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Chapter 1

The sun is just falling on her face, that lovely little smile I remember so well. Hands crossed on her chest just below her delicious tits, her ruffle collar and front button shirt with ruffles down the front.
I got misty eyed looking at her, wanting to reach out and cuddle with her again. Take those magnificent tits in my hand and roll her nipple, feeling it harden as I do. Or to wake with her spooning in front of me naked, whispering dirty words in her ear in her sleep. Feel her getting wet against my cock until I could slip into her and wake her with a good hard morning fuck.
But those days are no more...
---
Stacy and I met in college, in the half and half dorms. One wing guys, the other wing girls. Not that I really remember much from the first time we met. You see I had just asked my first love to marry me in front of her parents at Thanksgiving dinner... and she said no.
Soooooo, I was kicked back in the common room with my roommates' bottle of rum and a six pack of coke... I started out with coke and a bit of rum, I seemed to have migrated to mixing them the other way around. Good way to get kicked out of the dorm with having the liquor, but who the fuck cared after that shocker...
I laid back on the couch, feet kicked up on the coffee table, head back and zoned out not really listening to the TV drone on, commiserating my future, or the lack of.
I heard feet moving toward the fridge, I looked to see a most lovely pair of legs coming out from an old sweatshirt. So I did what my bright and clear mind told me to do... I took a deep breath and whistled at those legs.
She jumped and screamed in surprise, turning as she did. "ASSHOLE!"
"YUP!" I hollered back, raising my glass, then downing the last of it, watching her scurry over toward me, obviously braless from the way she moved under that sweat shirt.
"You're drunk."
"You're gorgeous," leaning forward to mix another drink, then leaning down further and trying to look up her sweatshirt barely covering her crotch.
She pulled down on the hem of the sweat shirt, making it pull tight across her tits letting her nipples stand out nicely. I just looked up at them instead and smiled.
"Deb is going to kill you, trying to get into another girl's panties..."
I took another swig and then raised my hand wiggling my pinkie finger, the little band I had planned on giving Deb on the end almost like a thimble. "Nope, she gave up that right." I began taking a more serious look at her thighs, wondering how far I could get my hand before getting it chopped off. "Besides, I don't think you're wearing any..." grinning up at her.
Stacy rolled her eyes, "you're... you're... INCORRIGIBLE!"
"Probably... gimme a kiss anyway."
Stacy groaned and then stomped towards the door. "Hey Steve!"
I sat up enough to look over the back of the couch to see her grinning and standing by the girls' elevator. She turned her back to me and lifted the back of her sweat shirt flashing her nice ass and pink thong as the elevator door closed.
I raised a drink to myself, pretty bad when the highlight of my day was a flash of thong... but it was a nice butt. I was drunk enough to think that was actually funny.
Somewhere in the next few drinks I guess I passed out. I woke up the next morning laid out on the couch, a blanket over me. The coke was still there, but my bottle of rum was gone. Did I finish it, did someone take it, or did the house monitor find it? My luck would be the later the way things had been going. I managed to stumble up to my room before my head split open. Sitting on my dresser was a bottle of aspirin, a glass of water... and the bottle of rum with a pink thong around the neck. I took my aspirin and then the thong in hand and crashed on the bed holding that aromatic scrap of cloth to my nose. Wonderful dreams of where the thong had been...
* * * * * * * *
I was stretched out on my bed Saturday trying to watch something on my little black and white TV, nudging the rabbit ears every so often. The place was practically deserted after the Thanksgiving holiday, but I wasn't in the mood to sit in the common room to explain why I wasn't out with my fiancé even if it had a decent TV.
I had just sat back from nudging the rabbit ears for the umpteenth time when Stacy stormed in, "WHERE'S THAT FUCKING RUM?" bending over to search through my drawers, that short dress riding up nicely on her ass and putting her thighs on display.
Stacy looked over her shoulder seeing me looking at her ass, "Keep looking, where's the rum?"
I pointed to my roommates' dresser, "bottom drawer."
Stacy stomped over, yanked the drawer out hard enough to pull it out completely, grabbed the bottle and took a healthy swig... straight.
Her eyes watered, she coughed and pounded her chest, then almost dropped the bottle and collapsed to the floor crying.
I managed to rescue the bottle and get her up enough to sit on the edge of the bed, her tears soaking my t-shirt. In between sobs I found out she had arrived early to pick up her boyfriend to take him to meet her parents, and found him bending some girl over his desk fucking the hell out of her.
I did manage to settle her down a bit, then mixed a rum and coke that was at least more coke than rum. For the next few hours Stacy cried, and drank, and drank and cried, with Stacy berating the male of the species in general, and her FORMER boyfriend specifically while I held her tight and stole a few glances down her dress at some nice pink lace.
Stacy got to her feet, putting her arms up and twirling, almost falling down. "Am I that ugly?"
"Huh?"
"You've been groping and grabbing and ogling since I got here but haven't tried anything. Am I that ugly?" with that she reached down and grabbed the hem of her dress and peeled it up and off, tossing it at me and grinning while doing her best to stay standing.
Stacy put her hands up behind her head and did another slow turn, stopping with her knee kicked out. I looked at her practically naked body. Her slim legs and thighs, her pussy barely covered by a thin pink lace thong clinging to her pussy lips and letting her landing strip show nicely.
Her belly, not exactly flat, but not a pooch either, just a nice womanly figure. Her nice tits, probably a C cup, being showcased in a matching pink lace bra pushing her up and out while letting her dark nipples show through and stand out begging to be played with.
Her necklace hangs down in some nice cleavage hanging around a slim neck, her smiling at me looking at her, "Well?"
I smiled back at her, "Can I get that kiss now?"
Stacy's mouth dropped open, then grinned and did her best half drunken slutty walk over to me, leaned over bending at the waist to let her chest hang in front of me, put her hands on my shoulders, and pulled me forward enough to give me a kiss.
That first kiss felt like I had never been kissed before. Most of the girls I had dated accepted being kissed, and a few on the opposite end of the spectrum had kissed like they were trying to eat me. But the kiss from Stacy...
Our lips met so softly, then she pulled back a bit and licked her lips before pulling back in and kissing me again, turning her head to hold it, her tongue just darting out a bit. I opened my lips a little, but Stacy didn't force her tongue in, merely probing.
I let my tongue out enough to meet hers, each exploring the other, feeling her breathing quicken as I put my hands on her waist holding her soft skin as if for the first time.
Stacy stood back up biting her lips, then looked down at my cock trying to break free of my sweats. Stacy took the last step to the bed, reached down and gripped my cock through my sweats and shifted me up to my belly as she straddled my lap and trapped me between us.
"Maybe you do like me..." as she plastered herself against me, humping her mound against my hard cock. This kiss was a bit more serious, but not forced, more exploring.
I let my hands roam as we kissed, up her back and down to her waist, around her sides and then down to cup her butt. That got me a little groan into the kiss and Stacy pulling herself tighter against me.
Stacy broke the kiss and reached down to lift my shirt, stopping with my hands and arms above my head to kiss me again, finding it amusing watching me try to get my arms free.
Once I had my arms out, she leaned back a bit and reached for her bra clasp between the cups. I put my hands on hers to stop her. "Stacy, you're beautiful, but are you sure you want to do this?"
She looked at me for a few seconds, then pulled her hands and mine from her chest. "You're right, I don't want to do this," then she shifted our hands around and brought my hands to her bra, using my hands to squeeze her own tits. "I want you to do this," then arched her back, closing her eyes and grinning practically putting her tits in my face.
I kept massaging and squeezing, nibbling on her cleavage as my fingers worked the clasp, popping it open and then leaving her bra still cupping her tits.
I nosed one cup aside as I nibbled my way to her nipple, Stacy wrapping her hands around my head when I took it between my lips. Nibbling and sucking, feeling it harden between my lips. Kissing back across her cleavage to the other before leaning back to look at her cupping her tits with my hands.
Stacy grinned and pushed me back rolling at the same time so we wound up with her on her back and me still between her legs. She looked at me and nodded nudging me against her crotch with her legs still around me. I leaned in and kissed her nose. I kissed her cheek, I kissed her lips, I kissed her lips AGAIN.
I started a trail of kisses, going from one tit and nipple, across her cleavage to the other, then down her belly to the top of that pink thong. Her aroma was almost overpowering my will, struggling to not rip them off. I rubbed my chin against her wet thong, inhaling her scent and looking her in the eye, then leaned forward on my elbows to catch the waist of her thong in my fingers.
Stacy looked at me, then put her feet on the bed to lift her butt. I got the thong out from under her, then she put her legs together in the air to finish taking them off herself. I heard her sigh, then spread her knees putting her feet down on either side of me.
There she was, naked and spread before me, her hard brown nipples rising and falling with her breathing, her wet glistening pussy just barely starting to spread, the aroma now more than taken control of my brain.
I stuck my tongue out and slowly ran it up, separating her lips and tasting the most delicious flavor in the world... horny woman.
I know she screeched and jumped a little, I know I kept right on going enjoying the feast spread before me. Opening her with my thumbs to let my tongue delve deeper into her, suckling her inner lips and working up towards her clit.
Later in life I would bring her to orgasm several times before taking her, but that night, that first time, all I could think about was being in her.
I tore myself away from her, still licking her juices from my lips and began working my sweats down past my hips, Stacy giggling at my motions and barely being able to accomplish it without falling over. I leaned back over her, taking my weight on one hand and gripping her hand with my other.
I shifted forward enough that I was on the verge of entering her and put her hand on my cock, her delicate hand on my ACHING cock.
Stacy held me a bit, gripping and squeezing a bit, then working the head of my cock up and down between her wet lips before nudging me closer while rotating her hips up to me.
The head of my cock was between her lips.
I slid slowly into her, and continued laying down on top of her, feeling her hard nipples being pressed into my chest as she took my weight on her, holding her face in my hands as she wrapped her arms around me for a long deep kiss.
I could lie to you and tell you I wanted to just hold and kiss her, but the truth was I was in heaven inside of her and if I had moved I would have popped and flooded her right then and there.
I could feel the ripples in her pussy and my little brain took over. I worked back up to hands and knees and slid from her, the head of my cock just separating her lips, then in again but not as slowly. I held out as long as I could, but a few strokes later I was pounding and emptying my cock into her, shot after shot. I was just about exhausted when Stacy clamped her legs around me and began cumming under me.
I kept going enough to let her finish before collapsing and then rolling off of her, both of us panting to catch our breath.
I did manage to roll out enough to grab a towel from the chair and hand it to her, I wiped down with my t-shirt and crawled back in to bed with her spooning in front of me as I pulled the covers over us... ___
We almost got caught the next morning, and it was several weeks before we had sex again, this time much slower with Stacy taking the initiative. By spring we were unofficially a couple, and for the most part the monitors left us alone.
The following year Stacy came to my parents for Thanksgiving and I went to hers for Christmas. That spring we moved out of the dorms and into a small apartment.
Now it wasn't all perfume and roses, we both had some trust issues. On my part, I had to quit assuming it would be okay to head out with the boys for an evening at the bar, and we almost came to blows over that a few times.
With Stacy it was a lie of omission. Like a lot of women she didn't equate NOT telling me something with lying to me. Telling me we needed to run into town for bread and milk and then also making three stops to shop for shoes didn't go over too well, neither did telling me she didn't feel like cooking and 'let's head down to O'Malleys...' and her friends being glad she could make it got us into a huge fight when we got home. It gave me a real puppy dog feeling, like being jerked around on a chain.
The one that nearly ended us was the summer between our third and fourth year. I was headed over to a friend's house to help him install a new garage door. 'Hey honey, don't work too late, I'm making your favorite stroganoff tonight.' The part she neglected to mention was, 'oh and I invited mom and dad over for supper too.'
We got the new door installed, and I headed home looking forward to a nice evening with Stacy. I was a bit surprised to see my future in-laws, and was about to go take a shower when her mother said, "it sure was nice of you guys to invite us over Steve, it's been a while since we've seen you kids."
I took my shower, put on clean clothes, walked right out the front door and went camping for a week since I hadn't had the chance to get all the camping gear out of the Jeep from our last trip, Stacy got the hint. We had a few minor relapses along the way, but we worked through it.
We both graduated, and kept right on fucking like bunnies. Stacy got a job at a graphics company, and I put my engineering degree to work doing landscaping. You know, shoveling mulch and planting trees. It wasn't much, but it was what I could find.
And life plodded on. I started taking on handyman jobs to help make ends meet, and over the next three years the landscaping gig became a full time job, enough so that Stacy quit her job and became a stay at home mom... times three.
We still had our morning romps. With my home office and Stacy managing the calls and books we could set our own hours, and it wasn't uncommon for a customer to call in the evening or a little before business hours.
That didn't stop us though. More than once I was behind Stacy fucking her hard when the phone would ring, I would slow down so she could answer while I was giving her a teasingly slow fuck. Other times she would hand the phone to me and roll us over to ride me. Blow jobs and pussy eating while the other was on the phone were fair game as well.
My favorite was coming in while she was on the phone and snaking my hand down her shirt to roll and play with her nipples. That usually ended with a bend me over my desk and FUCK ME lunch!
Before the kids it wouldn't be unusual for us to head down to the beach and for Stacy to untie the neck string on her bikini to eliminate tan lines, then absently scratch her tit in her 'sleep' to let it all hang out. Of course that necessitated a trip to the changing rooms to bend her over and release some stress.
Road trips were loose clothes to reach in and play. Sometimes with nothing on underneath, other times Stacy would be in stockings and full corset, letting my fingers roam all over her, playing and scratching at the material over her nipples and shaved pussy until she was so worked up I would have to pull over and bend her over the hood on the exit ramp.
Things did slow down a bit as the kids got older, but during school days a lunch time stop was quite welcome and the two weeks the kids spent with grandparents were awesome.
There were a few times of my work getting in the way of our social calendar, and every once in a while Stacy would start to fall back into her not telling me everything. But except for one or two blow ups we did pretty well.
About a year after the kids went off to college it was like we were back courting again. Holding hands and kissing and groping when we could get away with it, and once in a while when we couldn't. Teasing and playing in the car was an absolute must. I can't count how many orgasms we brought each other to while cruising down the road. Many truckers were treated to the view of my post orgasmic wife laid out on the passenger seat. Sometimes she even waved when they honked at the view of her bare chest or spread legs.
I got Stacy dressing in more revealing clothes again, short dresses, low necklines, thin tops. She didn't feel she could go braless or bikini anymore, but I did still get her to wear half cups and the like, fairly often. Pulling her top open to nibble on her nipple, and a hand up her skirt to play with her clit, even kneeling down and putting my head under there to lick her seemed to motivate her fairly nicely. I even got her to use the topless deck a few times when we took a cruise!
Things were going well, the kids were doing well, and we were hoping to be grandparents when things got a bit haywire with Stacy.
She started getting a bit moody, cranking the AC up to the refrigerator one day, and opening the windows when it was one hundred degrees outside the next. One evening she was waiting inside the door bent over the couch with her dripping pussy waiting to be filled, a few days later she didn't want to be touched.
Stacy finally made a doctor's appointment after a fight about her making up her mind about what she wanted.
The doctor, female of course, ran some tests and it was confirmed. I sat there stunned, Stacy was only fifty five. We had just begun to begin living our life without the kids. We were planning a second honeymoon and childhood all rolled up into one.
I did some research online, but most of the treatment discussions were between Stacy and her doctor, and her doctor wouldn't answer my questions except in general terms.
Then came 'the announcement', Stacy, with the support of her naturalist, almost fundamentalist, doctor, had decided not to use any of the treatments. Mother Nature was going to take her course and that was final. I was in a daze for days after, going over the possibilities in my mind. But what was I going to do, hold a gun to her head, force her medication down her throat?
So over the next six months I watched my love, my companion, turn into a shell of the person I fell in love with. She's still in there, and every once in a while she'd reappear. Stacy put on a good show out in public and around the rest of the family. But at home the truth was always there...
My lover, the woman that sighed at my touch, the woman that would reach over and grope me and even think about giving me a blow job while driving was gone. Once in a while she would make a remark that made me think that maybe, just maybe she was coming back to me...
---
I reached out to touch her, lightly stroking her cheek, letting my fingers trail down her cleavage now covered by her frilly top, remembering when I would have been stroking bare skin and rolling her nipple between my fingers...
Stacy's eyes opened, realized where my hands were, and got up out of bed in a hurry heading for the bathroom and her pile of clothes. "Morning dear, ready to hit the garden today? We have a lot of weeding to do....." rambling on as she hitched up her heavily padded bra, designed to hide and flatten those beauties, doing all she could to make them sag and get her nipples pointed to the floor. 'It's not appropriate for a woman my age to be seen with her nipples standing out,' she would say if I said anything about it, so a few years ago I quit saying it.
Hell, I'd settle for them just coming out to play every once in a while.
FUCKING MENOPAUSE!




