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  Chapter One


  


  “Hey, let’s hit the Black Sheep,” Jeff suggested as Sean took the exit. “Heard they have good wings and there’s a classic rock band playing tonight.”


  “I don’t know,” Sean shrugged while turning onto Westminster, the narrow one way street that led into the heart of downtown Providence.


  “What’s to know?” Jeff asked. “Food, music, girls, and lot of hot older women from the offices head down there after work.” He made an awful attempt at a Tiger’s growl. “Cougars on the prowl for some young studs!”


  “Leaves you out,” Sean grinned as he saw Jeff flip him off out of the corner of his eye. “You wouldn’t know what to do with one.”


  “Like you would?” Jeff paused. “If you did you’d be doing more than drooling over the only cougar you ever look at.”


  “She’s not a cougar, she’s a Milf,” Sean corrected him. “Cougars are women who never had kids, Milf is a mother I’d…”


  “Okay, porn boy, I know the difference,” Jeff sighed. “Hey, Black Sheep is that way.”


  “I know,” Sean took two sharp rights while thinking, ‘Here it comes.’


  “Come on man, really?” Jeff protested. “Finn’s Pub? Again?”


  “I like it there, and I’m driving,” he glanced over at Jeff, a smirk on his face. “And paying.”


  “Yeah, you’re right, beggars can’t be choosers, but it’s the only place you ever want to go.”


  “It’s a cool place, they have drink specials, good food, music, and the crowds a little more laid back, not a lot of jack ass frat boy goons go there.”


  “Because not a lot of hot girls go there.”


  “It’s a bar not a nightclub,” Sean explained. “Besides, it’s an Irish pub, I’m Irish and St Patrick’s Day is tomorrow.”


  “Hmm, I think you left out the main reason we keep going.” Jeff grinned.


  “Whatever, you want to go somewhere else when you’re buying we will, but if it’s my treat, it’s my say. Cool with that, or should I drop you off on the corner?”


  “No need to get hostile,” Jeff put his hands up defensively. “All I’m saying is since we turned twenty one and could hang out in bars, you only want to hang out in one bar.”


  Sean pulled into the parking lot behind Finn’s Pub, and carefully backed his father’s massive F350 into a spot, using the act as an excuse not to reply to his friend.


  “Then you won’t admit why it’s the only bar you want to go to.”


  “I like it here,” Sean threw the truck into park and shut off the engine. “Why try other places, when you find one you like?”


  “Because its just about the only place you’ve tried, so how do you know there’s not better?” Jeff laughed while he opened the passenger door to get out. “Going by that I’d have only had sex with one girl, instead sampling a few.”


  “That’s because you’re a jack ass,” Sean told him, hopping out and slamming the door shut. “There’s something called loyalty, you know.”


  “Like Missy Teague was loyal to you?” Jeff met him at the back of the truck.


  “Watch it with that,” Sean glowered down at him from his impressive height of 6’3”. “Just because that bitch cheated on me, doesn’t mean I need to do it to someone else.”


  “Hey, just saying being dedicated to one thing isn’t always the best way to do things, you end up getting hurt sometimes.” Jeff told him. “What’s Prof Williams always saying, ‘Teachable moments?’


  “I don’t think a pub is going to betray me,” Sean muttered.


  “No, but the reason you keep coming is keeping you from getting back in the saddle, and having some fun.”


  “You going to do this shit in there?” Sean asked as he brushed past him to walk towards the side of the building that led to the front entrance. “Sound like an old lady, and talk about my life?”


  “Hey, if there was a chance, it would be cool, Sean. But you come here and just stare and get these crazy ideas that something’s going to happen, and…”


  “Jeff?” Sean’s fixed him with a hard stare.


  “Right, shut up.” His friend nodded.


  “Don’t have to do that, just find something else to talk about.”


  “Okay, think they’ll have those two dollar draft specials tonight?”


  “They usually do.” Sean shrugged.


  “Know what band is on tonight?”


  “Nah, didn’t bother checking.”


  “Who do you think the hostess is tonight?” Jeff quickly darted out in front of him, laughing while he ran ahead of him.


