps across my flesh. His thighs slapped into her bare ass.

		“Hold me,” she panted.

		I wasn’t sure, I thought she meant me. I put my hand on her back, caressed her a bit awkwardly. I even reached down to grab a handful of her ass. I don’t know why I did that. Her body crashed into me.

		Mike grabbed my knees, pinning Lucy between us as he pounded her pussy with his cock.

		She tried to kiss me. I turned my face away.

		She chanted, “Oh my God. Oh my God.”

		Over and over.

		All I could think was shit, I’m wet. I’m ready. I wanted some, too.

		Mike picked up speed. Lucy went from “Oh my God” to “Oh, fuck!”

		The slapping of flesh was loud and furious. Mike grabbed Lucy by her hair and pulled, not hard, but enough to pull her head back. Her mouth hung open.

		She closed her eyes. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck.”

		I watched, stroking my clit to keep myself wet, staying ready for my chance in the game. Fuck, I want his cock inside me. I wanted it bad.

		I wanted it so bad I even let Lucy kiss me when she tired again, tongue and all. I grabbed the back of her head. Our tongues lashed and whipped around. God, her mouth tasted wonderful. I could taste my pussy juice still on her lips, on her chin.

		Her body shuttered. Mike thrust hard into her and she shoved into me.

		Mike had his hands on her hips, riding her, going to town. Grunting. His teeth clenched.

		All I wanted to do was scream. No! Don’t come! Do me!

		That was when Lucy gasped. She arched her back, straightened up and breathless swept her hair out of her face with both hands, her lovely red mouth hanging open.

		Behind her, Mike stopped and backed up.

		Lucy stepped to the side and Mike, his lovely cock wet and still fully engorged, stepped forward. He pulled me closer to the edge of the table. My ass cheeks squeaked across the table surface again. He held his cock and aimed it for my now wet and waiting pussy.

		My legs were tired, but I held them cocked in the air. I leaned heavily on my elbows. I wanted him. All of him. The table was hard and painful, but I didn’t care. I was about to get laid for the first time in years.

		He stuck it in. He filled me up, and I threw my head back and howled, “Oh, yes!”

		Mike started pumping. His long cock reached deep inside me, reached parts of me untouched for years, filling me up. He held onto my hips. Lucy dropped down to her knees behind him and buried her face into his ass. She was licking his asshole while he fucked me hard.

		God, that was so hot.

		Mike moaned.

		I snorted. Oh, it felt so good. So fucking good. “Yes. Yes. Yes.”

		He kept pounding me, but occasionally looking back at Lucy. “That’s right. Lick my ass. Lick it.”

		She didn’t seem to need to be told.

		Mike changed positions slightly, reaching up under my legs holding them, while he plunged his cock deeper, deeper inside me. God, it reached so far inside me. Oh, it felt so good.

		I was close. I was so close.

		Lucy came out from behind Mike and again took up a position beside me. This time she licked her fingers and plunged them down between my legs.

		I panted, “Lucy, what…”

		She touched my sex, rubbed her fingers over my clit while Mike pounded his ramrod cock into me. That was it, my body seized up. She stroked my clit, fast and furious.

		My orgasm exploded like a dam bursting.

		She kissed my throat and rubbed and twiddled my clit.

		Mike kept pounding away.

		I screamed, banging my ass up and down on the table. “Oh fucking God! Oh. Oh yeah!”

		Mike threw his head back and came. I felt his warm jism fill me, so much so it leaked out and ran down the folds of my flesh, down my sweaty, hot skin. He pulled out and stroked his wet cock. It jumped in his hand and more jism shot out of the end of it. A long string of jism landed on my belly, hot and wet. Then another across my leg.

		Lucy licked her finger, scooped up a globular of the warm goo and sucked it off her finger with a smile.

		I hung my head back, exhausted. “That was…was…”

		“Incredible,” Lucy finished for me.

		I smiled. “Yes.”

		Mike looked past me at the clock on the wall in the corner. “Is that time right?”

		I twisted my head over my shoulder, breathless. “Sure.”

		“Shit,” he said. “Fuck.”

		He grabbed his jeans from the floor and tugged them on fast. “I’ve gotta go.”

		“Go?” I said.

		“Go where?” Lucy asked.

		He raced into the laundry room. I heard the dryer door open then slam shut. Mike raced back out tugging his sweater on over his head. “The country club. I’m meeting the guys for a Christmas party thing. That was fantastic, ladies.” Halfway to the front door, he called out. “We definitely gotta do this again. Merry Christmas.”

		Lucy and I watched him run out the front door. When it banged shut I looked at Lucy. “That was…unexpected.”

		“I’ll say.”

		We looked awkwardly at each other. I slid off the table. I didn’t know what to say, afraid the realization of what we just did—what I just did—with her husband would sink in. “You, um, want a glass of wine?”

		“Sure.”

		I went to the kitchen and took a chilled bottle of white from the refrigerator. After pouring two glasses I handed one to Lucy. We stood, naked, silently sipping our drinks, listing to Christmas carols.

		After a while, I said, “Maybe we, um, should get dressed?”

		Lucy sipped her wine and made no attempt to retrieve her clothes. She did however spend time looking me over. I felt very self-conscious and a little turned on. I tried to think of something to say, but my mind went blank.

		Then Lucy put her glass on the table and stepped in close to me. She put one hand on my hip. It was cold from holding the chilled glass. The other she snaked around me and slid it across my bare back.

		I shivered.

		She pulled me into an embrace.

		Our boobs mashed against each other. Her body was warm and slick with a film of perspiration. Mine was, too. Her hand on my hip slid down over my ass cheek. She pressed her thick brown snatch against my pussy.

		Lucy tilted her head and kissed me on the mouth. She tasted like pussy. My pussy.

		I ran my tongue around inside her mouth.

		When she finally pulled back, breaking the kiss, she said, “I think we should go upstairs.”

		“To my bedroom?”

		“Yes.”

		I smiled. “That sounds like a wonderful idea.”

		We padded barefoot up the stairs smiling and humming along to a Christmas song.

		I smiled at the thought of making this my new Christmas tradition.
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