Chapter 2

Stacy finally made a doctor's appointment after a fight about her making up her mind about what she wanted.
The doctor, female of course, ran some tests and it was confirmed. I sat there stunned, Stacy was only fifty seven. We had just begun to begin living our life without the kids. We were planning a second honeymoon and childhood all rolled up into one.
I did some research online, but most of the treatment discussions were between Stacy and her doctor, and her doctor wouldn't answer my questions except in general terms.
Then came 'the announcement', Stacy, with the support of her naturalist, almost fundamentalist, doctor, had decided not to use any of the treatments. Mother Nature was going to take her course and that was final. I was in a daze for days after, going over the possibilities in my mind. But what was I going to do, hold a gun to her head, force her medication down her throat?
So over the next six months I watched my love, my companion, turn into a shell of the person I fell in love with. She's still in there, and every once in a while she'd reappear. Stacy put on a good show out in public and around the rest of the family. But at home the truth was always there...
My lover, the woman that sighed at my touch, the woman that would reach over and grope me and even think about giving me a blow job while driving was gone. Once in a while she would make a remark that made me think that maybe, just maybe she was coming back to me...
# # # # #
I reached out to touch her, lightly stroking her cheek, letting my fingers trail down her cleavage now covered by her frilly top, remembering when I would have been stroking bare skin and rolling her nipple between my fingers...
Stacy's eyes opened, realized where my hands were, and got up out of bed in a hurry heading for the bathroom and her pile of clothes. "Morning dear, ready to hit the garden today? We have a lot of weeding to do..." rambling on as she hitched up her heavily padded bra, designed to hide and flatten those beauties, doing all she could to make them sag and get her nipples pointed to the floor. 'It's not appropriate for a woman my age to be seen with her nipples standing out,' she would say if I said anything about it, so a few years ago I simply quit saying it.
Hell, I'd settle for them just coming out to play every once in a while.
FUCKING MENOPAUSE!
- - - - - -
And so it goes. Watching my love cover and hide her body. Working harder on hiding it than taking care of it.
Seeing Stacy weeding and fertilizing in the garden on her hands and knees . But instead of lusting after her ass and cameltoe, I was remembering the sight from years past - looking at her ass covered in a loose knit pair of short shorts. Seeing her turn to toss the weeds in the cart, her tits plastered to her chest with a heavy sports bra under a big old t-shirt instead of swinging loose under one of my thin muscle t-shirts.
I was really doing my best to drown the weeds along the fence when I heard the gate and a bright cheery voice call out. "ANYBODY HOME!"
I turned to see my bouncing baby girl walking toward me. She would scowl at me if she knew I still thought of her as a baby, but she will always be that little bundle of joy to me.
"Hey honey, what are you doing over here?"
"Hey Daddy," giving me a nice hug and kiss on the cheek. "Momma said you guys were going to tackle the flower beds this weekend."
Stacy had invited them over without saying anything to me. I tensed for just a moment, then grinned at her. "Plenty of weeds for everyone." It's pretty bad when you actually get used to something like that...
Bill shook my hand and followed Georgie as they headed over to her mother.
I kept spraying for a while, then grabbing my pruners and began attacking the bushes. I glanced over at the girls making progress. I got a lump in my throat seeing Georgie kneeling beside her mother. The spitting image of her at that age.
Watching the little caresses between Bill and her, watching him ogle my daughters ass and hoping for his benefit instead of getting upset. Please lord, don't let her have her mother's menopause...
We had the flower bed done just after noon. Stacy headed in to clean up, while Georgie and Bill headed to the pool, stripping off shirts and shorts before jumping in.
I had to turn away before the déjà vu of her mother in her bikini doing that so many times some twenty odd years ago got to me. As much as I love my baby girl, there are times when her being the younger image of her mother was a pure curse.
I kicked back in my lounge listening to them splash in the pool. Stacy brought out sandwiches, frowning at me having a beer.
We ate and chatted, Stacy frowning again at us talking shop.
If Angie was here instead of her older sister, I would be inundated with talk of shopping at all the right stores. Since my little tom boy was here, we talked shop, GRIN.
I was a VERY proud papa, Georgie had gone to college and learned in a few years what I had learned over twenty some years at the school of hard knocks. By her junior year she had surpassed me, taking the lead on many projects in her spare time from school. Taking control of her own crew barely a few days after graduation.
Stacy tried to get her to work in the office, but Georgie was like me, she liked working with her hands. We still did design and layout things in the office, but the grin on her face when we completed a particularly intricate project was amazing, dirty fingernails and all.
The girls cleaned up after our sandwiches. I smiled and envied Bill, the little smile as he watched Georgie walking away.
I got a hug and another kiss on the cheek before they left, "See you next weekend."
I would see her tomorrow morning at work before we headed out to our respective jobs, but I knew what she meant.
Just after she graduated and took control of her own crew we started a company tradition. A big Fourth of July Bar-B-Q in our backyard. We had expanded and contracted the number of crews over the years, but we kept it going. For a few years when we had seven crews we had to move the Bar-B-Qs to a shelter at the park, but for our current four crews, we would have a nice celebration here.
I went in and got my second beer for the day, and yes Stacy scowled at me for having another beer. I went out and kicked back remembering celebrations of years past. All the fun the kids and even some of the grownups had. Smiling momentarily at some of my own antics with Stacy the first few years. Having to leave the party a bit early to head upstairs to fuck her into the mattress.
That balloon popped moments later.
"Are you sure you wouldn't rather have an iced tea dear?"
I had had three drinks from this beer, barely a third of the bottle. "Nope, I'm just fine."
I heard her sigh as she went back into the house. You have nothing to worry about dear.
Stacy knew what happened if I had too many beers in me. I got horny.
I got horny as in touching and groping until I had her so worked up she couldn't say no to some wild sex. But that wild sex had disappeared with her period. Sure I had tried a few times afterwards in some hope, but too many times of screwing a dead fish lover had killed almost any desire to sign up again for that let down. She could have been a blow up doll for as much emotion as she had shown.
Monday found me back at work.
Stacy and Georgie both questioned me about having one of the mowing crews, being out in the hot sun going back and forth. Now for many of the early years I did the residential landscaping calls. Nice and quiet, plenty of shade. But now...
But now the mowing crews did many of the developments, and most of the developments had a pool. And pools had lots of scantily covered women around them laying out glistening in the sun. Moving and jiggling as they oiled up. And for an old man that hadn't gotten laid in several years all those oiled bodies were pure heaven and fuel for many masturbation fantasies to go along with all the internet porn.
Yes I'm the typical dirty old man. As owner of the company I took every pool area there was. I told the guys it was just wanting to make sure everything was perfect for the customers, but I just wanted to ogle the ladies.
I had all the pool areas memorized. What ladies were nicely careless in how they laid toward the sun. Which ones had to lay back with knees up to let the insides of their thighs get a tan... and cup those shaved pussies soooooo nicely. The ones that removed their tops when laying on their stomachs instead of just undoing the straps.
Man oh man, then there are the ones with those miniscule string bikinis that make you look twice to see if they are naked when laying on their stomachs. I've been looking on the internet for a pair of glasses that have a camera built-in, but nothing that wasn't too obvious so far.
I changed the pattern of my mowing that day, making every pass toward the pool looking up between an oiled pair of legs. I had to make a quick stop in the bathroom after our second stop. A lovely brunette smiled at me over her shoulder and adjusted her thong to scratch her leg, flashing me her shaved pussy.
I half wondered if she had done it on purpose, but her grinning at me coming out of the restroom while scratching the inside of her tit baring a little bit of areola and almost making her nipple pop out let me know she had.
I could only thank the lord that a young lady would take pity on an old man and flash him some lovely bits of her luscious body. I had to make a run to the restroom, at the next stop, before we even started.
The guys kidded me about being an old man with bladder problems, but I stood there stroking another load out to the vision of that bikini riding high into her pussy with a clearly defined camel toe while almost flashing her tit at me. I stroked one out while imagining her kneeling in front of me so I could blast all over those oiled tits...
It was an incredible week in South Greenville. Lots of ladies oiling up letting me see plenty of nipple and pussy flashes. Tiny bikini bottoms clinging to shaved pussies, hard nipples standing up in thin bikini tops. By Friday afternoon I didn't even feel the need to fire up the computer and enjoy some nice porn when I got home.
And Georgie didn't help. She brought her crew over after their last stop to give our back yard a touch up before the party. Now her crew of all women was nice, but when they all jumped in the pool afterwards to cool off, it just made it worse.
All the ladies on her crew were in good shape, landscaping tended to weed out the lazy ones. But watching them peel off their outer clothes and jump in the pool all giggles and cackles was exquisite torture.
Jumping and bouncing as I supervised from my steel lounger. Georgie and several ladies in bikinis and two of them in bra and skimpy thongs. One of those thongs was barely containing a lovely Greek ass. And while her chest wasn't that large, it was still a nice point of attention. Two actually, and they were very nice points indeed!
Angel was the widow of one of my first employees. Basil and I had started out with one other guy mowing lawns in college. Things had come and gone, but Basil had stuck with me even through the thin times. Celebrating all the good times. The birth of each other's children. But three years ago a drunk driver ended that for Angel.
We all came together when that happened. And money be damned, I kept paying his salary, he was family. Angel had protested at first, but when she realized it wasn't going to change anything she insisted on coming to work. Several of the other moms take turns with child care.
She started out doing some things in the office, but when she realized we were basically giving her make work she had a fit and went out with Georgie to do some real work.
It was hard on her at first, but by the end of the first summer she was fitting in quite nicely. That was also the start of Georgie's all girl crew. By the end of her second summer it really was an all-girl crew, and one of the most requested as well.
"Close your mouth before you start drooling," Stacy said standing beside me.
I didn't even turn away from the vision in front of me. "You could always get yours out and join them."
"Fuck you."
"Not for a while."
I heard her turn and start to walk away, "Asshole."
"That's been more than a decade"
The way the screen door slammed I knew she heard that.
I just looked down a bit, debating on even trying to make amends, it wouldn't do any good. Evidentially I had been thinking a little too loud.
"Hey Steve, you okay?"
I looked up, but had to slow as my eyes passed her thinly covered camel toe, past her nipples trying to break free of her thin bra. "Hey Angel, just daydreaming. You know, old fart stuff."
She giggled at me, she knew what I was thinking and didn't bother trying to cover up, maybe even teasing me a bit with the towel over her head and face, and jiggled her pointed chest, as she dried her hair. Her wet bra clinging to them like a second skin, a nice shadow of dark nipple and areola riveting my attention. Maybe even twisting her hips back and forth just letting that camel toe sink in sooooo nice.
Man I was wishing I was fifteen years younger and not married! But I wasn't either of those, so it was just the thoughts of a dirty old man.
The girls hung around a bit more, chatting and having a beer or soft drinks. Stacy made a few appearances and glaring at me when I declined to come in and give her a hand with snacks.
The girls trickled out until it was just Angel, Georgie, and me. Georgie walked Angel out as Stacy made another appearance.
"Got your rocks off yet old man?"
"Do you care?"
"Fuck you..."
I didn't respond as I heard the gate close as Georgie came back from walking Angel out. Stacy just huffed off back into the house.
"Everything okay Daddy?"
"Nothing some hormones wouldn't cure."
From the wide eyed look on her face the beer had let me say that out loud.
"Sorry honey. Not something to concern you."
I got a soft kiss on the cheek just before she left to go home. I finished my beer, kicked back, eyes closed, reliving the vision of Angel drying off in front of me, her firm nipples trying to break out of that thin bra. They weren't big standouts like Stacy's, but they were some nice handfuls. Well, like Stacy's used to be anyway.
I finished my beer and crawled into the shower and then bed. Smiling at the first and last part of the evening.
As the week progressed, it just got better and better. The temp came up a bit and the humidity even more. Yes, I was sweating like a stuck pig, but the ladies were too.
Dips in the pool causing bikinis to cling to delicious bodies, cool water causing nipples to stand out coming up the ladder bent over, and straightening up letting bikini bottoms sink between those cheeks before hands were free to pull them out. A few even walked a few steps before doing just that.
Well that was up until Wednesday. Evening that is. Wednesday afternoon my brunette flashing me in the black bikini was in a white one. Her landing strip and nipples make some nice shadows behind those little strips of cloth.
But when I came in the door...
I made it halfway to the fridge.
"WHAT THE FUCK DID YOU SAY TO GEORGIANA?!"
I kept on walking, filling the glass with ice, then topping off with water. "About what?" then draining half the glass and going for a refill.
"OUR SEX LIFE!"
Stacy was getting even more upset at my not. "We don't have one."
"AND YOU HAD TO TELL HER THAT! JUST SO YOU COULD TRY AND GET LAID AGAIN?!"
"I didn't tell her anything."
"BULL SHIT! SHE COMES IN HERE AT LUNCH AND STARTS ASKING QUESTIONS, THEN LAYS INTO ME FOR BEING A SELFISH BITCH!!"
"Sounds about right." I had had just about enough. Bitching at me about being called out by Georgie being right was the straw that broke the camel's back.
"YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE, USING OUR DAUGHTER AGAINST ME. YOU REALLY NEED TO GET LAID THAT BAD?"
"I didn't use her against you. You did that all by yourself. You raised a smart girl."
Stacy looked like she had been gut punched. Then the tigress came out with an attitude. "YOU NEED TO GET LAID THAT BAD, THEN FINE. GO OUT AND FIND SOME BITCH IN HEAT, GET YOUR ROCKS OFF! BUT DON'T COME BACK TO ME EXPECTING ME TO PITY YOU FOR DOING IT."
My head came up, and my mouth probably dropped open, "What?!"
A smile came across her lips. "You heard me. If sex is all that important to you, go for it. I don't need it."
I sat there stunned, watching her walk down the hall. I heard the bedroom door close, signaling she was done with the conversation.
I don't know how long I sat there, then grabbed a beer and went to my lounger on the back deck. Going over my marriage. All the wonderful highs and good times. A few of the lows, now realizing that they were nothing compared to this. That required several more beers.
I woke up sometime in the middle of the night, staggered up to the shower and dropped into bed behind Stacy, wondering just where this was going to go.
Only years of routine let me get through the next two days. I was going to talk to Georgie the next morning, but she managed to sneak out before I caught her. Friday afternoon she had no choice, it was payday. Hers was directly deposited, but she still had to pick up the checks for her crew.
I let Phil take the crew that afternoon, telling him I had something to take care of in the office. It wasn't that unusual, and I did have a few little things to take care of... and one big thing. My daughter.
The stack of checks for her crew was on the corner of my desk. I wasn't holding them hostage, just making sure I got to talk to my daughter.
"Hey Daddy," I heard softly.
I pointed to the stack of checks as she meekly stood in front of my desk. "Go take them to your crew, then come back here. We need to talk."
There was no response, she just picked up the checks and left my office. A few minutes later she was back and looking apprehensive and unhappy to be there. We sat and stared at each other for a bit before I broke.
"What did you say to your mother?"
"I... I asked her why she couldn't take hormone replacement pills."
I must have had quite the expression.
"I was scared there was some reason that would prevent me from taking them if I ever had to."
I have to admit, I hadn't thought of it from that perspective. "So why did you get into a shouting match?"
"I asked her why she would put herself through that. Why would she put the two of you through that if you didn't have to. She said it was something you two decided, something you two could live with."
"Oh..."
"I asked if you guys ever reconsidered, given how it was affecting you."
"Me?"
"Come on Daddy. I'm not a blind little kid anymore. I know what happens, or is supposed to happen, in the bedroom. I know things have been strained for a while. I just never expected you two to make this decision for as... amorous... as you two were when we were little."
I was blindsided by two things, well three actually. First, what a woman my little girl had grown up to be, second, that Stacy would blow their conversation all out of proportion, and third, she would lie to the kids.
We had always made a pact to be honest with them. Yes, there were the little lies when they were small about what they heard from our love making. As well as the Santa Claus and Tooth fairy and such. But as they got older we had decided together we would not lie to them unless we absolutely had to.
Stacy felt this was something she needed to lie about. I on the other hand...
"I'm sorry Daddy, I didn't mean to cause..."
I looked up seeing my daughter almost in tears for something that was not her fault.
"Daddy... What is it Daddy?"
"I... that is... you know I've never lied to you?"
Georgie got a worried look on her face. "What aren't you telling me Daddy? Are you okay? You're not sick or anything are you?"
"No, no," I rushed to answer.
"So what is it?"
I opened my mouth to speak, probably should have thought about it more, then said slowly. "We didn't decide anything."
"But why wouldn't you want to have Momma take them? The side effects are pretty rare, and you wouldn't have to..."
And then she stopped and stared at me. The realization crossed her face. "She didn't, did she?"
I hesitated, it was her mother we were talking about. The woman that raised her, nurtured her.
I know my daughter has worked around a lot of men, and we can be a bit crude at times. Especially when we don't think there are any women around. But my baby girl just came unglued. That is the only way to describe it.
The things she called her mother would have made an old sailor blush. It took me by surprise so much that I sat there stunned for a moment, then had to shout at the top of my lungs. "GEORGIANA MARIE!"
She stopped mid-word staring at me.
"She is still your mother. You WILL NOT speak about her that way!"
"But how can you defend her for this?"
"Georgie, that is none of your business. I will not lie to you, but I do not have to explain myself to you, either."
And so I plodded on.
The next few weeks were, shall we say, a bit chilly at home? Like liquid nitrogen chilly.
Georgie totally ignored her mother, practically disowning her.
Angie tried to mediate from afar, but she was not on her mother's side on this either.
Geoff was smart enough to stay well clear of this.
I just put more and more time into the business and let things simmer down at home. More like a cease fire than a truce.
------
The new fifth crew is finally up to full force, and the new girl was fitting in nicely. I'd gotten lucky in that she had experience. After three months it was like she had been with us for years.
While I did miss getting out in the field and enjoying the scenery, I had been letting things get behind at the office.
I chuckled when I remembered Dena's interview. This little petite woman, looking more like a teenager than the thirty five year old her resume said she was. With her short hair and flat chested enough that without her girly top and skirt I could easily have mistaken her for a guy. If Georgie's crew wasn't full up I'd have put Dena with her.
But out on the job there was no mistaking she was a girl. While the guys wore loose jeans with their company polo shirts, she wore nice tight stretchy ones. Jeans that went right up the crack of her ass and pussy, almost like they were painted on.
I thought they were nice, but as the weather heated up again this year and the crews shifted to shorts... Mmmmmm. Kinda reminded me of Stacy when she was younger, just without the big tits.
She had a few pairs of nice clingy denim shorts. The ones where the inside was a lot lighter than the outside, and she would roll them up almost into her crotch, the light denim bands high on her thighs almost forcing your eyes to ogle a nice bit of camel toe. Not as deep as her stretch jeans, but still lovely to look at.
About a week after her ninety days were up and she was a confirmed hire, she came into my office just as everybody was clocking out, kinda quiet.
"Um boss, could I ask you something?"
"Sure Dena. What's up?" barely catching myself from stopping for a moment on her damp cameltoe.
"Well when we do the city fields, the guys get to take their shirts off. And well..."
OH MY FUCKING GOD! WAS SHE ASKING IF SHE COULD GO TOPLESS? I mean she was flat chested enough that from a distance she could easily be taken as a guy. I was getting hard thinking about her little tits bouncing around on the mower.
I think she realized what I was thinking. "Oh no, I was just wondering if I could wear one of my swimsuit tops. Something I would wear to the pool."
OH THANK GOD! "Well if it's something you wear to the pool I guess it would be okay, but only out doing the fields and when the guys take their shirts off, okay?
She grinned a million watt smile. "THANKS!" She turned to leave, then turned back. "Um, I think I even have one close to the company shirt color. Would that be okay, or the wrong thing to do?"
I grinned at the thought of putting the company logo on a bikini covered tit. "No, that's okay." Georgie has lobbied for company bikinis for several years now. Devon always snickered saying he couldn't find one to fit him.
She grinned, "Thanks again boss."
I didn't think much more about it until Devon came into the office two weeks later. "Yo boss, you tell Dena she could wear her bikini top out at the city fields?"
He caught me by surprise. "Oh, yeah. She asked, since you guys can strip off your shirts when you're out there. Problem?"
He just grinned. "No, no problem. Just don't say anything to Lacy about me havin' a hot babe on my crew. If she was black I'd get my nuts crushed and handed back to me in a heartbeat." He waved and headed out.
That took me by surprise. I mean Dena was a good looking woman... the phone went off and I had other things to deal with.
By the following Wednesday I was curious, and the city fields weren't that far away. I wrapped things up and drove over. A... spot check... you could say.
Two of the guys were still out on the mowers at the far end. I chuckled, well one guy and one girl. The other two were running around with trimmers. Devon shut him down and walked over.
He grabbed his shirt off the rail of the trailer and wiped the sweat from his face. "Are you checking up on me boss?"
I grinned. "Just stopping by. You know I gotta check every once in a while. Everything going okay?"
He grinned, "Same old same old. It grows, we cut it."
Rick had finished up and came over with his trimmer. "Hey boss," then took Devon's and put them both in the side racks.
Phil was not too far behind driving his mower up on the trailer behind the one already there. He waved and went straight for the cooler on the back corner of the truck. He came over to join us, throwing his shirt over his shoulder.
And here came Dena. She was racing across the grass, and as she got closer I could see some nice bounce to her little chest even at this distance. She slowed some and drove right up on the trailer. I thought she was going to crash into the other mower, but she skidded to a halt just in time.
I was going to say something to her even if I was enjoying the bounce when she hit the trailer ramp...
"Man I'm glad that's done!"
SON OF A BITCH!
Dena had no more said it and she stretched her arms high, then arched back against the seat, and I could hear her popping her back. But that wasn't what had me standing there with a raging hard on.
Dena's top was really pushing the definition of bikini. Two eye shaped pieces over her tits, an inch and a half, maybe two inches at the widest point across her tits, with a microscopic black string between them and around her back.
Oh, and it was unlined. As in her LONG nipples were standing proud as she arched her back. Standing out enough that I could have tied a ribbon around them even before she took her top off.
I had just about come out of my catatonic stare when she stood up on the mower, spread her legs slightly, and bent in half grabbing each ankle in turn. Those shorts clinging to her cheeks like a second skin. A sweat dampened the second skin! Thank god her top wasn't soaked like that!
I spoke too soon, well thought too soon. Dena jumped down off the trailer, with the accompanying little titty bounce, and headed right for the cooler like Phil did.
OH THIS IS TORTURE!
Dena went for the cooler and grabbed one of the cone cups, filled it with cold water, and lifted her hat and poured it over her head. It trickled down her chest, wetting her bikini top and back as she drank the second cup.
AND SHE DID IT AGAIN! She poured the third cup over her head, totally soaking her little top and even a bit of the front of her shorts. That material plastered to her skin enough to let the little circle outline of areola show through.
She stood there a bit with her arms on her head, then grabbed her shirt walking over to us. "Damn, I think I sweated off twenty pounds out there today."
I don't know where to go. Flat chest, TINY waist, trim legs. Other than maybe a pound or two extra in her well-muscled ass she was model perfect.
She began wiping her face, and then upper chest. Making no attempt to dry her bikini top, "You out here checking up on me?"
Damn good thing I had my sunglasses on. She would have caught me seriously checking her out. She may have been twenty years younger, but I was old, not dead!
"Just stopping in. I make surprise visits to all my crews."
Devon raised an eyebrow at me. I hadn't checked on him in ten years.
The guys finished tying down and headed back to the shop, Devon rode with me.
"Does she always wear a bikini like that?"
He chuckled, "That's the third one she's worn... and I've yet to see any hint of a tan line."
I groaned, he snickered. "You're right," I agreed with him, "Lacy doesn't need to know about this."
"Or Stacy?"
"Or Stacy." Not that she really gave a fuck any more... LITERALLY!
But I was headed home with the mother of a hardon.
----
I came in a little sweaty from standing out and... observing... Dena. So I headed for the shower.
I was surprised to find Stacy in there soaping up. I glanced over and saw her shirt, padded bra, shorts, and granny panties lying on the counter. She must have been doing some gardening today.
But I still enjoyed looking at her, despite her total lack of interest in sex. And even if she had managed to make her tits point to the floor, there were still some nice nipples there to be played with.
I stripped down and stepped into the shower, taking her loofa from her and started on her back.
I got a soft "mmmmm."
I did her back and a little of her butt before reaching around to rinse the loofa and put it on the shelf. I ran my hands across her back, getting them a little slippery, then stepped forward, slipping my hard cock in her keyhole as my hands came around to cup her tits.
"Jesus Christ Steve. Is that all you think about is sex? Grabbing boobs and getting off?" pulling away to keep me from touching her.
"Shit Stacy, what the hell do you expect?"
"We're too old for that shit."
"The fuck I am. You're just acting like some dried up old cunt!" Her eyes went wide. She was pissing me off. I hadn't gotten mad at her enough to call her that in several years. Back when I thought I had a chance of getting some from her.
"FUCK YOU!!" she hollered as she pushed me out of the way to get out of the shower almost knocking me on my ass.
"NOT FOR A LONG TIME NOW!" I hollered right back as she grabbed her towel.
She grabbed her clothes after wrapping herself in her towel. "GO FIND SOME PORN ON YOUR COMPUTER AND TAKE CARE OF IT YOURSELF." She headed out the door, then stuck her head back in. "OR BETTER YET SEE IF YOU CAN FIND SOME FLOOZY THAT WOULD EVEN LOOK AT YOUR OLD PECKER AND GIVE YOU A MERCY FUCK!" Then slammed the door behind her.
"Fucking bitch!" I muttered, but that seed had been planted a second time and it was making a loud rattle in the back of my head.
I took my shower, and while rinsing my hair that vision came back to me. Dena leaning back popping her back, her little tits and hard nipples standing out. My hard on came back with a vengeance, and four strokes later I was painting the walls of the shower with a load of pent up cum.