  Sean shook his head as Jeff vanished around the corner. He shouldn’t get mad at him, because he was right, why did he keep doing this to himself? But on the other hand, he genuinely liked Finn’s Pub.


  Founded in the forties by his friend Connor’s great grandfather who he was named after, it wasn’t just a classic Irish Pub in design with its old fashioned wooden bar, visible beams and mixture of paneled and stone walls, but once the original Connor began making money, he made it truly authentic.


  Traveling back to Ireland once every few months he brought back wood and other items from the original Finn’s started by his father, but closed down due to hard times. The heavily scarred bar was from there as were the oak shelves that held the bottles of liquor on the wall behind it.


  Many of the wooden handled taps were close to a hundred years old at this point, as were several of the stools. The masterpiece of original craftsmanship however, was the stone hearth which they still lit every night during the winter.


  Finn’s Pub was usually dimly lit, other than the area where they had the two pool tables and obligatory dart boards because what was an Irish Pub without darts?


  But the soft light made the old fashioned wood shine due to it being cleaned and oiled on a weekly basis. In addition to the feel of the old country where Sean’s own grandparents came from, the Pub’s pricing was the cheapest around.


  The reasoning, as Conner explained it, was not just about the philosophy that by being less expensive, you may make less per drink, but served a lot more drinks, and it drew people in.


  But mostly it was because they believed in people being able to afford to drink and have a good time because fun-and drinking-was what their culture was all about. The small cozy stage in the corner was host to bands who played current music, as well as traditional Irish bands every Saturday night, and there were always people out on the dance floor enjoying both equally.


  The food, like the alcohol, was priced less than the bars in the same area who took advantage of the fact a lot of people from surrounding offices made good money, and also surprisingly good.


  There was plenty to like about Finn’s Pub including the fact it was family owned and not part of a chain or owned by someone with enough money looking for a business venture or hobby.


  The pub had been passed from OG Connor, as his friend called him, to his son Clancy who still bartended right up until he passed of a heart attack at the age of eighty two, then to his son, Connor’s father, William.


  William had made the pub more modern-and had joked probably made Clancy roll over in his grave-by gutting the several rooms above the pub that were for boarders back in the day, and converting it into an open hall to book for parties and events. Such as Finn’s annual St Paddy’s Day party tomorrow night.


  Connor had been working there bussing tables and washing dishes since he was fifteen and was now one of the bartenders while studying business management in preparation for the the pub being his one day.


  Keeping it in the family had extended to the customers, many of whom were descendants of the original Finn’s crowd and made for a fun friendly environment full of people as genuine as the owners.


  As he’d told Jeff, Finn’s didn’t cater to the drunk frat boy type, the high roller’s in their thousand dollar suits or women wearing Prada heels. The crowd was mostly working class and some of the mid-level office types who were still real people who wanted to drink and hang with other real people, not elitists.


  Finn’s was run by working people for working people, and it was Sean’s type of crowd. There was never any drama or trouble, just a place where people gathered to get away from the stress of everyday life and felt welcomed by both the owners and fellow customers.


  As Connor’s father used to say, Finn’s wasn’t just a place to be, it was a place where you belonged. The passing of William three years ago of a brain aneurysm that happened in his sleep, also affected Sean’s desire to come to the bar once he was old enough to.


  Sean had never thought much about his heritage, but when he attended William’s funeral in support of Connor and his mother, Molly, it was a real eye opener. He’d expected somber; grieving people shedding tears and taking comfort in each other’s arms.


  Instead it was a party where liquor flowed as liberally as it did in the pub. Many of the older relatives and friends took turns speaking fondly about William, always standing by the coffin when they did.


  They would end their words with an old fashioned Irish toast, then the shot glasses were raised to cheers and the drinks downed. Even Molly, newly widowed, had led a toast and when she accepted the hugs and condolences did so with tears in her eyes, but a smile on her face.


  Sean had commented on it to his mother who explained that to the people who adhered closely to the ‘old world’, death was seen as a chance to pay tribute to the departed, and that person wouldn’t want a solemn depressing morbid ceremony, but a celebration.