I leaned against the wall panting. I haven't cum that hard in a LONG time. I was going to take the handheld down to rinse the wall down. Then I grinned, "Fuck the bitch. If I can't put it in her cunt then it goes on the wall."
That was the next step in the devolution of our marriage. Stacy resumed her bitching any time I looked at her body, even hoping for some jiggle motion, hoping for a nipple to stand out. When a sexy actress was on TV, hell even when a Victoria's Secret commercial came on, she would simply explode like they were all out to get her!
And I began 'spiking' her shower, usually on Wednesday evenings. I took to taking my big binoculars in the truck, and Wednesday afternoons I would enjoy the sights. I could sit up in the football parking lots with a clear view down to the soccer fields where the crew was mowing.
Devon was right, there was no sign of tan lines on the woman. Sometimes it was wearing the little strapless top I saw that first day, but usually it was one of her 'regular' bikini tops. The cups, if you could call them that, were the tiniest little triangles. It was still a tiny string around her back and around her neck, sometimes as a halter, sometimes over her shoulders. I grinned at how hard I had to look to see it from this distance.
Mmmmmm, but at least once, sometimes more if it was hot, she would stop out near the far end, and at the closest point to where I was parked and pull her top aside to wipe the sweat from her chest.
The first time she did it I came in my pants!
Long deep ruby nipples surrounded by about an inch of areola. I couldn't quite make it out the binoculars were shaking so much, but I think I saw some kind of nipple jewelry. She would wipe her tits, then cup them and roll her nipples a little before sliding her top back over. She gave them a light pinch through her top, then go right back to mowing.
I made it home tossing my cum filled shorts in the hamper, fuck her if she didn't like it. That's the day I truly started spiking her shower instead of just painting the walls. I was just getting started, my hard on right back remembering Dena wiping her tits. I grabbed my cock and began stroking. I was getting weak in the knees and reached out for the shelf to stabilize myself.
My hand landed on her loofa. WELL FUCK IT!
Just as I was about to cum I held that loofa in front of my cock and just hose it down. Picturing Dena tweaking her own nipples while grinning at the image of Stacy washing herself with my cum. She might not want it, but she was going to get it!
The next Wednesday, I turned the truck a little to brace the binoculars on the open door frame. I was a horny pervert. I was standing there with my cock in my hand stroking it watching her through the binoculars as she came out to the far end.
OH JESUS! She had on a strapless one! A light tan one that looked more like tan lines than a bikini.
She looked around, grinned, slid it down to her waist, then raced off topless! She made three passes like that, her little tits bouncing as she raced across the grass. Just as she was getting close to her turn around she let the handles fly out bringing her to a quick stop.
She shoved one hand in her shorts and the other went to her tit pulling on her nipple. Her head came back, and even if I couldn't hear it, there was no doubt she was orgasming.
I lost it, I was shooting rope after rope of cum across the grass watching her wishing it was me with my hand in her shorts. Me ripping them down and eating her to several more orgasms.
She sat there a moment, leaned back on the seat, with her nipples in the air. When my vision cleared I could only grin. There was jewelry in her nipples. It looked like a bar through her nipples and a ring behind them.
Dena began to sit up. She pulled her hand from her shorts, her middle fingers glistening. She wiped them on her nipples, then licked the last bit from them before bringing her top back up over her tits and working the material around her nipple.
She grinned rolling her bikini-covered nipples between her fingers. Using her own juices to make it stick and them standing out. GOD I LOVED IT!
That Wednesday when I got home I jacked off aiming for her shampoo bottle. Even with the wide mouth I probably only got fifty percent into the bottle. I bought a small plastic funnel to use for her body wash next Wednesday.
I'd swear she was allergic to my cum, the more I spiked her shower, the bitchier she became. Stacy started wearing tight sports bras like she was trying to force her tits back into her chest. Light granny panties became control panties, even little girdle panties. And all those tight underclothes were just pushing the bitterness to the surface.
And I wasn't in the best of moods this Wednesday. It was raining, as in pouring down like a cow pissing on a flat rock kind of raining. Instead of going out to watch Dena mowing this afternoon, the guys spent a half day in the shop going over the equipment, oil changes, blade sharpening, etc.
Devon and I were in the office bullshitting. He had been with me the longest. He started with me not long after I started, but left when Lacy got into real estate, then the economy went into the shitter. Devon came back to me 'cause the grass doesn't quit growing'. Lacy was doing well enough in real estate again that I was probably going to lose him in the near future.
I just kicked back and put my hands behind my head. "You know Devon, there are some days I just feel like saying fuck it and sell the company."
He chuckled, he knew I didn't like these rainy days. He just didn't know what a bitchy home life I had.
"Now you know boss. The sun will be out tomorrow and the grass will still be growing'."
"Yeah, but I'm not getting any younger, Georgie is about ready to start a family, and Stevens keeps making offers."
Devon sat up straight and looked at me, "You serious boss? You'd sell the business?"
I sighed, "Hell I don't know. I mean it seems like there are more days I'd rather be somewhere else than here. And I know the kids are going to go all out this year for my birthday. Just grinding that next year will be the big six oh."
He chuckled and pointed at me, "Like you did for my fortieth last year."
I raised my hand in surrender, "You know that was all Lucy's idea."
"Yeah, and I made sure she paid for it when we got home too!"
"I really don't want to hear about that." And I didn't, THE FRIGID BITCH!
He just chuckled not knowing the reason behind my comment. "Well if you ever get serious, give me a chance first. Don't know if I'd want to work for Stevens. Same goes for a few of the other guys as well."
I had to smile. We were a pretty close group. You needed to take a day here or there, no problem as long as you made it up somewhere along the way. Truth be told some of the guys were probably a little ahead of the game on me in hours. Stevens was a pretty big company. But along with all those big company benefits came the big company restrictions. Don't know if I'd want to go work for him either.
And since I was having such a lovely day, I went home and plopped down in front of the TV and turned on the game I had recorded Sunday.
Stacy was in and out making snide comments whenever she got the chance. It was coming up at half time and I had popped some potato skins in the convection oven.
"You know those aren't good for you."
'And you are?' I thought to myself.
The timer dinged and I made it back just in time for the halftime show. It was Dallas playing, and in a word, their cheerleaders are HOT!
"Is that all you want to do is sit there and watch boobs bounce? You are hoping one of them will pop out so you can get your jollies!"
I just flipped her off as the camera zoomed in on two panting big chested women.
"Fuck you."
I was still watching the girls bounce around. "Not for three years, and then you were drunk."
Stacy stepped in front of the TV blocking most of my view. "Then why the hell do you even bother to come home if that's all you want. You can get a bed and a meal anywhere."
I just turned the TV up and kept watching what I could between her legs.
She put her hand over her crotch like I could possibly see anything through her heavy slacks and industrial strength panties. "Pervert."
"Bitch," I muttered as she left the room. I did back up to see if I missed anything. I didn't, but just because I knew she was listening I backed it up and watched the girls running onto the field again, and again. At least that made me grin.
I watched the rest of the game but only half watched. Dallas was kicking ass, and the most exciting part of the game was the cheerleader shots.
The thing that stuck in my craw was what Stacy said, that little ball rolling in the back of my head was becoming a bowling ball through the pins. And as much as I hated to admit it, she was right. I came home to eat and sleep and watch TV. I did grin, and went up to spike her shower again, I could add to that list. Pretty bad when that was the highlight of my week at home.
I just stewed and stewed over the next two months. Watching and jacking off to Dena. Spiking Stacy's shower, and just being a general miserable peeping tom asshole.
Then fate decided to come stomping through my life.
Step one.
I'm not sure how, but Stacy got even bitchier, and I started sleeping in the guest room. The scream fest the day after I coated the inside of her padded industrial duty bra practically confirmed her allergy to my cum! And she had no idea I had even done it!
Hell, a few times I even crashed on the couch in the office. Devon snickered when I ordered dish service for the office. I just shrugged. So I started spending evenings, and even a few weekends at the office. Thankfully, I had installed a shower in the early company years. The kitchen wasn't much, but when you're a heat and eat or nuke 'em kind of cook it didn't take much.
The kids had a big party as I suspected, but thankfully at a restaurant, not at home. My daughter looked at me when her mother went home in her own car, and I stayed and had a few drinks in the bar.
"Everything okay Daddy?" Georgie asked.
"Same old same old."
"Daddy?"
"Oh hell honey, I'm just getting old. Now you and Bill run along and see about making a few grandchildren."
She turned beet red at her old man hinting to her about sex. But she did go and drag Bill out the door. God please don't let her turn out like her mother.
Step two.
It was a Friday afternoon, the guys had all gone home. I popped a pizza in the convection oven and hopped in the shower. Looking forward to another thrilling evening in the 'company apartment'.
After stroking out another good load to the memory of Dena stroking out one of her own earlier in the week, I had shut the water off and mostly dried with one towel. I hung it over the shower door to dry and was reaching for a second towel to finish drying when the bathroom door opened. I grabbed the towel and was putting it around me when Dena came through the door.
"Oh shit boss. I didn't know you were here."
"Um, hey Dena. I was just taking a shower. Um, gimme a second."
"Uh, sure," she said a bit nervously, backing out the door.
I turned to finish drying off and caught a look at myself in the mirror. SHIT! I had wrapped the towel around me, and caught it on my cock. I was hanging half out of the towel while standing in front of Dena.
Well I dried off, and then stepped out of the bathroom with the towel now properly around me. She ducked in quickly behind me, and I chuckled to myself at the soft sigh when I heard her pee.
While she was busy I dropped the towel and pulled on a pair of sweats. She came out of the bathroom as I was pulling a t-shirt on.
There stood Dena, a tan tank top with her nipples standing out proud, and a short, mid-thigh, bright red skirt. "Um, sorry boss. I forgot something in my locker. I had to pee... and well."
I smiled trying not to stare at her prominent nipples. "No big deal, I was just washing a few layers off and taking care of a few problems." I didn't say the main one being the memory of you topless, getting yourself off Wednesday.
She smiled, "Well don't have too much fun." She turned and walked out. I'm not sure what was more torture. Her standing there with hard nipples standing out, or her swinging ass under that short skirt walking away from me.
What made me snort thinking about it was, I'm a BIG tit man, and here I am thinking about stepping back in the bathroom and jacking off to the memory of her flat chest again while there is still the hint of her perfume in the air. I looked at the convection oven. I still had three minutes until the pizza was done. Plenty of time... "FUCK YES... DENA..."
Step three, and a big step.
I was disappointed it was getting cooler out. Last Wednesday Dena had completed half of her rounds with her shirt on before she got hot enough to put her bikini top on. But it was nice watching her strip her top off and then put her bikini top on.
That top and little padded bra coming off. The WONDERFUL titty massage, followed by getting her bikini top in place. Leaving it out of place until she had the strings tied and then shifting it to cover her nipples. I nearly fainted when I came that hard. And I had to keep from screaming when I heard her on the other side of the wall talking trash with the guys as I stroked another one to that memory.
Friday I got an invitation to the Chamber dinner in the morning mail. Well hell, I guess I better go ask the bitch if she wants to go.
I went to the house during lunch, and found it kinda quiet. No sign of Stacy. Probably out with one of her girlfriends. Well I can at least get my good suit while I'm here. I went up to the bedroom. As I approached the bedroom I heard something I hadn't heard in many years. Hot wild sex. Moaning and groaning thigh slapping sex.
THE BITCH WAS CHEATING ON ME WHILE CUTTING ME OFF! I got my phone out and had it on video as I stepped to the door.
What I saw when I opened the door was not what I was expecting. There was Stacy on the bed on her back, knees up and wide... shoving a huge black dildo in her cunt watching a porn movie on the TV. A porn movie of a black guy fucking some white girls' ass, a brutal screaming ass fuck.
Evidentially I made some kind of noise. Stacy's head turned to the side of the bed and her eyes went WIDE. "WHAT ARE YOU DOING HOME!" she screamed as she brought her legs down on the vibrator stull deep in her cunt.
I panned the phone up to the porn movie still playing. Stacy scrambled for the remote to shut it off, but not before I got a good clip of whomever was screaming out 'fuck my ass nigger'.
I noticed the huge tube of KY jelly beside her half gone, that figures. "Well it doesn't look like it's mine any more does it."
"WHAT!"
In spite of myself, I had to grin. "Don't let the batteries go to waste." I could hear it humming inside her cunt, even from here.
She gasped and snatched it from her cunt with another gasp, then threw it in the dirty clothes hamper, still buzzing. Damn that was a big sucker, looked like a three D cell job.
I went to my closet on the other side of the room as she was getting up off the bed like she was going to block me. I just put my hand between those swinging udders and pushed her back onto the bed.
"WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU THINK YOU'RE DOING?"
I just smiled at her, pissing her off even more. "Getting a few things out of the closet."
I sat two suitcases on the bed, after tossing her KY out of the way, and began filling them from my side of the dresser. I went to the closet and grabbed my two suit bags. As I was coming out of the closet Stacy had the handle of one in her hand and was lifting it like she was going to dump it.
I grabbed her wrist, firmly but not hard. "Don't," I said, looking her right in the eye not blinking.
"There's no way in hell you're going to..."
I gripped her wrist a little harder momentarily letting her know that I hadn't even gripped her as hard as I could. "I'll be back tomorrow for the rest of my stuff. I would suggest you not be here."
She looked at me like she was just seeing me, then realized she was naked and snatched the comforter from the bed and wrapped it around herself letting the KY go flying in the process. All those wonderful sexy vacations she scheduled in our first years, and now she couldn't even be naked around me anymore!... Bitch!
I took the little case in one hand, tossed my two suit bags over my arm and grabbed the last suitcase, walking past the vibrator still buzzing on top of the dirty clothes. I went out to the truck leaving the front door wide open.
I was almost crying as I made it back to the office. My frigid cunt of a wife, who didn't want me anywhere near her, was perfectly okay with lubing up with half a tube of KY and fucking her dildo watching porn. JESUS FUCKING CHRIST! It really was three strikes and you're out...
I was glad it was Friday, I had all weekend to get my shit together and it took all of it. The good and bad of it was I was old enough for several friends to have gone through something like this. I didn't know everything, but I did know one thing. Get what you want out of the house as quickly as possible. If you worked it out, oh well. If things went to shit, like this could really be any worse, you had what you wanted. So I called Vincent.
Vincent was a young man that worked for me shortly after I got started. He worked for three years while he went through college for his law enforcement degree. He was now a patrol sergeant on his way to being detective, and we still had a passing acquaintance.
He agreed to ride over and give me a hand collecting my things. And since I said I was going to be by around one, we would show up at noon, just in case. After all it was still legally my residence too.
I emptied all the equipment off the big truck, and he followed me over.
I had no more backed in the driveway and Stacy came screaming out of the house with her sister and mother in tow.
"You get the hell out of here! If you don't leave I'll call the cops."
She stopped cold when Vincent got out of his car, in his street clothes but with his badge and gun on his belt.
"So you bring the cops with you asshole!"
I smiled all sweet to her, "Now Stacy. You don't remember Vincent? He worked for us back when you actually did something in the office."
She was stunned, but only for a moment, then went storming up to Vincent. "You can't let him take things from my house!"
Vincent just gave her that weary cop smile. "Is he still on the deed?"
"Yes, but that doesn't mean he can just haul off with my stuff!"
"Oh, so you have a restraining order out on him."
"Nooo," she whined before spinning to get in my face. "But you can't do this!" she got a grin. "I want to file a police report on him stealing my stuff," spinning back to Vincent.
He gave her that same generic smile. "Well you'll have to call down to the station and request a car be dispatched."
"BUT YOU'RE RIGHT HERE!"
"Oh I'm not on duty. I'm just here helping a friend." She began to reach for her cell phone. "And of course as an officer of the court I would have to add my observations to any report filed."
I don't think I've ever seen Stacy that mad. She followed me and Vincent around the house with her cell phone videoing. I put all my clothes into boxes that Vincent helped me carry out. She tried to object to my taking the lop sided mug Angie made me in middle school and a picture off the mantle of just me and the kids. But one stern look from Vincent and she relinquished.
Evidentially her mother did call the cops. The patrol car came up with the siren on. But when Vincent showed them his badge and told them what was going on they just sat there grinning and enjoyed the show too. Especially when I went to the garage.
I went to the far side and opened the door on the little Miata.
"You can't take that, that's my car!"
"No," pointing to her 'sensible' Subaru, "that's your car."
"It's got my name on it!"
"No it doesn't."
I had bought it fifteen years ago, 'as a piece of junk filling up the garage' according to her. But since 'it was a piece of junk', she had refused to put her name on it at the time. 'It's your problem if something happens to it'. I finally had it mostly restored and street legal two years ago, then Stacy decided it was okay to drive and had taken it over.
I pointed to the glove box, "Registration is in the glove box Vincent."
Stacy was all smiles thinking I was going to be proven wrong. He pulled the paperwork and looked it over front and back. "You're the only one on here Steve."
"WHAT!" Stacy screamed out. She reached for the registration with fire in her eyes. "Let me see that!"
Karma is a bitch isn't it?
Vincent winked at me, "I'm sorry ma'am, this can only be returned to the registered owner," and handed it to me.
"Thanks, um Vincent, would you mind driving this back? I forgot to rent a dolly."
"Sure." He hopped in and I got in the big truck and off we went.
Vincent was disappointed she didn't try and do something to his car. He really wanted a new unmarked patrol car. The sad part is I was just as disappointed she didn't pull something and get herself in trouble.
Steps four, five, six and seven -- quiet steps
Somewhere in the back of my mind I knew this was it. I didn't see us coming back from this. So I made plans and executed them.
It was now Saturday afternoon. Not much could be done financially... unless you remembered that your bank had a branch in one of the grocery stores and they were open a short day on Saturday and half day on Sunday.
I noticed a big RV, a greyhound bus size RV a few times driving back and forth to a few job sites in one of the nicer neighborhoods. It had a 'For Sale' sign on it. I swung by after putting the big truck and my belongings inside the shop. With three slide outs it was a bit more than I really needed, but what the hell. I stopped by and we agreed on a price. I went to the bank on Sunday and got a cashier's check for the RV. I now had a home of my own.
While I was there I took the next step. I opened a new account, in my name only, and transferred half of what was left into it. It wasn't a lot after buying the RV, but we each had our own place and half of the remaining cash... oh well. Not much to split since most of the capital was tied up in the business.
I left the company accounts alone. Stacy hadn't worked in the office for many years and the account info and procedures had changed many times since. And while she was still an authorized signer, anything over five hundred other than payroll still took two signatures.
A big step, I sat in my office Monday like a zombie. It was the next logical step, but could I do it. Once done it wasn't easily undone.
But the more I thought about it, the more I had to go through with it. I loved Stacy, she was the mother of my three lovely children. But I sadly realized I wasn't in love with her any more. I couldn't tell you when my love for her died. Only that it was somewhere between her refusing treatment for menopause and finding her sprawled on the bed with a dildo jammed in her lubed up cunt. That was the image I now had of her in my mind, and it didn't even come close to turning me on. A dried up old cunt that needed a jumbo tube of KY...
I made the call to our company attorney, who recommended a divorce lawyer.
The next step was both the hardest and the most enjoyable. Not that I knew the second part at the time.
I was getting in the swing of things by Tuesday, and Wednesday made me grin. I went to the upper parking lot waiting for the crew to arrive. I watched them, but was disappointed none of the guys stripped off their shirts. It meant Dena probably wouldn't either. It just wasn't that hot any more. But I still watched...
She came out to the far side and made a few passes. I was just about to leave when she stopped. She didn't peel her shirt off, but she did put one hand up her shirt and the other in her pants. I was confused for a moment, then she arched back in obvious pleasure. Her hand came out of her pants momentarily and she pulled her top up enough to bare her chest and catch the front in her teeth.
The hand went back in her pants as the other returned to her now bare tit. My pants were down and I was stroking like mad. If I hadn't had the door frame to rest the binoculars on it would have been impossible to keep them steady.
I came as she did a second time, watching her arch up and clamp her legs. When the wind died down I think I even heard her orgasm. I managed to keep standing only because I had my hand and binoculars hooked in the door frame.
I was going to clean up when she stirred, but not in her usual way. She rolled back with her legs in the air, and before I knew it she was pulling her pants partly up her legs, then pulling one leg out completely.
I swung the binoculars back and saw one of the sweetest sights there is. Shaved, sloppy wet, inflamed, pussy!
Dena ran her fingers through her wet lips and brought them to her hard nipples several times, then grabbed a fresh towel from her side box. I saw her open the bag and extract the towel and carefully wipe her pussy. Even going so far as to spread her lips a little for a last wipe before refolding it and placing it back in the plastic bag inside her side box.
I'd swear she was looking right at me when she pulled her thong up and got it just right on her pussy, then pulled those tight jeans up, getting them nice and snug as well. If I hadn't just cum I would have at what she did next. She lifted her legs high and wide then held her finger against her pussy getting her jeans and thong right up between her lips as she lowered her legs.
I watched her for a while, imagining her nipples bouncing as she went along even though they weren't as visible as when she wore her bikini tops. I smiled all the way back to the office.
I checked her side box after she left. Sealed in the bag, the aroma of sweet young pussy. I held it to my nose as I unloaded again. I put it back so she wouldn't know. I might have to check it for potency some other time.
It was nice not to be sleeping on the couch. I had pulled the new RV alongside the office and plugged it in. It was just the basics until I could get an electrician in to wire up the two fifty amp feeds, but it was all mine.
The funny thing was I didn't hear from Stacy. I guess as long as her credit cards still worked she thought I'd slunk away. Wonder if she actually checked the balance in that account? I grinned at the thought of the day when her card was declined...
Thursday I got a notice, the location for the chamber dinner had been moved. Shit I forgot all about that. Well I had my good suit, and I could go stag or take Angel. And then I got a grin thinking of another small pair, a pair I was much more familiar with, what if I...
The crews came back in as they finished, and I waited for Devon to pull in. They were piling out when I stuck my head around the corner. "Hey Dena, could you step in here a moment when you have time?"
She looked quickly at Devon then back at me, "Um sure boss. Gimme a sec to wash up."
I just nodded and went back into my office. I could hear all the guys going 'ohhh' giving her a bad time thinking she might be in some kind of trouble.
She came in a little meekly. I stood up and walked around my desk and sat on the corner. I smiled at her, "You're not in any trouble," she exhaled heavily and grinned. "I just wanted to ask you a favor. No pressure, and nothing for the guys to hassle you about."
She relaxed back in the chair, a nice hint of nipple showing. "Sure boss, what do you need?"
I inhaled, well here goes. "I have two tickets to the chamber dinner, and Stacy can't go." Like I'd take the dried up old cunt anywhere anymore. "And I was wondering if you might like to go."
"With you?"
"Well yeah. I mean you don't have to... I just thought you might like to go."
"What about Devon?"
I grinned, "I can't dance with him, he always wants to lead."
She took it in for a moment, then kicked her head back laughing letting those two little lumps move behind her shirt. "Sure boss, but um... how fancy is this thing?"
I smiled at her, "Nothing real fancy. No tux and formal. I'm just wearing my grey suit."
She smiled, "You know, I think I might enjoy that."
I gave her the date and time.
"So should I meet you there or what?" she asked.
I smiled at her, "Well I could always swing by and pick you up. Or we could catch a cab in case..."
"Okay. Got something I can write my address on?"
I grinned at that. "Um, I think it's in your file."
She giggled, "Oh yeah."
There really was a nice swing to that ass as I watched it go to the door, and it looked REALLY hungry for denim!
Step eight -- big giant boots crashing down on reality
I talked to Devon about the business. He in turn talked it over with Lacy, and we had a plan. He would buy the business with an initial chunk and then payments from the ongoing proceeds. He had the option to bring in partners, but initially we wanted it to be just him and Lacy. Mac wrote up the paperwork and did it pending Stacy's signature.
Mac was an unusual divorce lawyer, he liked to serve the paperwork himself. 'It's sooo much fun to see the color drain from their faces.'
And so Wednesday afternoon, the day before Thanksgiving, while I was ogling Dena playing with herself and orgasming, no panties this time and the jeans came off before she even started playing, Mac was serving the papers to Stacy. I wonder if it was before or after I painted the grass watching Dena cum? Then again it could have been after she wiped her wet pussy and put the towel back in the bag again.
I understand Stacy was a bit shocked and embarrassed to be served in front of her mom and sister. So used to getting what she wanted, it probably hadn't occurred to her I might actually do something about it. She started to raise a fuss about it being a cold day in hell when she would sign the papers.
That was until he asked her if she'd heard the rumor about a new porn video coming out on the internet. 'Something about a horny wife getting off with a big black dildo.'
He said she had to grab the coat rack to keep from falling over. Once he explained that she got the house, the business would be sold and the profits split, and all other monies distributed accordingly, she seemed to come around. "And you get to keep your car."
She started to hesitate.
"Well you can take this to court if you want," he continued, "it's your right. But you never know what might pop up on the internet in the meantime."
She signed the paperwork on the business sale as it was a separate entity, which had to be done first, then the divorce paperwork and she was done.
"What about that video?"
"Well I'm not sure. But you know, I would bet that in about ninety days you might find that it has degraded to the point of not being usable." He grinned at her realizing that matched the time frame she could contest the divorce.
"Asshole."
Mac just smiled as if he hadn't heard her, "You have a nice holiday mom."
Step nine -- don't step on her toes
Two weeks later I was cruising over to Dena's apartment, a decent place in a decent neighborhood. I knocked on her door trying to anticipate what she might wear.
FUCK ME! It's a good thing I had to jack off sniffing that freshly anointed towel before I came over here.
Dena, hair done up nice, a light hint of makeup. But that dress! Now Stacy had a short sleeve LBD with a nice low neckline, and back when her tits held it up and out it was damn fine. But DAMN!
"Hey, let me grab my wrap and we can be on our way." She turned to get it, and then turned back giving me a three sixty of her barely encased body. This wasn't a simple LBD this was a LBFMD (that's Little Black Fuck Me Dress). A strapless black dress that hugged her every curve and didn't get close to mid-thigh. Her very narrow waist and lovely hips, the dress clinging to her ass, and maybe even her mound if my imagination wasn't working overtime.
Now while I knew her chest wasn't as big as it appeared, she didn't overdo it like some would. Just nice little mounds from a built-in, and I think I even noticed a bit of a fake nipple bump. I grinned at knowing just how long and firm her nipples really were.
I led her to the car, she grinned at the Miata, and when she stepped down in her dress rose to the point that if there had been more light I think I would have gotten a flash of her shaved pussy. I was hoping she might be a commando under there.
She smiled and chatted on the way, turning slightly my way but never pulling her dress down until we got to the hotel. And even then she only pulled it down enough to cover, not quite as far as it would go, letting it cling even more to her ass.
We mingled with Dena on my arm. I introduced her to a few people, but mainly it was just general chit chat.
Dinner was surprising. We got into a conversation with one of the city managers, and Dena jumped right in. I didn't remember it until then, but she had a degree from SC State in business. Hot and smart!
When the dinner was finished and it was time for the speeches we had to turn our chairs since we were on 'the wrong side' of the table. I grinned to myself when Dena scooted her chair over tight to mine, placing her hand on my thigh as we listened. I was more interested in her finger going back and forth along my thigh just inches from my titanium hard cock than I was in anything the speakers could possibly have to say.
The dinner ended, and the evening social hour began. "Can we get out of here?" she asked softly.
"Sure, anyplace in particular?"
"No, just away from all these stuffed shirts."
"There's the lounge next door."
"Perfect."
We wandered away and made it out without being cornered. I did chuckle though. It seems several of the others had the same idea. But we just nodded in acknowledgement and left each other alone.
Dena ordered a white wine. I have had coffee since I was driving. We sat and talked and sipped our drinks. She glanced at the dance floor a few times, and when a reasonably slow song came up I stood and held out my hand. "I'm not much of a dancer Dena, but if you're willing to take a chance with your toes we can give it a try."
Now this was different, but nice. Dena was five foot even, but with her heels she came up fairly close to my five six. And she was light as a feather. We danced two reasonably slow songs, and then came a really nice slow cuddling song. I paused for a moment to give her a chance to duck back to the table, but she just stepped closer and put her arms around my neck.
I put my hands around her back letting her draw as close as she wanted. She turned her head to tuck hers against my chin and melted into me. This was good and bad. She felt absolutely wonderful against me, her body flowing with mine. That was also the bad part. Part of me was really enjoying it and he wasn't interested in going down!
I did my best to minimize her contact with my hard on, and miracle of miracles she didn't react if I did make contact. We sat the next few fast dances out, and a couple of guys came over to ask her to dance, but she politely refused.
We did get one more nice slow dance in, but on the way back to the table. "Steven, would you mind if we got out of here? I hate to say it, but I'm used to work boots not heels."
I chuckled, "Of course. I think my allergy to ties is about to break out anyway." She made a quick dash to the ladies room and we were off. I chuckled at her groan when she took her heels off while we waited for the valet.
Man, I wish this had been daylight! Her dress came up far enough that I'd for damn sure be seeing some pussy when she sat down in the car!
I had just gotten back on the road when Dena got up on her knees on the passenger seat and leaned over to me. For a moment I thought she was going to kiss me, but she caught her chin on my shoulder and proceeded to undo my tie, followed by three shirt buttons. She ran her fingers through the little bit of chest hair I had, "Mmmmm, much better."
FFUUUCCCKKKKK! When she sat back down her dress stayed up around her hips. I got little flashes of bare mound as we passed the street lights. If she wasn't my employee I'd be finding a place to pull over and ravage her right now! For reasons only known to god, I slowed down to just under the speed limit and prolonged my own torture, even taking it slow in her parking lot driving around a few pot holes.
When Dena got out she barely pulled her dress down to cover her crotch. I could make out the bottom of her cheeks from behind as we climbed the stairs to her apartment and wished for better light to see between her legs.
When we got to her door she unlocked it and opened it a bit before turning to me. I took her hand. "I've had a lovely time tonight Dena, thank you for making a wonderful evening out of what is usually very dull."
I started to bring her hand to my lips, but she took it from mine and put it behind my neck. "I had a lovely time Steven, I wish it didn't have to end," and gave me a nice soft kiss. She pulled back a bit, then pulled her whole body against me and gave me another not so soft kiss. I dropped my hand to her waist but wanting to reach down and cup her ass, and returned the kiss.
I wanted to take her soooo badly, but reluctantly I knew better. I broke the kiss, "I really should be going."
She pulled back a bit disappointed, running her fingers down my open shirt.
"I'll see you next week then," I said.
She smiled and bit her lip, "Yes you will." She stepped back into her apartment with that cryptic remark. I went back to the bus and shot a load remembering her bare mound just inches from my hand on the drive from the restaurant. I tossed and turned and had to go jack another load off thinking about her kiss and how much I wanted to let my hand drop to her ass and give it a squeeze.
It really hit me Monday when Mac brought over the court stamped copies of the paperwork. I was reliving Friday night with Dena, over and over without even thinking about Stacy.
I did call the kids that night to tell them about their mother and I splitting up, and surprisingly none of them were that shocked. Almost like it was expected.
That afternoon I finalized the paperwork with Devon and Lacy. They were buying the company with two other crew leaders coming on board as junior partners after our sale was completed. They were even going to give the employees a chance to buy in as non-voting shareholders.
It was like a weight had been lifted Tuesday morning. While I was technically still the owner of the company until the last of the paperwork was filed, I was free. I could go wherever and do whatever I wanted to. I had some money in the bank, not a lot, but enough to live on combined with my half of the business payments until my social security kicked in as long as I didn't go hog wild.
Dena had been giving me little smiles when I saw her, that little twinkle in her eye. I was thrilled she had a good time Friday, I know I did.
Step ten -- going in deep
Wednesday morning I was almost giddy. I had Dena in my arms last Friday evening, and had gotten the most wonderful kiss. The best kiss I had had in ages. And even if I didn't get a good look at her that night, I was hopefully going to get a good look at her this afternoon. She has become my Wednesday afternoon fix.
I drove out there WAY too early. Sitting there fidgeting like a little kid until I saw the truck pull in on the other side of the field. Just like last week Dena made a few passes, then stopped just down the hill from me.
This time the shirt came up and held in her teeth as her pants came down, no thong again. She was going to town on her clit alternating with stuffing two fingers in her pussy while the other hand was alternating between her nipples left and right.
All of a sudden she arched and clenched, and being downwind today I definitely herd her orgasm, and soon followed with my own. She sat there a moment with her back arched and nipples pointing skyward as I slowly stroked my softening hard on. She got a little grin, then reached for her cell phone. She did something with one hand on her cell phone as her other fingers still played with her engorged pussy.
She had no more set her phone down and mine dinged. Out of habit I picked it up and read it. WHAT THE FUCK!!
'THAT WOULD FEEL A LOT BETTER IN ME THAN IN YOUR HAND'
I looked back down at Dena. She hadn't covered up, but had pulled a small vibrator from somewhere and was fucking her pussy with it and she diddled her clit like she was trying to rub it off!
My hard on came back with a vengeance and I think I actually came before she did.
When my vision returned she was still lying there with legs spread. She fumbled around for her phone again, and like before mine dinged. I didn't really want to look at it, but I couldn't not.
'LOOK IN YOUR GLOVE BOX'
I managed to pull my pants up enough to get to the glove box as Dena was pulling hers back on. She let her shirt drop and went back to mowing.
I opened the glove box slowly, not sure of what I would find. OH MY GOD! There were two plastic bags. One had a towel, the other a little scrap of black cloth and a piece of paper.
I opened the bag with the towel hoping... oh fuck yes! I could smell her pussy the moment I opened the bag.
The second was an even more aromatic scent as I took the cloth out. It took me a minute to realize what it was. A stiff crusty thong.
I was about ready to pop when I read the note in with it. 'Sorry about this, but I had to take it off before the ride home and stuff it in my pussy to keep from leaving a wet spot in your car. If your door is unlocked I'll stop by this evening and retrieve it.'
I reread the note, then looked out at Dena making her way back across. I looked through the binoculars. She waved at me and cupped her tit over her shirt before she turned back the other way.
I couldn't help it. I let my pants drop and stroked out another small load while sniffing her thong in the bag like some kid huffing paint.
I made it back to the bus, but barely. I headed for the bathroom and jacked off another load remembering her sitting there spread legged with the vibrator. I manage to kick my shoes off and step out of my pants before falling into bed exhausted from cumming...
I had just gotten up from crashing, still in my work shirt. I peeled it off and slipped a pair of sweatpants on. If it wasn't for the towel and thong in the bags I would have said it was all just some fantasy.
I was just bringing the bag with her thong to my nose to inhale her scent again when I heard the door. I turned and took the three steps toward the door and saw Dena stepping in. She smiled seeing her thong in my hand and my cock tending my sweats seeing her in that same little black dress.
She was standing on the bottom step just inside the door. She pulled it closed behind her, leaned forward and grabbed the waistband of my sweats, and yanked them down to my knees. A moment later her lips were on my cock and her hands were on my ass.
OH FUCK! I hadn't had a woman's lips on my cock in years! I was coming by the time she barely had the head in her mouth. A grand mal seizure of an orgasm. I was trying to control my fall to the floor at the same time I was in heaven as I felt her take more and more of my cock in her mouth...
I came to be assisted to my bed. The sweats that were around my thighs were being pulled down by a gorgeous vision of a woman in a little black dress. I was now naked, and I was praying to whatever god there was for horny old men that she was naked under that dress as well.
I looked at her grinning at me and I was feebly trying to say something but nothing was coming out.
Dena put her finger across my lips to stop them from moving, then leaned down and replaced it with her mouth. I got a nice kiss and then she pulled back. I was hoping this wasn't all that was going to happen.
She smiled and resumed that tonsil hunting kiss as she laid down on top of me. Her hot mound on my cock. My hands being drawn to her ass peeking out of the bottom of her dress. Her soft sigh into our kiss as I lifted her dress enough to get a good hold on her ass.
We kissed like teenagers being alone for the first time. Putting as much into it as possible while hands went broke. I kept one or the other hand on her ass, but the other was going up and down her back, to her neck, holding her head tight while I tried to put my tongue down her throat to lick her pussy from the inside.
Dena broke away panting, laying her head beside mine. "I got a hell of a problem boss. I ain't got my thong and I'm about ready to drip. I gotta either plug it or drain it. Got any suggestions?"
I grinned, "Well draining it would be the quickest. And it's easier if you use gravity instead of fighting it. Don't you think so?"
"I like how you think!" Dena managed to get to her knees and straddled my stomach before knee walking up my body. Stopping with her engorged pussy just above my lips. We both groaned as she lowered herself to me. Her juices almost flowed on their own. Sweet thick pussy juice just oozed from her as I ran my tongue up and down and around.
But I wanted MORE! I grabbed her hips making her fall forward to her hands and knees. That put her clit between my lips and made her accessible from behind. I sucked and nibbled on her clit as I went hunting for her g-spot.
Dena screamed and flooded me as I found that lovely little rough patch, and I was thinking this would be a wonderful way to go, drowned in sweet pussy juice. She quaked above me for a bit, then as my pinkie grazed her ass she screeched and launched forward. Convulsing as she did, her legs shot straight out and clamped down tight over my ears.
Dena was panting, little ripples going through her body. "It's worse... gonna need... to plug it."
I grinned and rolled to my shoulder enough to lean over and lick her bare mound. She screeched and rolled me to my back and mounted me all in one movement. I had a bucking bronco riding my cock and the only thing keeping me from blasting off at this beauty riding me was the blow job she gave me earlier coming in the door.
Dena was losing coordination and I put my hands up her sides catching my thumbs on the edge of her built in bra. Her eyes rolled back and she just convulsed around me. I let her come down slowly, just enjoying the tremors in her body through her spasming pussy.
As she laid over on me I rolled up to put her on her back, lifting her legs and just enjoying a nice fuck of a truly wonderful pussy. Determined to make this last as long as possible. I snickered at what I saw. I thought I had felt something. Dena had two little studs in her pussy lips, one on each side. So small that if you didn't look you wouldn't notice them. Hell I barely felt them on the sides of my cock.
Dena was coming back to the living, but grunting a bit when I drove deep. She pulled the top of her dress down to reveal white bows around her nipples. I put my hands above her shoulders and drove in deep.
"Fuck yes!"
I pulled back and drove in hard and deep again.
Dena lifted her legs and hooked them behind her shoulders and looked me in the eye as she cupped her little mounds. "Harder."
Cave man began to take over and I was just slamming Dena into the mattress. Listening to her and feeling her cumming around me just fuelled me harder and faster.
I had regained some sense as I was getting close. Dena must have sensed something. "I'm... on... the... pill..." she got out between strokes.
I just roared and flooded her pussy as she screamed and wrapped her legs around me. I grabbed her hips as I fell over on her trying to shove that last nanometer of my cock as deep as possible in her pussy...
We lay there like that for what seemed an eternity. Her hard nipples in my chest, our panting in each other's ears. Our cum leaked from her flooded pussy. I managed to get her to release her legs and rolled to one side, both of us groaning at being separated. I fumbled for my sweats and got them to her crotch. I think she got them between her legs from the groan and sigh...
I woke to Dena sitting up and peeling her dress up and over her head. She laid down against me. I reached over and played with the nipple I could get to. I tugged on the ribbon a little.
"Like that a little do ya?"
I brought my hand up to turn her head, "It's damn hot!" We shared a few nice kisses as I let my hand drop and cup her tit. Squeezing and massaging it with a few strumming passes over her nipple.
"So how'd you know it was me?"
Dena rolled her eyes grinning. "You drove the company truck."
"Well yeah..."
She grinned at me like she was talking to a little kid. "Steven, your truck is the only one that still has those old strobes sticking up like a pair of ears."
I sat here for a second, then slammed my head back into the mattress, "OH FUCK!"
She turned my head back for some more soft kisses and I let my hand drop to give her ass a nice squeeze, then pulled her back up to lay on me.
"So why didn't you do something? I mean you could have reported me."
"Welllll." She grinned. "I um... I kinda like teasing the guys."
I kicked my head back laughing. "Well we kinda don't mind."
She snickered, "So no harm no foul. I mean the way the guys were looking at me in my bikini. And the look on your face when you thought I wanted to go topless."
I just groaned.
Dena giggled, "Thought so. So I was just enjoying teasing the guys," she rolled forward enough to give me a nice kiss, "and the boss."
I squeezed her ass, "Especially the boss."
She snickered, "And I was just about to go back to my regular shirts when I came into the office that Friday evening."
I slapped my hand over my eyes, that Friday evening.
Dena snaked a hand down between us and got a nice grip on my soft cock. "That's when I realized my boss had a pretty nice dick. But when I was in the locker room a few minutes later I heard him..."
My head came up and I almost knocked noses with her, "YOU WHAT!"
Dena grinned and bit the tip of her tongue. "Mmmmm. Yeah. I heard you in the bathroom. When you groaned out my name I cupped my boob and pussy through my clothes and creamed my pussy on the spot."
"You... Really?"
She nodded, "I came this close," holding her thumb and finger barely apart, "to coming back in there and sucking you down and getting you to fuck me."
I grinned, "I probably would have in a heartbeat."
"So I stepped up my game, but you never made a move, even after the chamber dinner. I was so hoping you'd come inside."
I kissed her softly, "You were my employee. I couldn't."
Dena sighed and laid her head on my shoulder. "And there it is. I'm probably fired aren't I? Out of uniform and seducing my married boss."
I gripped her firm ass and ground my reviving cock against her wet mound. "Yes, no, and no."
Dena brought her head up to put her chin on my chest, "Huh?"
I kissed her nose, "Well you're definitely out of uniform." I squeezed her ass again, "And deliciously so."
She sighed as I squeezed.
"But I'm not your boss or married anymore."
Dena came up on her hands leaving those delicious mounds in plain view. "WHAT?!"
I rolled us over with Dena still looking at me wide eyed. I tried to give her a kiss but she pushed me back while still looking at me. "Devon is buying the company and she signed the paperwork."
"Seriously?"
I just smiled and went for her neck.
There was a slight groan and then a "Yahoo" in my ear.
I was being rolled over and mounted. It wasn't completely hard, but a willing woman and an equally wet pussy soon took care of that.
I reached up and cupped her tits while she undulated on me, catching her nipples between my fingers, and grinning at how they just poked out from between them.
Dena cupped her hands over mine. "Not much there."
I gave them a nice squeeze. She had about an inch of tissue over the muscle, and at least another inch of nipple standing out. "Enough to get a hold of."
Dena sighed and leaned into my hands.
"And definitely enough to be able to go braless, even topless."
I lowered her enough to kiss her, then pushed her back up with my hands on her tits.
Dena grinned and pulled her legs up a bit, really grinding down on my cock. "I did that once."
"OH GOD, you're trying to make me cum again."
Dena grinned and took my hands from her tits and used them to push herself up straight, then put her hands above her head and did the shoulder / titty shake. They didn't move much, but it was enough to make me twitch inside her.
"So it was spring break in my junior year. We had gone to Daytona Beach. There was lots going on, and I had been enjoying myself, well all except the guys ignoring me, but still ogling my nipples, then looking at my ass."
I reached around and gave it a nice squeeze, "Well it is a nice ass."
"Mmmm. Well I got pissed and stopped at one of the little shacks and got a pair of board shorts 'for my boyfriend'. I changed back in the room, and since I didn't have a tan yet I didn't have any tan lines to worry about."
I smiled and tried to reach for her tits, she grinned and let herself fall forward into my hands. Grunting and grinning as her little tits landed in my palms
"So I go lay out in one of the lounges. Board shorts and floppy hat like so many of the other guys ogling the girls in bikinis."
"So you like running around topless do you?" thrusting up into her as she rotated forward.
She grunted, then smiled. "The boys didn't even notice me, and the girls ignored the skinny guy. Well most of them."
"Most?" giving her tits another nice squeeze and her nipples a little pinch.
"Ohhhhh, play nice." She hissed as she brought her hands to mine to encourage my squeezing. "So I went to the bar for another drink. And this bimbo with silicone boobs and too many beers comes up beside me. Uhhhhh," she moaned as I got her nipple between thumb and finger rolling just a little. "So she whispers in my ear, 'you do me nice and I'll let you eat my pussy.' Steeeevveeen."
I was getting a good rhythm going under her, using her tits to push her down on my cock.
"So I... So I grabbed her fake boob and her pussy and whispered back, 'You eat mine and I'll eat yours.' OH FUCK!"
Dena had shifted her legs forward a bit and her head kicked back cumming on top of me. I let her cum a bit then let her down to my chest and kept slowly fucking her from underneath.
I was rather enjoying her pussy dribbling down on me as her orgasm subsided. "So have you ever..." I whispered in her ear.
"Been with a girl?"
She raised up enough to look at me grinning, "Kinda," and clamped down hard.
That fantasy ran through my head and I just grabbed her hips and detonated.
I heard, "Men are easy," and a little giggle as I faded away.
I regained consciousness a little after midnight, and came to with the most lovely and nasty sensation there ever could be. I had a soft woman with hard nipples against my side and chest. And I had a crusty thigh and cock from our evening of lovely, messy, SEX!
Dena had cuddled up and pulled the blanket up over us. I looked down and melted. Dena curled up with her head on my chest, the loveliest smile in her sleep. I cried, I simply cried. The most basic thing, a warm loving woman curled up beside you. And I had missed it for so many years.
I brushed her hair back from her eyes and kissed her forehead. I felt her move and her fingers move on my chest. "Hey."
Dena tilted her head back smiling, "Hey," and puckered up. I was drawn to her like a magnet.
We made it into the shower, thankfully just big enough for two. But since it was just barely it involved a lot of washing the other, which led to a lot of caressing the other.
We made it back to bed and made another mess before drifting off. That's what showers and washing machines are made for.
Over the next few weeks Dena spent more and more time with me.
I was waking up Sunday morning with her beside me. I kissed her softly, seeing her smile as I slipped out of bed. I chuckled at our pile of clothes on the floor. My suit and her halter dress from our Christmas dinner out. She took evil pleasure in flashing me her tits last night, with a day-glow yellow ribbon around her nipples this time, until I had to drag her back here and see how many times I could make her scream in orgasm that is. I remember four before I lost count.
I stuck some bacon in the microwave and scrambled some eggs. I heard the bathroom door, then I had soft arms coming around me as I felt hard nipples in my back. "One of these days you're going to get burned cooking naked," she said as her hand found its way around to my firming cock.
"That's why the bacon is in the microwave." She slapped my ass and scooted to the table giggling. We ate with very little conversation, I was just looking at her in the morning sun.
She blushed and put her hands over her face, "You're looking at me like that again."
"Can't help it, don't want to stop either."
She pushed the remains of her plate away and came around my side of the table. She pulled my chair around and climbed in straddling my legs, grabbed my cheeks, and went tonsil hunting. I put one arm behind her back and the other hand on her ass and went searching for hers.
When we came up for air she wrapped her arms around my neck and laid her head on my chest. "You're too good to me."
I brushed her hair back and kissed her forehead, "No such thing. I've had too many shitty years lately. I want all of this that I can get."
Dena just snuggled in tight under my chin. She giggled when I fed her some bacon. Grinning up at me as I fed her the last of her eggs.
I picked her up and carried her to the couch, settling back with her across my lap. I grabbed the remote and turned on some soft background music as I held her. Stroking her shoulder, making a few trips down her chest to her tit and nipple. Circling around and around as I got closer to her nipple.
"Keep that up and I'll be dragging you back to bed."
I chuckled and just cupped her tit, she put her hand over mine. "Do you miss it?" I asked.
"Miss what?"
"Going out with your friends, people your own age."
"HUH?"
"Well you've been spending a lot of time here with me. Not that I'm complaining. I'm just afraid I'm keeping you from your friends, all the guys chasing you."
Dena turned and sat across my lap looking right at me. "Steven, I'm not a social butterfly, never have been. You've seen all five dresses I own and the four pairs of shoes I make do with them. Everything else I own is work boots, tennis shoes, jeans, t-shirts, and such. I have very few people I would call friends, and most of them are the guys I work with. I'm perfectly happy right where I am." She leaned forward and gave me the softest and yet most intense kiss I think I have ever had.
I held her for a bit, then pushed her away enough to look her in the eye. "But what about settling down some day? Finding a guy your own age and having a family?"
She got a sheepish grin, "I've never dated a guy my age."
"What!"
She grinned, "I couldn't go to my senior prom because my boyfriend was a grad student. Mom was SO pissed. I dated a few professors while in college." I must have been bug eyed at that. "NOOO, not mine. But others there at the university. Mom was actually thinking I was going to snag one of them."
"Didn't work out?"
She snorted, "Not only was he not single, he wasn't even in the process of a divorce. He was happily married and just getting some extra tail on the side."
"Man, that's cold."
"Damn straight. Made damn sure they weren't married after that. Only one married man on purpose, and she was in on it."
"Oh really!"
"Down Casanova, nothing like that. We tag teamed him, but no girl on girl other than a little touching." She grinned at me getting hard under her grinding against me. "Closest we got to that was me reaching around and jiggling her boobs while she rode him or her holding me open as he got up behind me."
She ground nice and slow against me leaning back and flaunting her tits and nipples. "Actually... the closest we ever got to actually doing each other was me trying to suck him back to life and tasting her on his dick. That was enough to make me swear off women forever."
Dena dropped to her knees and took me in her mouth a few times, then licked me up one side and down the other. "Why are you asking?"
"Well it's just that things are final with Devon and Lacy. And I've really got no reason to stick around here..."
She stopped cold with a firm grip on my cock. "Are you dumping me?" she said in a hurt voice.
"Not if I don't have to!" I jumped in, "I was just thinking that you'd have friends here, and guys your own age, and..."
The hand on my cock stayed there as Dena stood and put her finger across my lips. "When do we leave?" she asked just before hopping up, kissing me and sinking down on my aching cock.
I... SHE...!!
I stood with her still impaled on my cock and plastered her against the wall making her grunt into our kiss. I was on a mission. I was going to kiss her into next year, rub her nipples off, and fuck her pussy until I couldn't. Dena had a death grip around my neck and her legs were flopping up and down encouraging me to do just that.
I don't know how long we were there. I know she screamed several times before I roared and filled her pussy, and even then I tried to keep going. I somehow held on to her and slid down the wall rotating to keep her in my lap...
I was soft but still barely trapped in her. "You know we're going to make a hell of a mess if either one of us moves," she groaned.
I squeezed her ass.
"That doesn't help."
"Mmmm, but it sure does feel good," giving it another quick squeeze.
I tried to stand and keep myself in her, it didn't even come close to working. At best it ran down my legs instead of hers. We did at least make it to the bathroom before the floodgates let loose.
I was 'assisting' Dena in making sure her tits were nice and clean. "We're going to have to hit a few thrift stores and get some small towels to put around the bus."
Dena reached back to my firming cock, "Yeah, that might be a good idea." Then she grinned, "But maybe not too many. I kinda like feeling you dribble down my thighs..."
We never did get dressed that Sunday. We made it back to bed, then back to the shower, and back to bed, and crashed for a while. I called in for a pizza delivery and put my shorts on long enough to pay the kid. Dena took them right back off almost before the door had closed.
---
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Chapter 3