  They wanted drinking, and stories, and most of all the affirmation that life was good and to enjoy it always, even in death. During the entirety of the funeral service, where even the Priest, after he said his mass, saluted William with a shot of Jamesons, a pint of red Guinness ale sat on the coffin.


  At the end, Connor, eighteen at the time, picked up the glass and spoke about his father. With amazing composure he spoke of him as a man, a father and a friend, telling a couple of funny stories about growing up, then turning to the coffin wished his father well, and drank half the glass, before handing it to Molly who also spoke, and then finished the beer.


  The gathering at a hall afterwards was even wilder and featured a band, dancing and the kind of hardcore drinking that would shame a frat house. At one point several of the women danced an old fashioned jig with the band silent, and accompanied only by the rhythmic clapping of the men, who then took their turn dancing.


  The scene seemed bizarre to Sean at the beginning but by the end, and the fact no one seemed worried about the drinking age and he’d been allowed a couple of beers and a shot, found it endearing.


  After that he spent more time with his grandmother who was happy to regale him with stories from Ireland and with the help of her daughter, Sean’s aunt Shawna, taught him Irish dancing.


  Sean had been to Finns several times before he turned twenty one, including a graduation party for Connor, Sean, Jeff and other friends that took place six months before his father’s death.


  But to come here now as a man made him feel good, and Connor and Molly were always thrilled to see him there. At this point between school and helping run the pub, Sean’s visits there were about the only time he say his long time friend these days.


  Another reason he always wanted to come here, but Jeff was right, there was one more, and at this point the biggest one, one he felt guilty over, but not so much that he could stop himself.


  His obsession with Connor’s mother, Molly McBride




  Chapter Two


  


  Sean didn’t see Jeff in the small paneled foyer waiting for him. Then again, there wasn’t a cover charge he couldn’t afford so he’d probably just gone ahead and found a booth.


  At the archway leading into the main pub stood a wooden podium where one of the waitresses were posted to greet people and sit them if they wanted a table. Sean felt the all too familiar conflicted emotions of excitement tinged with shame when he saw Molly at the podium.


  “Sean!” she always greeted him with a huge smile as if she hadn’t seen him in years, even though he came here at least twice a week at this point. “So good to see you!”


  In spite of his mixed feelings he returned the smile because how could he not? Molly’s smile was adorably lopsided, but always so big and sincere it was contagious and had to be returned.


  She stepped around the podium and threw her arms around him, giving him a hug as enthusiastic as her greeting. Sean returned the hug, trying to tell himself to keep his thoughts where they belonged. This was a platonic hug being given to him by someone he’d known for ten years.


  She was also the mother of one of his friends. That thought was always his line of defense when he caught himself thinking of her as a woman he had an interest in, rather than one that for a variety of reasons he had no right feeling that way about.


  He had no right thinking about how soft her long copper red hair felt beneath his hands as he placed them on her back. No right inhaling the scent of her Black Opium Illicit Green perfume and wishing he were smelling it from a pillow after spending the night in her bed.


  He sure as hell had no right thinking about the way her breasts crushed against his chest from the force of her hug, or how her face nestled easily into his neck because even though she was tall, always wore heels.


  No, he shouldn’t have to resist the urge to slide his hands down her back and over the sweet curve of her ass which was always well displayed in the skirts or slacks she wore.


  Likewise, when she kissed his scruffy cheek, he shouldn’t have to force himself to not move his head and catch those beautiful lips with his own.


  “Good to see you too,” he responded, easing from her embrace even though being in her arms, even so briefly, was something he found himself living for lately. “Its been a whole two days,” he joked.


  “Even a day without seeing a good friend is a day too long.” Molly beamed up at him, her gorgeous emerald green eyes shining, the smattering of freckles around her nose and those pink lips still spread in that cute crooked smile of hers.


  God, he wanted to kiss her!


  “You’re like a fortune cookie,” he told her. “Always quick with a line.”


  “Not a line, I enjoy seeing you,” she told him, her thin red eyebrows lifting, “And I’m never quick when it comes to things I enjoy.” Was that a dirty remark, or he was being a dog and reading into it?