Just after the first of the year I told Devon I was stealing Dena from him. He just laughed. "Bout damn time. You two were making so much heat over there I was going to have to kick the AC up a notch."


We made a few tentative plans. I would get an enclosed trailer for the Miata. Devon would let us park her car out front with a for sale sign on it. I already had most of my stuff on the bus. We'd drive over and see what she wanted out of her apartment.


She was on a month to month and most of her furniture we donated to a local shelter. The few boxes she had left over we'd put in the front of the trailer until we decided what to do with them.


I did have to chuckle. The day before we were to head out of town I got a call from Stacy. She was pissed that the business was sold under contract. She wanted all her money up front. Her bank account must be getting low since there were no more salary deposits from the company. She was even more pissed when I told her that's what she signed before the divorce paperwork. She started to raise a fuss, but I wasn't having any of it.


"Hey Dena," I yelled over my shoulder as she headed for the shower to rinse the remains of our last session from her belly and thighs. "I got this porno of an old woman going to town with her dildo. Want to watch it?"


"Asshole," and the call went dead.


I really shouldn't have said that. Dena pestered me for weeks before I gave in and let her see it. "And you were married to that?"


I hung my head. "It wasn't all bad. I've got three great kids with her. She just had to be in control. I didn't realize it for the first twenty years or so."


"TWENTY YEARS?"


"Well at first everything was great. I was putting a lot of time into the business. So was she at first. It was kinda like, within reason, 'what she wanted she got'. I just never realized how far she had pushed that. Then the kids came along. They were great. When they went off to college it was like back when we first met. We had a few years of a second honeymoon. Then around twenty five years in menopause reared its ugly head and everything went to shit."


"But they have treatments for that. I mean they're not perfect, but it can't be that bad."


"She decided not to use HRT."


"But why not? Why did you guys not give it a try?"


I looked at her, just staring at her for a moment. "We didn't, she did." I said softly, then turned to look out the window. What else could I say?


"What a fucking CUNT!"


My head snapped around.


Dena was shaking her head, "She gave up all this to be a dried up old cunt. Stupid bitch."


I had never heard Dena talk like that. It took me by surprise. I snorted, then started laughing. Dena did also, and pretty soon we were hugging and laughing.


She asked about how we met, and I told her the basics. She laughed about the thong around the bottle neck. I also told her about some of our problems. I'm still trying to live like a bachelor and run out with my buddies without telling her. Telling her about Stacy not telling me things, relating the basics of the in-laws dinner and me going camping.


She got a fire in her eyes, "Oh that shit pisses me off. My mother is an artist at pulling that shit. It's one of the reason's I don't live anywhere near her."


I pulled her close, we're going to get along juuuust fine.


Step eleven - my lucky number eleven.


So let's get back to the day we were supposed to pull out. Note I say supposed to.


Like a lot of other people I play the lottery. I'm not a fanatic about it, but I try not to miss a drawing. I've hit a few little ones, hell I hit a five hundred dollar scratch ticket once because the lottery machine was down.


So I'm off to get a ticket at my favorite store. I hand the clerk my ticket to scan, and he hands it back to me. They've changed things up and I have to fill out a new ticket, and it's going to cost me two dollars per ticket instead of one.


So I grumble and grab a new ticket to fill out. I've always played the same numbers. I used the kids' birthdays for the main numbers, and Stacy's cup size as the Powerball. Cheesy huh?


So I start filling out the new ticket, and it hits me. Why the hell am I using Stacy anything?


I grin and crumple the ticket and grab a new one. I still use the kids' numbers. But with Dena... Well I can't use one one one for AAA, but I guess I could use one one since she uses AA padded bras to keep them from mashing her nipples.


She grins at me watching her take them off and tweak her nipples at me. I love the way she screams when I paint her little tits after fucking her to a few orgasms! And just because they are such a lovely pair decorated like that I got the two times multiplier for the hell of it!


I get my ticket imagining what I would do if I hit the big jackpot like every other schmuck in line. It's always nice to fantasize.


So we're all packed up and headed for the truck stop to top off the bus. I take my ticket in to hit the scanner after filling the tanks and getting out of the way, and the clerks are all excited. Somebody in town hit the two million jackpot. They mention the store and I freeze. I don't know what stopped me, but I didn't scan it. I grabbed one of the preprinted slips with the winning numbers on it.


SON OF A MOTHER FUCKING BITCH!


I made it back to the bus. Dena was all giggly until she saw me. Furrowing her brow, she hesitated before saying, "What is it honey?"


I dropped onto the couch and handed her the tickets.


"DAMN Steven, now what are you going to do?"


"I don't have a fucking clue."


"Well they say you need to set stuff up before you claim it. That's what I've heard anyway."


"Same here."


I did the only thing I could think to do, I called Mac.


"Hey Mac, what would you do if you hit the lottery?"


He just chuckled, "I'd buy an island and stock it with naked babes."


"Okay..."


"Wait a minute, you're serious."


"As a heart attack."


"Fuuuuck..."


"That about sums it up."


"How much, if you don't mind me asking?"


"Two mil."


He chuckled, "So not the big one, just a nice chunk of change."


"A chunk of change?"


I could hear it in his voice, he was amused. "Well it starts as two, then the feds, state, and locals get their piece. Figure you wind up with somewhere between one point three and one point four after all the taxes. Let me make a call."


"Is there anything I should or shouldn't do?"


"Sign it, copy it, put the original in an envelope in a safety deposit box. Then sit tight. And for god sakes don't tell Stacy or she'll contest the divorce."


"Okay." I hung up and signed the ticket, then pushed it toward Dena.


"What?"


"Sign it."


"But it's your ticket."


"No, it's our ticket."


I told her what had happened when I went to get it, and my changing the Powerball number and why.


"But that's not the number you won on."


"Maybe not, but it's the reason my luck is changing."


Dena kicked her head back laughing. She practically ripped her tank top off. Her padded bra was next, but twirled over her head on her finger by the strap before she launched it toward the dash. She cupped her tits and sat on my lap. "So my itty bitty titties were good for something after all!"


I put my hands on her waist to bring her closer, "You mean besides nibbling on?"


I inhaled one tit, and then the other as I grabbed and squeezed her ass.


She kicked her head back alternating between laughing and groaning. "Oh Steven, I Lu..." Her eyes flew open as her head snapped down to look at me.


I took her cheeks in my hands and brought her close to me. "Yeah, me too." I smiled at her realizing she had been calling me Steven this whole time and I didn't care. I used to HATE being called Steven. And now I might even like it.


We undressed each other as we made our way back to the bed. The phone rang while we were back there, but making Dena scream was more important. I think I gave her four good orgasms before she grinned and clamped down on me forcing me to flood her pussy.