  “You enjoy seeing me?” she tilted her head playfully, but her eyes probed his as if looking for a reaction.


  “Always good to see you,” he assured her while again wondering if she were flirting? No, she was just being friendly. It was part of her charm, and also how her family had always kept people coming back, by making them feel welcome.


  But the way she looked at him, like she was waiting for him to bite. It wasn’t just now, but just about every time she saw him in the few months since he’d been coming to the pub. A casual remark followed by what seemed to be a meaningful look.


  Could she be hoping for him to respond in kind? Putting out bait for him to take? Or was he just being an idiot reading into innocent comments because it’s what he wanted?


  B, the answer was always B. No, the answer could be A, but only if it stood for asshole because it’s what his crush on Molly made him feel like. A point driven home by the fact that even as he’d just joked about how she acted like it had been a long time since she saw him, he could never see her, without thinking about how damn perfect she was.


  Or maybe it was just perfect for him as Molly wasn’t what some guys would consider the standard of hot. Her hair, which flowed halfway down her back was more orange than red, a shade many women would dye, but Molly flaunted, always wearing it down.


  The patches of freckles on each side of her nose were made more prominent by her complexion which between her Irish heritage and being a natural red head was fair to the point of chalky.


  The skin tone made her thin copper eyebrows seem more prominent than they were, but also caused her deep green eyes to stand out even more, twin beacons of radiant color flashing out from beneath her long red lashes.


  Aside from those eyes which were always bright and lit up whenever she smiled, it was that very smile that he felt was her best feature. Molly’s lips were a natural pink and she rarely wore lipstick.


  They were large and full, perfect for kissing and for doing something a lot dirtier, and as much as he longed to experience the former, Sean had spent quite a few nights imagining her using them for the latter.


  But for as perfect as her lips were, her smile was crooked, her lips spreading unevenly towards the left. Technically it was an imperfection, but Sean found it endearing, and along with the freckles around a nose which was slightly upturned, gave Molly a fun, girl next door look.


  But from the neck down, her adorably quirky, and maybe not for everyone, look, gave way to a body that no man would ever take issue with. Following his thoughts, Sean’s gaze slid past the green bow tie choker around her neck and to the sleeveless white t-shirt she wore.


  The words “Get Lucky at Finn’s Pub” printed within a large four leaf clover was low cut enough to show a hint of cleavage and stretched tightly over her prominent breasts. The shirt also displayed a pair of smooth creamy shoulders dotted with patches of freckles and there were quite a few scattered over her upper chest.


  One concentrated patch was located directly between the visible upper portion of her breasts and he’d once overheard Molly telling one of the waitresses her husband had called them the “mischievous freckles’ because they were begging for trouble.


  Sean saw them as both kissable, a place to tease before his lips made his away over those creamy tits to what he was sure would be a pair of succulent pink nipples the same shade as her lips, as well as a nice target to aim for while titty fucking her.


  FFS, what the hell was wrong with him? He’d been in her presence for less than five minutes and his eyes were on her tits and his mind in the gutter.


  “You want one?”


  “Huh?” Sean’s eyes darted back to her face.


  “You were staring at my…” she paused for just a second. “Shirt. If you like it I can get you one.”


  “Oh, um, sure I’d like have one.”


  “Just one? I figured you’d like a pair.” A slight smile played about her lips and her eyes tried to find his, but he looked away in embarrassment. Christ, she’d caught him staring.


  “I sent Jeff into the corner booth by the hearth,” Molly let him off the hook, cutting off any stammering reply he could have come up with. “I’ll walk you over.”


  “I think I know the way,” he joked, trying to get away from her now that he’d made a full of himself.


  “Nope, I’m the hostess until Emily gets here, now right this way, sir.” Without waiting for a reply, she spun smoothly on her heel and headed towards the hearth.


  Sean followed her, and despite having just made an ass out of himself for looking at her tits, he took the opportunity to take in the rear view, and the rear in that view was damn fine.


  He wasn’t sure what her slacks were made out of, but the thin shiny material clung to Molly like a second skin. On the thinner side, she still had enough hips to flare out from her slender waist, and give a nice little swing to her walk.


  The painted on slacks showed off the curve and swell of her perfect heart shaped ass, and hugged the full length of her legs. At 5’11” barefoot, legs were something Molly had in spades.


  Other than a girl in his English class who played for the PC Lady Friars, Sean had never seen longer legs on a woman, and his eyes enjoyed the journey from her tight firm thighs down to her slim well shaped calves.


  They ended in rather boring, but comfortable black shoes, but he’d seen her in sandals in the warm weather and knew each foot sported a small tattoo on the top of it. The right the Celtic Tree of life, the left a pair of antlers which represented rebirth.


  Molly had gotten it a few months after William’s death to symbolize a new phase of her life, and although just a tattoo, it had caused some turmoil within him. In the sense of feeding the part of him that harbored this bizarre fantasy there was a scenario that existed where he could be with her, rebirth meant she was ready to move on.


  The sane, and decent, part of him felt justifiably guilty about thinking about her in anyway other than his friend’s mother, a friend of his as well in a sense, a woman twice his age, and most importantly a widow.


  But that last thought didn’t stop his eyes from following the pleasant swing of her hips and the way her ass moved beneath her slacks. Nor did it stop him from noting there were no panty lines to be seen, but he could make out the Y shape of her thong proving just how tight the material was.


  He forced his eyes up at the thought that although she couldn’t see him looking, there were about a dozen people around the pub and he didn’t want to be caught staring, even though he was sure any man she walked by would be guilty of doing the same.


  Instead, he took in the top of the large Celtic cross tattooed on Molly’s back that extended past the top of the low cut top as well as the backs of her heavily freckled shoulders.


  “Here we are,” Molly turned and gestured to the booth near the currently dormant hearth where Jeff was sitting, doing something on his phone. “You guys want something to eat, or just here for a pint?”


  “How about some buffalo wings? Jeff asked. “They’re awesome.”


  “Here five minutes and already spending my money,” Sean sighed, but picked up a menu, he didn’t have class on Friday’s, but had worked all day at Lowes and then picked Jeff up straight from work, so he could use some food.


  “On the house,” Molly told them. “And two Killian’s Irish Red coming up.”


  “Hmm,” Jeff frowned. “Not a huge fan of ale.”


  “They’re the $2 draft tonight,” she informed him.


  “Sounds good! I don’t want to break Sean’s budget.”


  “You boys have fun, and don’t forget to say goodbye on your way out, okay?”


  She was looking in his direction when she said it, and he nodded as she walked away, but not before brushing her hand along his forearm, her long red nails teasing over his skin, and sending an unexpected shiver through him.


  “Damn, man, I owe you an apology,” Jeff told him. “Now I see why you come here, she’s into you big time.”


  “No,” he shook his head. “She’s just being friendly.”


  “She wasn’t talking to me when she said to say goodbye, and I didn’t get that sexy little thing with her fingers.”


  “What sexy thing? She put her hand on my arm.”


  “Come on, man, she used her nails. Girls do that when they’re flirting.”


  “You know that how?” Sean asked as he resumed looking at the menu trying not to think about what Jeff had just said.


  “I just know shit, okay?”


  “Shit’s about what you usually know,” Sean quipped. “You want anything besides wings?”


  “Nah, I’ll just get bitched at for spending your money, but the hot wings are free because Miss Molly has the hots for you.”


  “Oh, my god, you didn’t just say that,” Sean couldn’t help laughing. “Bro that was bad even for you.”


  “Yeah, but seriously, Sean. She’s putting out some horny milf vibes.”


  “You didn’t answer me, you want anything?”


  Jeff remained silent as the waitress appeared next to the table putting their mugs down and telling them the wings would be up in a few minutes.


  “What I want is to talk about this thing you have going on here with Molly,” Jeff responded, then lifted the frosted mug and took several long swallows.


  “There’s nothing going on,” Sean winced when Jeff released a loud belched, then continued. “Not from either of us.”