I rolled out and grabbed a towel to toss to her as I staggered to the phone. There was a message from Mac to call another lawyer. He recommended one who had experience with lottery winnings and left the contact information.


I talked to the lawyer while Dena did her best to distract me. Smiling at me and sucking down my soft cock while on the phone was not fair, even if I was talking to a lawyer. A woman in my ear and another between my legs is almost more than any man should have to endure.


By the time I got off the phone, Dena had me hard and was sitting back with her legs and pussy spread playing with a very wet pussy. I hit the end button, hauled her up off the floor, bent her over the table, and just fucked the shit out of her. There is no better sound than a sloppy wet pussy filling the air as my thighs slapped her ass. I grabbed her shoulders and rammed home roaring as I flooded her with everything I had left. Collapsing on her back and doing my best to hold in tight as I lost consciousness...


There was a hell of a puddle between our legs on the floor, and more dribbling down Dena's legs. She grinned and cupped her pussy as she scooted to the shower. Damn I'm glad for the linoleum floors in the kitchen.


The paperwork with the lawyer to set up the front company was done in two days. The waiting for a month before claiming the prize to let the media interest die down was agonizing. We didn't need Stacy getting ANY wind of things. I had to go shopping, to the mall, to the movies, out to dinner. And I had to do it all with this hot babe on my shoulder letting me look down her top at her nipples standing out.


Now at least in the movies and out to dinner I got to slip my hand up her skirt or down her dress. Okay, the dress shopping was kinda fun. She had to tease me and made sure she could flash me in whatever she picked out. But I had to wait until we got back to the bus to throw her onto the bed and fuck the hell out of her!


Mmmmm, but I did get even. While we were waiting I had some custom jewelry made for her. It was a seven piece set. First off were a small pair of lucky horseshoe pierced earrings and a nice jeweled horseshoe necklace, several nice diamonds in them. That was followed by a pair of smaller but still nicely jeweled horseshoes for her pierced nipples. She giggled when she saw the little pair to replace the studs she had in her pussy lips.


And while they weren't red, she sure liked her Valentine's present. I liked mine too. They felt a WHOLE lot different when she was riding me, and I could get the ones on her nipples flipping back and forth if I got my timing right with her on her back. Damn that woman can scream!


--


So a month and a half later than planned we finally got on the road. Not that we really stayed in town, we just had to stick around South Carolina to collect the ticket.


And since Dena decided to torture me while we stuck around, our first family visit was to her moms. She wanted to skip it, but I insisted we do that if she wanted to go visit my kids. Besides, it was just a short haul down to Savannah. In hindsight I almost wish I had taken her advice.


The first clue was Dena was driving. While she was more than qualified to drive the bus, she didn't do it very often. We drove into a section of town that I would call McMansion-ville. Huge estate lots, grass that looked like it was just mowed this morning, you get the picture.


Dena knew what I was thinking. "Monday Wednesday Friday and they're dedicated to this subdivision."


We pulled up to the gate, with a live guard even. He took one look at Dena in a button up shirt and was going to make her back out even if she was driving a nice bus.


A little back and forth after showing him her ID and we were waived through.


"Would you need an escort ma'am?"


She just looked at him in disgust. "Fuck no! You never bothered to ask me that when I lived there."


He jumped back when Dena put her foot on the floor giving him a cloud of exhaust as we went past.


"Friend of yours?"


She snorted, "That ass hole? The only reason he still has a job is his Daddy is the police commissioner. He has a problem with wandering hands on little kids. Boys or girls."


I just shook my head.


We went down and around toward the back of the development, the lots getting larger and larger. We came around a corner and Dena slammed on the brakes. "Did I fucking tell you or what?" she pointed to a very large house at the end of a large cul-de-sac. Just off center to maximize the lot size. And there were a number of cars parked here and there were two young kids acting as valets. Personally I didn't think they were old enough to have a driver's license, but then I had been known to mis-judge the age of most young ones lately.


She put her foot on the gas and pulled right up in the driveway as the kids tried to wave her off. She went right over the little orange cones and stopped right smack dab in the middle. No one was getting by on either side without pulling out into the grass even before we put out the slide outs.


Dena hauled me back to the bedroom, her nice top and lace bra going one way and the slacks going another. She was just a bit pissed, and those new jeweled nipple shields I got for her last week were making her chest dance and sparkle with her energetic movement.


She grabbed an old pair of my decent but not the nicest jeans and tossed them to me. "Steven, would you do me a favor and dress down a bit today?"


"Um, I guess so. You don't want me to make a good impression?"


She tossed me one of my plain white shirts, then took it from my hands and held me tight. "Steven, we told her we were coming to visit, just us." She turned and pointed out the window. "I told you she was a socialite. She's invited half the county to witness my homecoming. I would also bet that most of those cars belong to the most eligible bachelors and their families."


She huffed and dropped to the end of the bed, just hard enough to draw my attention momentarily to a nice little jewel encased titty bounce. "You remember the conversation. We were going to have a nice little get together. Well there it is. She just didn't bother to add that she was going to invite half the county."


At first I was going to chuckle, but the more Dena said the more I was just as pissed off. It reminded me of the stunts Stacy had pulled over the years. "Boots or shoes?"


Dena grinned and sauntered over to me, "Boots," she grinned just before giving me a nice kiss.


"Next thing you're going to tell me is you're going braless." I said as I openly leered at her bare chest.


She grinned, "HELL YEAH!" She cupped her delicious little mounds, "If we had time I'd get you to fuck me silly and paint my boobs too!"


So we dressed down while there was a persistent knocking on the door. Nice, but not new jeans, button up shirts with no pockets. It didn't make much difference to me, but it sure didn't hide Dena's nipples, and a slight glint of her jewelry if I looked close... A pair of comfortable boots and we headed for the door.


We stepped out, and there was an older gentleman waiting in a nice suit looking very perturbed.


"I'm sorry ma'am, sir. This is a private affair. You'll have to leave."


Dena put her hands on her hips with a discouraged look. "Now Franklin, I haven't been gone all that long."


He looked at her for a moment, then his eyes went wide, "Ms. Dianna?"


"Franklin, don't you dare call me that when mother isn't around. I'll box your ears."


"Oh it is you!" He gave her a big hug, then backed away keeping her hands in his. "And this gentleman is?"


Dena looked at me and winked, "This is Steven, my fiancé."


He hugged her again, then pulled back and shook my hand. "Congratulations', and may I say you have one of the finest young ladies I have ever known." He made an exaggerated wink, "Even if she can be a bit rough around the edges once in a while."


Dena gave him a light punch on the shoulder and he acted like he was going to be knocked over. It was easy to see he was one of the good ones around here. He grinned just before we went through the front door. Once inside he announced to us, 'Ms. Dianna and her betrothed Steven'.


You could have heard a pin drop. As he walked us down into all the fancy duds and people that looked like they wanted to stay away so they weren't contaminated, Dena leaned close and whispered. "They'll try to divide and conquer. Be careful."


This was quite an affair. There had to be at least a hundred and fifty guests and several dozen servants. We were escorted over to her mother in the center of a large group. There was only one open chair.


"Well we can see if we can find another chair for... um... Stevie wasn't it?"


I could see the fire in Dena's eyes. It didn't come close to the plastic smile on her face. "Oh this will be just fine mom, won't it Steven?"


Her mother grimaced and being called 'mom', and Dena pushed me to the chair and sat on my lap pulling my arm around her just under her tits. "Comfy dear?" wiggling her ass against my cock.


"Very, babe," and kissed her neck while ogling her nipples down her top that her pulling my arm up under her tits caused to billow open. She knew I couldn't resist looking.


Evidentially it was some kind of taboo to show affection around here. Dena was constantly stroking my hand or arm. She would tip her head to one side to let me kiss her neck from time to time. Usually when her mother was introducing this person or that person and their son who was doing something they evidently thought was important.


After about the tenth character made their way through, Dena got up and grabbed my hand. "Time to stretch our legs. Let me show you the garden honey."


"But Dianna dear, there are so many more I need to introduce you to."


Dena got a look, "Mom, my fiancé and I are going out to the garden."


"But Dianna..."


We made it outside. "ARGH! Some days I just want to strangle her!"


I chuckled, "Would it help if I kissed you and grabbed your ass?"


She grinned at me and turned her back to the house, "You know, I think it just might. And it would probably go over better than me dropping and inhaling your dick."


I gave her a long slow kiss and grabbed her ass with both hands. She giggled and sighed. "Maybe I should get a quick snack," she added as she groped my hard cock. We walked through the gardens. She pointed out all the various plants, most of which I knew but didn't know she did.


"I thought your degree was in business?"


She groaned. "That's what I got because my parents wanted it. I was never a cubicle girl. I was always messing around out here. I even played with trying to cross pollinate to make a few new varieties. I got one to grow, but it wasn't enough of a difference to be considered a true new variety."


I grinned, "Careful, you better not let some of those anti-GMO nuts in there hear that or they'll run you out of town on a rail."


She snickered. "Too true. They have no idea that there isn't a product or plant out there that is a true non-GMO. They just want to differentiate between Mother Nature taking a few decades and man taking a few years."


Just after the first of the year I told Devon I was stealing Dena from him. He just laughed. "Bout damn time. You two were making so much heat over there I was going to have to kick the AC up a notch."


We made a few tentative plans. I would get an enclosed trailer for the Miata. Devon would let us park her car out front with a for sale sign on it. I already had most of my stuff on the bus. We'd drive over and see what she wanted out of her apartment.


She was on a month to month and most of her furniture we donated to a local shelter. The few boxes she had left over we'd put in the front of the trailer until we decided what to do with them.


I did have to chuckle. The day before we were to head out of town I got a call from Stacy. She was pissed that the business was sold under contract. She wanted all her money up front. Her bank account must be getting low since there were no more salary deposits from the company. She was even more pissed when I told her that's what she signed before the divorce paperwork. She started to raise a fuss, but I wasn't having any of it.


"Hey Dena," I yelled over my shoulder as she headed for the shower to rinse the remains of our last session from her belly and thighs. "I got this porno of an old woman going to town with her dildo. Want to watch it?"


"Asshole," and the call went dead.


I really shouldn't have said that. Dena pestered me for weeks before I gave in and let her see it. "And you were married to that?"


I hung my head. "It wasn't all bad. I've got three great kids with her. She just had to be in control. I didn't realize it for the first twenty years or so."


"TWENTY YEARS?"


"Well at first everything was great. I was putting a lot of time into the business. So was she at first. It was kinda like, within reason, 'what she wanted she got'. I just never realized how far she had pushed that. Then the kids came along. They were great. When they went off to college it was like back when we first met. We had a few years of a second honeymoon. Then around twenty five years in menopause reared its ugly head and everything went to shit."


"But they have treatments for that. I mean they're not perfect, but it can't be that bad."


"She decided not to use HRT."


"But why not? Why did you guys not give it a try?"


I looked at her, just staring at her for a moment. "We didn't, she did." I said softly, then turned to look out the window. What else could I say?


"What a fucking CUNT!"


My head snapped around.


Dena was shaking her head, "She gave up all this to be a dried up old cunt. Stupid bitch."


I had never heard Dena talk like that. It took me by surprise. I snorted, then started laughing. Dena did also, and pretty soon we were hugging and laughing.


She asked about how we met, and I told her the basics. She laughed about the thong around the bottle neck. I also told her about some of our problems. I'm still trying to live like a bachelor and run out with my buddies without telling her. Telling her about Stacy not telling me things, relating the basics of the in-laws dinner and me going camping.


She got a fire in her eyes, "Oh that shit pisses me off. My mother is an artist at pulling that shit. It's one of the reason's I don't live anywhere near her."


I pulled her close, we're going to get along juuuust fine.


Step eleven - my lucky number eleven.


So let's get back to the day we were supposed to pull out. Note I say supposed to.


Like a lot of other people I play the lottery. I'm not a fanatic about it, but I try not to miss a drawing. I've hit a few little ones, hell I hit a five hundred dollar scratch ticket once because the lottery machine was down.


So I'm off to get a ticket at my favorite store. I hand the clerk my ticket to scan, and he hands it back to me. They've changed things up and I have to fill out a new ticket, and it's going to cost me two dollars per ticket instead of one.


So I grumble and grab a new ticket to fill out. I've always played the same numbers. I used the kids' birthdays for the main numbers, and Stacy's cup size as the Powerball. Cheesy huh?


So I start filling out the new ticket, and it hits me. Why the hell am I using Stacy anything?


I grin and crumple the ticket and grab a new one. I still use the kids' numbers. But with Dena... Well I can't use one one one for AAA, but I guess I could use one one since she uses AA padded bras to keep them from mashing her nipples.


She grins at me watching her take them off and tweak her nipples at me. I love the way she screams when I paint her little tits after fucking her to a few orgasms! And just because they are such a lovely pair decorated like that I got the two times multiplier for the hell of it!


I get my ticket imagining what I would do if I hit the big jackpot like every other schmuck in line. It's always nice to fantasize.


So we're all packed up and headed for the truck stop to top off the bus. I take my ticket in to hit the scanner after filling the tanks and getting out of the way, and the clerks are all excited. Somebody in town hit the two million jackpot. They mention the store and I freeze. I don't know what stopped me, but I didn't scan it. I grabbed one of the preprinted slips with the winning numbers on it.


SON OF A MOTHER FUCKING BITCH!


I made it back to the bus. Dena was all giggly until she saw me. Furrowing her brow, she hesitated before saying, "What is it honey?"


I dropped onto the couch and handed her the tickets.


"DAMN Steven, now what are you going to do?"


"I don't have a fucking clue."


"Well they say you need to set stuff up before you claim it. That's what I've heard anyway."


"Same here."


I did the only thing I could think to do, I called Mac.


"Hey Mac, what would you do if you hit the lottery?"


He just chuckled, "I'd buy an island and stock it with naked babes."


"Okay..."


"Wait a minute, you're serious."


"As a heart attack."


"Fuuuuck..."


"That about sums it up."


"How much, if you don't mind me asking?"


"Two mil."


He chuckled, "So not the big one, just a nice chunk of change."


"A chunk of change?"


I could hear it in his voice, he was amused. "Well it starts as two, then the feds, state, and locals get their piece. Figure you wind up with somewhere between one point three and one point four after all the taxes. Let me make a call."


"Is there anything I should or shouldn't do?"


"Sign it, copy it, put the original in an envelope in a safety deposit box. Then sit tight. And for god sakes don't tell Stacy or she'll contest the divorce."


"Okay." I hung up and signed the ticket, then pushed it toward Dena.


"What?"


"Sign it."


"But it's your ticket."


"No, it's our ticket."


I told her what had happened when I went to get it, and my changing the Powerball number and why.


"But that's not the number you won on."


"Maybe not, but it's the reason my luck is changing."


Dena kicked her head back laughing. She practically ripped her tank top off. Her padded bra was next, but twirled over her head on her finger by the strap before she launched it toward the dash. She cupped her tits and sat on my lap. "So my itty bitty titties were good for something after all!"


I put my hands on her waist to bring her closer, "You mean besides nibbling on?"


I inhaled one tit, and then the other as I grabbed and squeezed her ass.


She kicked her head back alternating between laughing and groaning. "Oh Steven, I Lu..." Her eyes flew open as her head snapped down to look at me.


I took her cheeks in my hands and brought her close to me. "Yeah, me too." I smiled at her realizing she had been calling me Steven this whole time and I didn't care. I used to HATE being called Steven. And now I might even like it.


We undressed each other as we made our way back to the bed. The phone rang while we were back there, but making Dena scream was more important. I think I gave her four good orgasms before she grinned and clamped down on me forcing me to flood her pussy.


I rolled out and grabbed a towel to toss to her as I staggered to the phone. There was a message from Mac to call another lawyer. He recommended one who had experience with lottery winnings and left the contact information.


I talked to the lawyer while Dena did her best to distract me. Smiling at me and sucking down my soft cock while on the phone was not fair, even if I was talking to a lawyer. A woman in my ear and another between my legs is almost more than any man should have to endure.


By the time I got off the phone, Dena had me hard and was sitting back with her legs and pussy spread playing with a very wet pussy. I hit the end button, hauled her up off the floor, bent her over the table, and just fucked the shit out of her. There is no better sound than a sloppy wet pussy filling the air as my thighs slapped her ass. I grabbed her shoulders and rammed home roaring as I flooded her with everything I had left. Collapsing on her back and doing my best to hold in tight as I lost consciousness...


There was a hell of a puddle between our legs on the floor, and more dribbling down Dena's legs. She grinned and cupped her pussy as she scooted to the shower. Damn I'm glad for the linoleum floors in the kitchen.


The paperwork with the lawyer to set up the front company was done in two days. The waiting for a month before claiming the prize to let the media interest die down was agonizing. We didn't need Stacy getting ANY wind of things. I had to go shopping, to the mall, to the movies, out to dinner. And I had to do it all with this hot babe on my shoulder letting me look down her top at her nipples standing out.


Now at least in the movies and out to dinner I got to slip my hand up her skirt or down her dress. Okay, the dress shopping was kinda fun. She had to tease me and made sure she could flash me in whatever she picked out. But I had to wait until we got back to the bus to throw her onto the bed and fuck the hell out of her!


Mmmmm, but I did get even. While we were waiting I had some custom jewelry made for her. It was a seven piece set. First off were a small pair of lucky horseshoe pierced earrings and a nice jeweled horseshoe necklace, several nice diamonds in them. That was followed by a pair of smaller but still nicely jeweled horseshoes for her pierced nipples. She giggled when she saw the little pair to replace the studs she had in her pussy lips.


And while they weren't red, she sure liked her Valentine's present. I liked mine too. They felt a WHOLE lot different when she was riding me, and I could get the ones on her nipples flipping back and forth if I got my timing right with her on her back. Damn that woman can scream!


--


So a month and a half later than planned we finally got on the road. Not that we really stayed in town, we just had to stick around South Carolina to collect the ticket.


And since Dena decided to torture me while we stuck around, our first family visit was to her moms. She wanted to skip it, but I insisted we do that if she wanted to go visit my kids. Besides, it was just a short haul down to Savannah. In hindsight I almost wish I had taken her advice.


The first clue was Dena was driving. While she was more than qualified to drive the bus, she didn't do it very often. We drove into a section of town that I would call McMansion-ville. Huge estate lots, grass that looked like it was just mowed this morning, you get the picture.


Dena knew what I was thinking. "Monday Wednesday Friday and they're dedicated to this subdivision."


We pulled up to the gate, with a live guard even. He took one look at Dena in a button up shirt and was going to make her back out even if she was driving a nice bus.


A little back and forth after showing him her ID and we were waived through.


"Would you need an escort ma'am?"


She just looked at him in disgust. "Fuck no! You never bothered to ask me that when I lived there."


He jumped back when Dena put her foot on the floor giving him a cloud of exhaust as we went past.


"Friend of yours?"


She snorted, "That ass hole? The only reason he still has a job is his Daddy is the police commissioner. He has a problem with wandering hands on little kids. Boys or girls."


I just shook my head.


We went down and around toward the back of the development, the lots getting larger and larger. We came around a corner and Dena slammed on the brakes. "Did I fucking tell you or what?" she pointed to a very large house at the end of a large cul-de-sac. Just off center to maximize the lot size. And there were a number of cars parked here and there were two young kids acting as valets. Personally I didn't think they were old enough to have a driver's license, but then I had been known to mis-judge the age of most young ones lately.


She put her foot on the gas and pulled right up in the driveway as the kids tried to wave her off. She went right over the little orange cones and stopped right smack dab in the middle. No one was getting by on either side without pulling out into the grass even before we put out the slide outs.


Dena hauled me back to the bedroom, her nice top and lace bra going one way and the slacks going another. She was just a bit pissed, and those new jeweled nipple shields I got for her last week were making her chest dance and sparkle with her energetic movement.


She grabbed an old pair of my decent but not the nicest jeans and tossed them to me. "Steven, would you do me a favor and dress down a bit today?"


"Um, I guess so. You don't want me to make a good impression?"


She tossed me one of my plain white shirts, then took it from my hands and held me tight. "Steven, we told her we were coming to visit, just us." She turned and pointed out the window. "I told you she was a socialite. She's invited half the county to witness my homecoming. I would also bet that most of those cars belong to the most eligible bachelors and their families."


She huffed and dropped to the end of the bed, just hard enough to draw my attention momentarily to a nice little jewel encased titty bounce. "You remember the conversation. We were going to have a nice little get together. Well there it is. She just didn't bother to add that she was going to invite half the county."


At first I was going to chuckle, but the more Dena said the more I was just as pissed off. It reminded me of the stunts Stacy had pulled over the years. "Boots or shoes?"


Dena grinned and sauntered over to me, "Boots," she grinned just before giving me a nice kiss.


"Next thing you're going to tell me is you're going braless." I said as I openly leered at her bare chest.


She grinned, "HELL YEAH!" She cupped her delicious little mounds, "If we had time I'd get you to fuck me silly and paint my boobs too!"


So we dressed down while there was a persistent knocking on the door. Nice, but not new jeans, button up shirts with no pockets. It didn't make much difference to me, but it sure didn't hide Dena's nipples, and a slight glint of her jewelry if I looked close... A pair of comfortable boots and we headed for the door.


We stepped out, and there was an older gentleman waiting in a nice suit looking very perturbed.


"I'm sorry ma'am, sir. This is a private affair. You'll have to leave."


Dena put her hands on her hips with a discouraged look. "Now Franklin, I haven't been gone all that long."


He looked at her for a moment, then his eyes went wide, "Ms. Dianna?"


"Franklin, don't you dare call me that when mother isn't around. I'll box your ears."


"Oh it is you!" He gave her a big hug, then backed away keeping her hands in his. "And this gentleman is?"


Dena looked at me and winked, "This is Steven, my fiancé."


He hugged her again, then pulled back and shook my hand. "Congratulations', and may I say you have one of the finest young ladies I have ever known." He made an exaggerated wink, "Even if she can be a bit rough around the edges once in a while."


Dena gave him a light punch on the shoulder and he acted like he was going to be knocked over. It was easy to see he was one of the good ones around here. He grinned just before we went through the front door. Once inside he announced to us, 'Ms. Dianna and her betrothed Steven'.


You could have heard a pin drop. As he walked us down into all the fancy duds and people that looked like they wanted to stay away so they weren't contaminated, Dena leaned close and whispered. "They'll try to divide and conquer. Be careful."


This was quite an affair. There had to be at least a hundred and fifty guests and several dozen servants. We were escorted over to her mother in the center of a large group. There was only one open chair.


"Well we can see if we can find another chair for... um... Stevie wasn't it?"


I could see the fire in Dena's eyes. It didn't come close to the plastic smile on her face. "Oh this will be just fine mom, won't it Steven?"


Her mother grimaced and being called 'mom', and Dena pushed me to the chair and sat on my lap pulling my arm around her just under her tits. "Comfy dear?" wiggling her ass against my cock.


"Very, babe," and kissed her neck while ogling her nipples down her top that her pulling my arm up under her tits caused to billow open. She knew I couldn't resist looking.


Evidentially it was some kind of taboo to show affection around here. Dena was constantly stroking my hand or arm. She would tip her head to one side to let me kiss her neck from time to time. Usually when her mother was introducing this person or that person and their son who was doing something they evidently thought was important.


After about the tenth character made their way through, Dena got up and grabbed my hand. "Time to stretch our legs. Let me show you the garden honey."


"But Dianna dear, there are so many more I need to introduce you to."


Dena got a look, "Mom, my fiancé and I are going out to the garden."


"But Dianna..."


We made it outside. "ARGH! Some days I just want to strangle her!"


I chuckled, "Would it help if I kissed you and grabbed your ass?"


She grinned at me and turned her back to the house, "You know, I think it just might. And it would probably go over better than me dropping and inhaling your dick."


I gave her a long slow kiss and grabbed her ass with both hands. She giggled and sighed. "Maybe I should get a quick snack," she added as she groped my hard cock. We walked through the gardens. She pointed out all the various plants, most of which I knew but didn't know she did.


"I thought your degree was in business?"


She groaned. "That's what I got because my parents wanted it. I was never a cubicle girl. I was always messing around out here. I even played with trying to cross pollinate to make a few new varieties. I got one to grow, but it wasn't enough of a difference to be considered a true new variety."


I grinned, "Careful, you better not let some of those anti-GMO nuts in there hear that or they'll run you out of town on a rail."


She snickered. "Too true. They have no idea that there isn't a product or plant out there that is a true non-GMO. They just want to differentiate between Mother Nature taking a few decades and man taking a few years."


Just after the first of the year I told Devon I was stealing Dena from him. He just laughed. "Bout damn time. You two were making so much heat over there I was going to have to kick the AC up a notch."


We made a few tentative plans. I would get an enclosed trailer for the Miata. Devon would let us park her car out front with a for sale sign on it. I already had most of my stuff on the bus. We'd drive over and see what she wanted out of her apartment.


She was on a month to month and most of her furniture we donated to a local shelter. The few boxes she had left over we'd put in the front of the trailer until we decided what to do with them.


I did have to chuckle. The day before we were to head out of town I got a call from Stacy. She was pissed that the business was sold under contract. She wanted all her money up front. Her bank account must be getting low since there were no more salary deposits from the company. She was even more pissed when I told her that's what she signed before the divorce paperwork. She started to raise a fuss, but I wasn't having any of it.


"Hey Dena," I yelled over my shoulder as she headed for the shower to rinse the remains of our last session from her belly and thighs. "I got this porno of an old woman going to town with her dildo. Want to watch it?"


"Asshole," and the call went dead.


I really shouldn't have said that. Dena pestered me for weeks before I gave in and let her see it. "And you were married to that?"


I hung my head. "It wasn't all bad. I've got three great kids with her. She just had to be in control. I didn't realize it for the first twenty years or so."


"TWENTY YEARS?"


"Well at first everything was great. I was putting a lot of time into the business. So was she at first. It was kinda like, within reason, 'what she wanted she got'. I just never realized how far she had pushed that. Then the kids came along. They were great. When they went off to college it was like back when we first met. We had a few years of a second honeymoon. Then around twenty five years in menopause reared its ugly head and everything went to shit."


"But they have treatments for that. I mean they're not perfect, but it can't be that bad."


"She decided not to use HRT."


"But why not? Why did you guys not give it a try?"


I looked at her, just staring at her for a moment. "We didn't, she did." I said softly, then turned to look out the window. What else could I say?


"What a fucking CUNT!"


My head snapped around.


Dena was shaking her head, "She gave up all this to be a dried up old cunt. Stupid bitch."


I had never heard Dena talk like that. It took me by surprise. I snorted, then started laughing. Dena did also, and pretty soon we were hugging and laughing.


She asked about how we met, and I told her the basics. She laughed about the thong around the bottle neck. I also told her about some of our problems. I'm still trying to live like a bachelor and run out with my buddies without telling her. Telling her about Stacy not telling me things, relating the basics of the in-laws dinner and me going camping.


She got a fire in her eyes, "Oh that shit pisses me off. My mother is an artist at pulling that shit. It's one of the reason's I don't live anywhere near her."


I pulled her close, we're going to get along juuuust fine.


Step eleven - my lucky number eleven.


So let's get back to the day we were supposed to pull out. Note I say supposed to.


Like a lot of other people I play the lottery. I'm not a fanatic about it, but I try not to miss a drawing. I've hit a few little ones, hell I hit a five hundred dollar scratch ticket once because the lottery machine was down.


So I'm off to get a ticket at my favorite store. I hand the clerk my ticket to scan, and he hands it back to me. They've changed things up and I have to fill out a new ticket, and it's going to cost me two dollars per ticket instead of one.


So I grumble and grab a new ticket to fill out. I've always played the same numbers. I used the kids' birthdays for the main numbers, and Stacy's cup size as the Powerball. Cheesy huh?


So I start filling out the new ticket, and it hits me. Why the hell am I using Stacy anything?


I grin and crumple the ticket and grab a new one. I still use the kids' numbers. But with Dena... Well I can't use one one one for AAA, but I guess I could use one one since she uses AA padded bras to keep them from mashing her nipples.


She grins at me watching her take them off and tweak her nipples at me. I love the way she screams when I paint her little tits after fucking her to a few orgasms! And just because they are such a lovely pair decorated like that I got the two times multiplier for the hell of it!


I get my ticket imagining what I would do if I hit the big jackpot like every other schmuck in line. It's always nice to fantasize.


So we're all packed up and headed for the truck stop to top off the bus. I take my ticket in to hit the scanner after filling the tanks and getting out of the way, and the clerks are all excited. Somebody in town hit the two million jackpot. They mention the store and I freeze. I don't know what stopped me, but I didn't scan it. I grabbed one of the preprinted slips with the winning numbers on it.


SON OF A MOTHER FUCKING BITCH!


I made it back to the bus. Dena was all giggly until she saw me. Furrowing her brow, she hesitated before saying, "What is it honey?"


I dropped onto the couch and handed her the tickets.


"DAMN Steven, now what are you going to do?"


"I don't have a fucking clue."


"Well they say you need to set stuff up before you claim it. That's what I've heard anyway."


"Same here."


I did the only thing I could think to do, I called Mac.


"Hey Mac, what would you do if you hit the lottery?"


He just chuckled, "I'd buy an island and stock it with naked babes."


"Okay..."


"Wait a minute, you're serious."


"As a heart attack."


"Fuuuuck..."


"That about sums it up."


"How much, if you don't mind me asking?"


"Two mil."


He chuckled, "So not the big one, just a nice chunk of change."


"A chunk of change?"


I could hear it in his voice, he was amused. "Well it starts as two, then the feds, state, and locals get their piece. Figure you wind up with somewhere between one point three and one point four after all the taxes. Let me make a call."


"Is there anything I should or shouldn't do?"


"Sign it, copy it, put the original in an envelope in a safety deposit box. Then sit tight. And for god sakes don't tell Stacy or she'll contest the divorce."


"Okay." I hung up and signed the ticket, then pushed it toward Dena.


"What?"


"Sign it."


"But it's your ticket."


"No, it's our ticket."


I told her what had happened when I went to get it, and my changing the Powerball number and why.


"But that's not the number you won on."


"Maybe not, but it's the reason my luck is changing."


Dena kicked her head back laughing. She practically ripped her tank top off. Her padded bra was next, but twirled over her head on her finger by the strap before she launched it toward the dash. She cupped her tits and sat on my lap. "So my itty bitty titties were good for something after all!"


I put my hands on her waist to bring her closer, "You mean besides nibbling on?"


I inhaled one tit, and then the other as I grabbed and squeezed her ass.


She kicked her head back alternating between laughing and groaning. "Oh Steven, I Lu..." Her eyes flew open as her head snapped down to look at me.


I took her cheeks in my hands and brought her close to me. "Yeah, me too." I smiled at her realizing she had been calling me Steven this whole time and I didn't care. I used to HATE being called Steven. And now I might even like it.


We undressed each other as we made our way back to the bed. The phone rang while we were back there, but making Dena scream was more important. I think I gave her four good orgasms before she grinned and clamped down on me forcing me to flood her pussy.


I rolled out and grabbed a towel to toss to her as I staggered to the phone. There was a message from Mac to call another lawyer. He recommended one who had experience with lottery winnings and left the contact information.


I talked to the lawyer while Dena did her best to distract me. Smiling at me and sucking down my soft cock while on the phone was not fair, even if I was talking to a lawyer. A woman in my ear and another between my legs is almost more than any man should have to endure.


By the time I got off the phone, Dena had me hard and was sitting back with her legs and pussy spread playing with a very wet pussy. I hit the end button, hauled her up off the floor, bent her over the table, and just fucked the shit out of her. There is no better sound than a sloppy wet pussy filling the air as my thighs slapped her ass. I grabbed her shoulders and rammed home roaring as I flooded her with everything I had left. Collapsing on her back and doing my best to hold in tight as I lost consciousness...


There was a hell of a puddle between our legs on the floor, and more dribbling down Dena's legs. She grinned and cupped her pussy as she scooted to the shower. Damn I'm glad for the linoleum floors in the kitchen.


The paperwork with the lawyer to set up the front company was done in two days. The waiting for a month before claiming the prize to let the media interest die down was agonizing. We didn't need Stacy getting ANY wind of things. I had to go shopping, to the mall, to the movies, out to dinner. And I had to do it all with this hot babe on my shoulder letting me look down her top at her nipples standing out.


Now at least in the movies and out to dinner I got to slip my hand up her skirt or down her dress. Okay, the dress shopping was kinda fun. She had to tease me and made sure she could flash me in whatever she picked out. But I had to wait until we got back to the bus to throw her onto the bed and fuck the hell out of her!


Mmmmm, but I did get even. While we were waiting I had some custom jewelry made for her. It was a seven piece set. First off were a small pair of lucky horseshoe pierced earrings and a nice jeweled horseshoe necklace, several nice diamonds in them. That was followed by a pair of smaller but still nicely jeweled horseshoes for her pierced nipples. She giggled when she saw the little pair to replace the studs she had in her pussy lips.


And while they weren't red, she sure liked her Valentine's present. I liked mine too. They felt a WHOLE lot different when she was riding me, and I could get the ones on her nipples flipping back and forth if I got my timing right with her on her back. Damn that woman can scream!


--


So a month and a half later than planned we finally got on the road. Not that we really stayed in town, we just had to stick around South Carolina to collect the ticket.


And since Dena decided to torture me while we stuck around, our first family visit was to her moms. She wanted to skip it, but I insisted we do that if she wanted to go visit my kids. Besides, it was just a short haul down to Savannah. In hindsight I almost wish I had taken her advice.


The first clue was Dena was driving. While she was more than qualified to drive the bus, she didn't do it very often. We drove into a section of town that I would call McMansion-ville. Huge estate lots, grass that looked like it was just mowed this morning, you get the picture.


Dena knew what I was thinking. "Monday Wednesday Friday and they're dedicated to this subdivision."


We pulled up to the gate, with a live guard even. He took one look at Dena in a button up shirt and was going to make her back out even if she was driving a nice bus.


A little back and forth after showing him her ID and we were waived through.


"Would you need an escort ma'am?"


She just looked at him in disgust. "Fuck no! You never bothered to ask me that when I lived there."


He jumped back when Dena put her foot on the floor giving him a cloud of exhaust as we went past.


"Friend of yours?"


She snorted, "That ass hole? The only reason he still has a job is his Daddy is the police commissioner. He has a problem with wandering hands on little kids. Boys or girls."


I just shook my head.


We went down and around toward the back of the development, the lots getting larger and larger. We came around a corner and Dena slammed on the brakes. "Did I fucking tell you or what?" she pointed to a very large house at the end of a large cul-de-sac. Just off center to maximize the lot size. And there were a number of cars parked here and there were two young kids acting as valets. Personally I didn't think they were old enough to have a driver's license, but then I had been known to mis-judge the age of most young ones lately.


She put her foot on the gas and pulled right up in the driveway as the kids tried to wave her off. She went right over the little orange cones and stopped right smack dab in the middle. No one was getting by on either side without pulling out into the grass even before we put out the slide outs.


Dena hauled me back to the bedroom, her nice top and lace bra going one way and the slacks going another. She was just a bit pissed, and those new jeweled nipple shields I got for her last week were making her chest dance and sparkle with her energetic movement.


She grabbed an old pair of my decent but not the nicest jeans and tossed them to me. "Steven, would you do me a favor and dress down a bit today?"


"Um, I guess so. You don't want me to make a good impression?"


She tossed me one of my plain white shirts, then took it from my hands and held me tight. "Steven, we told her we were coming to visit, just us." She turned and pointed out the window. "I told you she was a socialite. She's invited half the county to witness my homecoming. I would also bet that most of those cars belong to the most eligible bachelors and their families."


She huffed and dropped to the end of the bed, just hard enough to draw my attention momentarily to a nice little jewel encased titty bounce. "You remember the conversation. We were going to have a nice little get together. Well there it is. She just didn't bother to add that she was going to invite half the county."


At first I was going to chuckle, but the more Dena said the more I was just as pissed off. It reminded me of the stunts Stacy had pulled over the years. "Boots or shoes?"


Dena grinned and sauntered over to me, "Boots," she grinned just before giving me a nice kiss.


"Next thing you're going to tell me is you're going braless." I said as I openly leered at her bare chest.


She grinned, "HELL YEAH!" She cupped her delicious little mounds, "If we had time I'd get you to fuck me silly and paint my boobs too!"


So we dressed down while there was a persistent knocking on the door. Nice, but not new jeans, button up shirts with no pockets. It didn't make much difference to me, but it sure didn't hide Dena's nipples, and a slight glint of her jewelry if I looked close... A pair of comfortable boots and we headed for the door.


We stepped out, and there was an older gentleman waiting in a nice suit looking very perturbed.


"I'm sorry ma'am, sir. This is a private affair. You'll have to leave."


Dena put her hands on her hips with a discouraged look. "Now Franklin, I haven't been gone all that long."


He looked at her for a moment, then his eyes went wide, "Ms. Dianna?"


"Franklin, don't you dare call me that when mother isn't around. I'll box your ears."


"Oh it is you!" He gave her a big hug, then backed away keeping her hands in his. "And this gentleman is?"


Dena looked at me and winked, "This is Steven, my fiancé."


He hugged her again, then pulled back and shook my hand. "Congratulations', and may I say you have one of the finest young ladies I have ever known." He made an exaggerated wink, "Even if she can be a bit rough around the edges once in a while."


Dena gave him a light punch on the shoulder and he acted like he was going to be knocked over. It was easy to see he was one of the good ones around here. He grinned just before we went through the front door. Once inside he announced to us, 'Ms. Dianna and her betrothed Steven'.


You could have heard a pin drop. As he walked us down into all the fancy duds and people that looked like they wanted to stay away so they weren't contaminated, Dena leaned close and whispered. "They'll try to divide and conquer. Be careful."


This was quite an affair. There had to be at least a hundred and fifty guests and several dozen servants. We were escorted over to her mother in the center of a large group. There was only one open chair.


"Well we can see if we can find another chair for... um... Stevie wasn't it?"


I could see the fire in Dena's eyes. It didn't come close to the plastic smile on her face. "Oh this will be just fine mom, won't it Steven?"


Her mother grimaced and being called 'mom', and Dena pushed me to the chair and sat on my lap pulling my arm around her just under her tits. "Comfy dear?" wiggling her ass against my cock.


"Very, babe," and kissed her neck while ogling her nipples down her top that her pulling my arm up under her tits caused to billow open. She knew I couldn't resist looking.


Evidentially it was some kind of taboo to show affection around here. Dena was constantly stroking my hand or arm. She would tip her head to one side to let me kiss her neck from time to time. Usually when her mother was introducing this person or that person and their son who was doing something they evidently thought was important.


After about the tenth character made their way through, Dena got up and grabbed my hand. "Time to stretch our legs. Let me show you the garden honey."


"But Dianna dear, there are so many more I need to introduce you to."


Dena got a look, "Mom, my fiancé and I are going out to the garden."


"But Dianna..."


We made it outside. "ARGH! Some days I just want to strangle her!"


I chuckled, "Would it help if I kissed you and grabbed your ass?"


She grinned at me and turned her back to the house, "You know, I think it just might. And it would probably go over better than me dropping and inhaling your dick."


I gave her a long slow kiss and grabbed her ass with both hands. She giggled and sighed. "Maybe I should get a quick snack," she added as she groped my hard cock. We walked through the gardens. She pointed out all the various plants, most of which I knew but didn't know she did.


"I thought your degree was in business?"


She groaned. "That's what I got because my parents wanted it. I was never a cubicle girl. I was always messing around out here. I even played with trying to cross pollinate to make a few new varieties. I got one to grow, but it wasn't enough of a difference to be considered a true new variety."


I grinned, "Careful, you better not let some of those anti-GMO nuts in there hear that or they'll run you out of town on a rail."


She snickered. "Too true. They have no idea that there isn't a product or plant out there that is a true non-GMO. They just want to differentiate between Mother Nature taking a few decades and man taking a few years."