  Jeff had taken another drink while he spoke and proceeded to belch out the words “Bull shit”.


  “Classy,” he grunted while two guys to their left laughed and hoisted their beers in Jeff’s direction. “But for real, I’ve known her since I met Connor in seventh grade, guess in a way she’s my friend too.”


  “Looks like she wouldn’t mind being a friend with benefits.”


  Sean picked up his beer, taking a couple of long swallows to stall having to reply. He swished the red beer around in his mouth savoring it rather than chugging it the way Jeff did, then put the mug down.


  “By the way thanks for paying,” Jeff had already finished the ale he claimed he wasn’t big on. “But since I twisted my back on the site my dad doesn’t want me working anymore until I graduate. Says that’s why I’m in school for engineering, so I don’t have to abuse myself like he did his whole life.”


  “It’s cool,” Sean tapped his mug to Jeff’s empty one. “I’m just messing with you, and how many times did you treat when you were making big bucks in the summer doing masonry?”


  “That’s what friends are for,” Jeff waved his empty mug and grinned. “And I think I’m worth another two bucks.”


  “I’ll drink to that!” Sean chugged the rest of his beer and put it down just in time for the next round to arrive. .


  Jeff picked his up, but before he could take a sip, Sean said “Hold on.”


  Rising to his feet he raised his beer and declared “A toast!”


  Around him everyone at the bar and surrounding booths and tables quickly rose and lifted their drinks as Sean declared.


  “May your glass ever be full, may the roof over your head always be strong and may you be in heaven a half hour before the devil knows you’re dead!”


  In unison, every tipped back their drinks and chugged before lowering them and cheering.


  “Don’t sit yet!” An older man with long grey hair and an old fashioned Irish Paddy cap shouted. He cleared his throat and gave a toast of his own.


  “Here’s to stealing, cheating, fighting and drinking!


  If you cheat, may you cheat death.


  If you steal, may you steal a woman’s heart.


  If you fight, may you fight for a brother.


  And if you drink, may you drink with me!”


  The patrons all finished their drinks, including Sean who pounded down the rest of his beer, and putting his glass down, clapped and saluted the older man.


  “That was a good one!” he laughed and looked at Jeff who was surveying the cheering crowd. “God, I love this place.”


  “It has its charm,” Jeff wiped the froth from his mouth. “That’s for sure.”


  Again, they all began to sit, but froze when Molly called out.


  “What’s this? We’re going to toast and the lady of the house doesn’t get to give one?”


  She walked over to the bar and putting her hands on it, hopped up to sit on it. She put her hand out, and Charlie the longtime bartender, made a show of putting an empty glass in it, then filling it with Jameson’s Irish whiskey.


  Knowing what was coming, two of the waitresses quickly got behind the bar and began lining empty glasses along it while Charlie, now holding two bottles of Jameson’s started at one end and like the pro he was filled two at a time, working his way down towards Molly.


  “This round is on the house,” she called out. “Come on up, and get one, but don’t you dare drink until I say so.”


  “Yeah, I’m liking this place more and more.” Jeff hurried over with Sean to grab their shots.


  When everyone had one and formed a semi-circle around the bar, Molly eyed her shot and said.


  “Not my toast, but I know as the men raise their glasses, they do so in hopes their girls will raise their asses, isn’t that true boys?”


  A round of cheers from the men and laughter and some sexy looks from the girls to their spouses and dates.


  “And us ladies want our men like we want our drinks, stiff, hard, and going down smooth, am I right?”


  The women’s turn to cheer, and Jeff whispered. “Seeing why you like Molly more and more too, damn she’d be wild.”


  Molly lifted her glass and everyone followed suit.


  “Here’s to all my friends and lovers. May their ups and downs all be under the covers. Here’s to heat, not the kind that brings down shacks and shanties, but the kind that brings down bras and panties. Here’s to those who we love best, we love them best when they’re undressed!”


  They all downed their shots, and Sean blinked. Two beers and a shot in less than ten minutes. He was already beginning to feel it loose and as they lowered their glasses he called out.


  “Here’s to the women of the Irish shore. I love but one, I love not more, but since she’s not here to drink her part I’ll drink her share with all my heart!”