"And then there is all the planning and catering and..."
"And in the meantime your mother..."
"Yeah..."
I kissed her lightly, "How about this? We do a quick and dirty ceremony at the courthouse to satisfy the legal side. That lets you do everything you want the way you want without interference from your mother and have a fancy ceremony later."
"REALLY! You'd do that?"
I grinned, "Well it would keep her out of your wedding plans. Which is what it sounds like you want to do."
"Hell yes."
Dena got on the phone to Marcus to explain what she wanted to do. He would start things rolling on his end, and she would contact him again at the first layover.
We were like teenagers on the flight, kissing and talking. We even ordered a bottle of champagne.
"What's the occasion if you don't mind me asking?" the flight attendant asked as she poured.
Dena grinned, "We're getting married as soon as we get to Savannah!"
She looked between us quickly, "Doing things on the fly are we?"
"No, we've been together for a while."
"Oh sorry. I didn't see a... well sorry."
Dena got her ornery grin. "Oh he got me a very nice ring, two of them in fact. Would you like to see them?"
"Well, um, sure. I guess."
Dena handed me her glass, and then before you knew it she had pulled her tube dress down to fully bare her tits. "Aren't they just the most beautiful things you've ever seen?"
The attendant was a bit startled, then chuckled. "I wish my husband had been that creative, I just got some big dangly ones." She grinned and gave her not insignificant chest a little shoulder shake. They both giggled at my groan.
Dena turned and took my cheeks in her hands and gave me the nicest kiss while I tried not to spill our drinks. "I know, isn't he just the greatest!"
She took her glass back and took a nice sip, her top still down around her waist. The guy across the aisle was bug eyed, his wife was going to hit him in a moment.
"You might want to..." and made a lifting motion with her finger.
Dena giggled. "Oh yeah." She took her time handing me her drink, then pulled her tube top out enough to get it over her nipples but not much more, then pulled it around them to let them stand out as much as possible. She turned to me with shoulders back. "How's that dear?"
I grinned, blatantly looking at her nipples standing out, "Absolutely delicious," handing her drink back to her.
Dena lifted the arm rest and snuggled against me, my arm around her neck, my fingers lightly tracing the upper slope of her tit.
Dena turned her head to whisper into my ear. "You know this is really bad."
"What?"
"When you make my nipples hard like this the tip of that diamond really presses into the tip of my nipple. I'm soaking wet and all I have on is this little g-string. Not even a thong to shove up into my pussy to stem the flow."
Oh that brought the memory of the chamber dinner evening straight to the front. "Evil woman," I hissed back at her, she just grinned.
She did actually leave a little bit of a wet spot on the seat. We had to use the family bathroom when we got to the terminal for our layover. It was a good thing she packed a regular pair of panties and pads in her carry on. Between the family bathroom at the terminal and the restroom in the plane to join the mile high club she would have left a hell of a mess on the connecting flight.
We checked in with Stan during the layover, and it seems that about an hour after Dena's call, the hospital staff were all but kissing his ass. "And one of the nurses is cute enough I'd be tempted to let him do it too."
And the rest of the plans were finalized. We touched down and Marcus was waiting for us. Then off to the courthouse, the judge's chambers, then Marcus' office, and finally the bank.
He also had the letters to the trustees ready and waiting for her signature. Two of them were nice thank you for your service letters. The other three were one step above fuck you assholes, good riddance. I chuckled, it's amazing how eloquently lawyers can say something nasty.
From there we headed to the hospital. Brian was doing well, and as Stan said, the staff were kissing ass. He was in a private room, and it was 'yes sir, no sir, how many bags full sir?'
We had been there about fifteen minutes when three older guys and a lady, all corporate types, came into the room inquiring on how things were going.
"Stan?" Dena asked.
"Well other than that problem when Brian was first admitted, everything has been okay."
Dena winked at Stan, "Just okay? For what we were going to donate I would expect more than just okay."
The older lady stepped toward Dena. She put her hand up and stopped her cold.
"It's okay Dena, they've gotten us whatever we've asked for."
Dena turned back to the four musketeers', "I had better not hear otherwise."
She turned and left without giving them any time to respond. I hurried up to catch up with her. As I put my arm around her she was trembling. "Damn, I've been around my mother for too long."
We laughed all the way to the car. Marcus dropped us at the house and made us promise to keep him updated.
Franklin greeted us warmly at the door, some of the rest of the staff not so much. "Your mother is waiting for you in the lounge."
"Tell her we'll be down after we freshen up a bit."
"But Miss Dena..."
"Franklin, we've been on the go for almost twenty two hours minus what little sleep we got on the plane. We are going to freshen up and then we will be down."
He had a little smirk, "I'll pass that on to your mother."
"Please do." We headed up stairs to her old room, decorated with various pictures of her growing up.
We took a long sensuous shower in a shower big enough to have a party in. By the time we were done we were about ready to drop, but we had her mother to deal with.
We headed downstairs, but Franklin met us as we crossed the entryway. "I'm sorry Miss Dena. Your mother had a previous engagement and had to leave. She said she would talk to you in the morning."
Dena stopped and shook her head slightly, "Why does that not surprise me."
Franklin turned to leave us. "Franklin, could you join us in the lounge for a bit."
"Of course Miss Dena."
He followed us in and stood near the door. Dena sat in an old chair near the desk which got a raised eyebrow from Franklin.
"Please close the door Franklin."
He did so, and turned back to us, "What can I do for you Miss Dena?"
"Several things Franklin, but first I would like your opinion on this." She held out a folded photo copy of our marriage certificate.
He took it cautiously, then broke into a grin when he realized what it was. He grasped her hand with both of his, "Congratulations' Miss Dena!"
Dena pulled him close, "The hell with that old man, come here!" She stood and pulled him into a nice hug.
When he stepped back she sat, "So what does that mean to you Franklin?"
He smiled, "I believe it means there will be a few changes around here."
Dena smiled, "You are correct. And the first question I have to ask is when is Grandmas' ring scheduled to be cleaned again?"
Franklin looked a bit puzzled, then the light came on, "Why do I believe it is scheduled for cleaning tomorrow."
"Thank you Franklin. Now who do I have to worry about on the staff?"
Franklin thought for a moment, "Well Miss Anne of course, she's been your mothers personal maid for sixteen years. I would add Miss Penelope and Mister Graves as possible, maybe a few others on the fence. Other than that you shouldn't have any problems."
It was a relief we weren't going to have a mutiny on our hands. I could see Dena physically relax.
So we laid out the game plan for tomorrow, Franklin did his best not to enjoy what was about to unfold, he did however, smile quite a lot.
Miss Anne was given instructions the next morning that the ring was going out for its scheduled cleaning and to switch it for the fake one until it came back. She was also given a message to give to Dena's mother that she was needed at the hospital around eleven after her morning beauty shop appointment to take care of some paperwork.
We went to bed and just cuddled, an unusual occurrence for us.
We actually had to get up at a reasonable hour. I went to get a cup of coffee and was run out of the kitchen by a large black woman.
Dena was snickering at me, "I see you've invaded Mrs. Jackson's domain."
"I just wanted to get a cup of coffee."
A moment later that same black woman came from the kitchen with a fancy pot and two cups on a tray. I tried to reach for a cup. She turned the tray away from me as she passed. We had to follow her to the sitting room. She placed the tray on a table, gave me a not so nice once over, and left the room without a word.
I looked at her leaving the room, over at Dena, then back again.
Dena giggled, "Even Regie doesn't invade her kitchen. Here or at home."
Franklin came in a few minutes later, "Ma'am, the staff is assembled."
He led the way to the great room where there were about a dozen and a half staff members waiting.
Dena stopped at the top of the three steps leading down.
"Thank you all for coming on short notice. I know you have your duties and I won't keep you long." She surveyed the room, "How many of you know who I am?"
About a third of them raised their hand. "For those that don't know, my name is Dianna McCallen," there was a soft murmur. "And this is my husband Steven." There were even more murmur's.
"For those of you that don't know or have been misinformed, this is now my house." There was a middle aged woman off to one side who started making her way to the edge of the group. "Miss Anne, if my mother is contacted in any way before I speak to her the only job you will be able to get within five hundred miles of here is the part time night clerk at the seven eleven. Do I make myself clear?"
Miss Anne glared at Dena, but nodded. "That goes for the rest of you. My mother was a caretaker here until either Brian or I married. As I married first, this is now my household."
More murmur's.
"You will find I am an easy person to get along with, and not the slave driver my mother was. Those of you that wish to stay are more than welcome to. If you find you do not, and leave under good terms, you will receive glowing recommendations for you servitude under my mother and a generous severance package."
There were several smiles, "Those of you that wish to try my patience will receive the same treatment I described to Miss Anne."
The doorbell sounded and Franklin left to answer it, he returned with several men in moving company uniforms.
"These gentlemen are here to make the transition smooth and quick. In simple terms Mom will be trading places with Brian and Stan." There were a few gasps at that.
"In my absence you will get your directions from Franklin, Mrs. Jackson, and Reggie, in that order." She smiled at Regie grinning, "Sorry Regie, you know how it is."
He chuckled and shrugged, "No different at home." That drew a few more chuckles from the staff.
"So thank you for your attention, I'll let you get back to your duties. If you feel the need to leave, talk to me or Franklin at your convenience."
We stood there as they shuffled out and Franklin got the movers coordinated. She sagged against me as they all shuffled out.
"One down, one to go."
We got to the hospital just as Brian was being discharged and told him what was happening. He was not happy when she told him they were being moved to the main house, but grinned when she added that mom was being dispatched to the guest house.
"Man I bet she raised holy hell."
"She doesn't know yet. She's coming here for paperwork," Dena raised the folder with six copies inside.
Brian noticed her grandmothers' ring on her finger, "How'd you pry that off her finger?"
Dena grinned, "It went out for cleaning."
Brian just laughed.
We went up to his room and waited. It wasn't long before we spotted her mother being let out of her car at the front door.
"If I was as much of a bitch as she was I'd make her take a cab home."
I tried not to laugh. In a few minutes the door opened.
"Brian dear, what do you..." she stopped with hand still on the door knob.
Dena was sitting at the table with me standing behind her. "Come in mother, there are some things we need to go over."
She walked slowly to the table eyeing the single folder in the middle. "Regarding?"
"Things at home."
Her eyes flicked to me and back to Dena, "I don't think Stevie should..."
"Sit down mother." I heard some of the tone Dena had used when she was chewing her mother out with her shirt hanging open. That memory made me grin a little. Her mom sat like she was afraid the chair would bite her.
When her mother had sat, Dena pushed the folder over to her.
Her mother opened it slowly. There was a slight hesitation in seeing the law firm logo at the top of the page, but she smiled as she read the first, and then the second letter. That smile soon disappeared as she read the third. When she started the fourth...
"Dianna, we simply cannot do this. These people have a purpose."
I could see the back of Dena's neck getting red. Marcus had given us some information, be it only strong rumor, of what her mother had been doing with the trustees.
The first two with nice letters had actually been doing their jobs. The other three, married men all, were not above a little pussy on the side. It was even rumored that one of them even made her take it in the ass while she ate his wife. I thought Dena was going to be sick when she heard that one. Needless to say it did not improve her opinion of her mother.
"Keep reading mother, I think you'll find the last page the most enlightening."
I'm not sure she even read the last letter, but when she saw the marriage certificate copy she visibly slumped, then sat back up ramrod straight. "No Dianna, this will not do. I will not accept this." Pushing the folder back to Dena like it would change something.
"You don't have a choice mom," I think she enjoyed every little cringe from her mother calling her 'mom'. "Everything has been taken care of. The trustees were notified this morning about the same time I notified all the staff."
"YOU CAN'T DO THAT... I STILL HAVE..." and Dena raised her hand above the table showing her mother her grandmother's ring on her finger. Her mother sat back deflated, "How could you..."
"You taught us well, mother. Your things are being moved to the guest house. I'm assuming Miss Anne will be joining you there. Brain and Stan are moving up to the main house with me and Steven. The combinations on the vaults are all being changed."
We started for the door, she spoke up weakly, "I have a society luncheon scheduled for Thursday."
"You're more than welcome to have it," her mother sighed, "at the guest house," her mother made a 'noise'.
There were no more sounds from her mother as we left. From what her driver said she was up there for quite a while after we left. Marcus said she was rather 'adamant' that our marriage not be recognized as she didn't witness it. She was rather upset to hear that Judge Thompson performed the ceremony himself. Pretty hard to argue with the Chief Justice, he had also heard some of the rumors.
She fumed at Franklin walking Dena down the aisle, and was livid at no pictures for the society pages. Just a simple picture and announcement like everybody else.
She would have been truly mortified if she knew I had tied white ribbons on her nipples and Dena had put a large white vibrating egg in her pussy and the remote in my pocket. DAMN she looks hot in her half cup corset and stockings!
Oh Jesus woman, a little white crystal butt plug too...
Her mother tried various means of worming her way back into the main house over the next few months even after our wedding, and a few of the staff were reprimanded for minor instances, three were let go after repeated violations, Miss Penelope being one of the expected. Probably all under coercion from Miss Anne, but they had been warned.
Miss Anne received her second of three verbal warnings getting her banned from the main house without an escort for six months this time. She was reminded that the third would have her applying at the local convenience store. It was only Dena's mothers' insistence that even got her the warnings.
Her mother kept trying to hold outside social functions at the house. After the third try we decided to let her have one, but with a twist.
She had her tents set up halfway between the house and guest house making it look like she was going to base out of the guest house, but we knew better.
The morning of her mother's function several trucks pulled in and began setting up just off the back patio. In a matter of an hour we had a little kids' wonderland of bounce tents and games.
Her mother was furious at the appearance. She was even more pissed when several dozen kids from several local shelters showed up and had a screaming good time.
I smiled at myself, I was in Mrs. Jackson's dog house as well. I had a huge grill delivered and I did burgers and hot dogs and anything else I could... on my grill and she couldn't stop me!
This was a private war. I had purchased a small coffee maker to have my morning coffee and put it in our bathroom. It disappeared three days later. I got another, and it disappeared. The third one I wired a fence charger to it. She screamed, I laughed, it stayed.
We had a wonderful time with the kids running all over, I even caught Mrs. Jackson letting kids in her kitchen... She denied it later. Dena shook her head.
We had so much fun with the kids we started doing it semi-regularly. I also had a full outdoor kitchen installed... and banished her from using it.
Dena finally forced a truce. I was allowed in the indoor kitchen and she was allowed to use the outdoor. We eventually became good friends when she realized I wasn't just some hack with a grill. I wasn't going to run Emeril out of business, but I didn't burn the water either.
# # # # #
It's been ten years since we were married, and I have never looked back.
We had a few interesting encounters with the staff since Dena and I still slept nude. And even a few more with the kids.
Yes I said kids. We now have a houseful. And none of them are mine or Dena's and her mother hates the very mention of them. She still pouts out in the guest house and pretends to be the matriarch of the family.
She scowls every time she runs up against her allowance. She had just enough for two little events a month, and I mean little. She goes overboard and she's blown it all on one event. I think she actually stomped like a petulant child the first time she whined to Dena for more money and didn't get it.
We don't do social functions, and Dena DOESN'T do donations just to be on someone's social calendar. They have to have merit.
The play dates with some of the shelter kids just expanded. We found we liked having them around so much, and after a serious conversation of having kids I would never get to see grow up, we started long term fostering. Mainly older kids, but quite often a family group. We have between six and ten kids at any one time. Those that do well in school and show initiative are offered scholarships to continue their education as long as they maintain a good grade average.
With the kids we also became the bane of the neighborhood. Bringing 'all those low life's' around. And then we stepped it up a notch. The kids had duties to perform, chores to do. They were not going to be pampered just because of where they lived. The neighbor across the cul-de-sac was furious at the 'bad example' our kids were setting with actually doing physical labor. They were 'behaving like servants!'
Regie did not appreciate the help right away, but with a few taking a serious interest in his garden he soon doted on them. He chuckled at the neighbors when we bought our own mowers and had the kids doing it. Franklin scowled but privately grinned when 'mom' got on one of the mowers and went racing across the lawn to show them how it was done... as the neighbors were having a big shindig on the front lawn next door. They just have noooo appreciation for a nice tiny day glow yellow bikini!
The neighbors were really in a quandary when Jose started in on the front bushes. At first it looked like a doped up kid had gone nuts with the hedge trimmers. But in a few months what he had envisioned turned out wonderfully. Last we heard he is now the assistant director of the topiaries at Disney!
We've kept pretty active. I need a cane late in the day if I overdo it, but we still get it on at least three or four times a week. She grinned from ear to ear when I got her a small helping hands G-string with the pearl for bumping her clit for our fifth anniversary. I was eating pussy for weeks, well more than usual that is.
She bought a larger one for my sixty fourth birthday so I could get my tongue even further into her. Best birthday present ever! Then she forced me to lube and fuck her ass. It only happens a few times a year for as tiny as she is, but she still forces me to fuck her ass until I passed out... slave driver!
So with a history of unusual gifts I'm sure she will like this year's anniversary gift.
"Come on mom, come on!" The kids were pulling her by the arm out to the garage. I was getting 'the eye' at what I would get her that was too big to bring in the house.
When she saw Jerome and Ki standing there holding a big table cloth up I got another look, but when they dropped the cloth she squealed and jumped into my arms. "I love you!" then hopped back down and scrambled into the house.
The kids looked at me grinning, I knew she'd want to go try it out. What I didn't expect was what she came down with. I was expecting her to trade her dress for jeans and a tank top.
She bounced up to me, gave me a tongue lashing kiss, then hopped on the mower across the yard in a cloud of grass clipping... looking like she was naked from the back.
I had bought her a nice black seventy two inch cutting deck mower, just like the one I had when she came to work for me. But this one was polished up nice and had her name painted in the fender. What had me grinning? She had dashed upstairs and put on her little shorts with the legs rolled up and her little strapless micro bikini, the tan one!
After a few passes she came back to the garage skidding to a halt. She ran to me and jumped putting her legs around my waist and went tonsil hunting. When she broke the kiss she whispered in my ear, "Only thing missing is you with your binoculars and me with my vibrator."
I grinned as my hard on grew against her, "I could always use it on your ass while I suck on your clit and finger your g-spot," I whispered back.
"You gonna make me pass out again?"
"Hell yeah."
I carried her out as we chuckled at Ki, she was pissed Jerome got to mom's mower before she did. You better watch out boy, hell hath no fury like a woman scorned!
We made it to the bedroom with no interruptions, and Dena screeched as I tossed her on the bed. She was naked and teasing me playing with her vibrator while I undressed.
I did manage to make her pass out after giving her three orgasms eating her. Okay, actually the fourth. She passed out as I slid the vibrator in and out of her ass as I fingered her g-spot and bit her clit. She did get even when she came to though, she grinned as she lifted her leg high and stuffed panties in her pussy before slipping her yellow tube top dress back on.
We eventually made it out to the pool to relax with the kids, my kids. All of them now married since gay marriage was legalized. Dena's mom made a token appearance, but didn't stay long when Brian and Stan got into a serious discussion with Angie and Camila. Seems a discussion of having a topless pool party versus a nude pool party was not a discussion she wanted to be a part of.
Stan winked at Dena, "Well how am I going to win the blowjob contest when I have to get Brian out of those delicious tight trunks?"
We all chuckled as her mom decided it was time for her to go home.
Dena did grin later when I gave her her private wedding anniversary present. A new set of diamond nipple cages. This time with ten carat stones that were almost as wide as her nipples. She grinned stroking her nipples as she undulated on top of me, "Should I give mom a heart attack and show her my new rings!"
"Before or after I cum on your nipples?" Dena cupped her tits and clamped down on me. "Just invite her along," I said.
Dena kicked her head back laughing before getting into some serious grinding. We were headed for the topless beach this weekend. I was so looking forward to ogling my wife in the sun and nibbling on her nipples when we got home.
--
I woke to a beautiful naked woman beside me, her jeweled nipples shining in the sun, her arm above her head making them stand out even more. I lightly stroked the underside of her tit watching her nipple harden up under that diamond.
Her hand reached for my hard cock, "We're gonna have to change sheets again."
"And?"
Dena lifted her knee rolling to her side and pulled a bit on my cock, "Get over here and fuck me old man."
I rolled to her and slipped into a warm wet willing pussy... I LOVE this kind of gardening, ploughing a wet pussy!
Definitely the best way to wake up in the morning!
--
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