  Before the cheers died down a beautiful blonde woman who looked to be in her thirties, chimed in.


  “Here’s to a long life and a merry one, a quick death and an easy one. A pretty girl and an honest one. A cold beer and another one!”


  “Come on, Jeff,” Sean elbowed him. “You gotta have something.”


  “Yes!” Molly who was sitting directly in front of him had heard him. “Let’s hear something from someone who’s not lucky enough to be Irish, but lucky enough to have Irish friends.”


  “And probably hoping to get into some Irish,” a girl called out to the left of them.


  “Well,” Jeff frowned then rolled his eyes when Sean chanted “Toast, toast, toast!” and everyone picked it up.


  “Another round on Finn’s if he does one!” Molly snapped her fingers and like a well-oiled machine everyone put their glasses back on the bar and the staff immediately went into action, filling them.


  “No pressure!” Molly laughed.


  “Come on, honey,” the blonde called out to him. “Raise that glass and who knows who might raise their ass.”


  “Goddamn,” Jeff whistled as he accepted his glass from Sean who had plucked two from the bar.


  “Okay,” he raised his glass in the air. “Uh…let’s see,” he spoke into the now silent expectant crowd.


  “Hey!” he suddenly shouted. “Listen up, I got something to say! It’s better to burn out, than fade away!”


  There was a moment of silence before everyone broke out laughing, then down their shots and saluted Jeff with their now empty glasses.


  “To our host!” The old man with the cap called out. “May the man she chooses to chase never escape, and may that man live to tell us if the carpet matches the drapes!”


  Molly clapped and laughed as the pub filled with raucous laughter.


  “Well, Tom, all I can say,” she replied. “Is its far better to be red than gray.”


  Putting her hands up, she addressed everyone around her.


  “Thank for being here! You’re not my customers, but my friends and family, and like my family?” she paused, then winked. “I can only handle so much of you, now get back to your tables and have some fun with the one you’re with or maybe that person here you’ve always wanted to have fun with. Booze isn’t free, but after enough of it, the sex is!”


  Her eyes had shifted to Sean as she spoke and when she was done, she extended her hands to him. He froze for a second, not sure what she wanted and also confused once more by the way she stared at him as she’d uttered that comment.


  “Help her down,” Jeff whispered, then turned to walk back to the booth.


  The crowd had begun to disperse, heading back to their seats and still laughing and buzzing about the toasts. Sean took Molly’s hands to steady her as she hopped down from the bar, then gasped when she staggered into him.


  “Oops,” she giggled. “Guess I’m feeling my liquor. Already had a couple of shots before that.”


  “No worries,” he told her, trying to ignore the way her hands slipped from his and moved up his forearms. “Feeling it a little myself.”


  “It is fun to feel your licker,” she gave him a sly smile, her eyes again trying to gage his reaction. “Those were great toasts.”


  “My grandmother taught me a lot of them.” He managed to keep his voice steady, but his eyes darted left and right wondering how many people were watching them.


  Molly was so close her breasts were touching his chest and her hands had now made their way to his biceps, giving them a squeeze through his short sleeved blue Lowe’s t-shirt.


  “Good to see you get in touch with your heritage,” Molly said softly. “You ever really touch it?”


  “What do you mean?”


  The smile turned sultry, and when she spoke her normally light voice had lowered into smoky rasp.


  “Ever slept with an Irish girl? Pure Irish? You know, like me?”


  “I…”


  “That little slut that cheated on you, she wasn’t,” Molly shook her head.


  “No, she was uh…German and something I think, I don’t think about things like that.”


  Right now he was thinking what were other people thinking because at this point they’d been standing like this long enough to draw attention.


  “You should always love a person for them,” Molly agreed. “But if you’re just looking for a fuck? You haven’t been fucked until you’ve been with an Irish woman,” she eased back from him, and leaned against the bar just as two people passed by.


  The move gave him some relief, but her words continued to add to his tension.


  “Especially a red head, we have the reputation as being trouble for a reason,” she raised her eyebrows and sucked on her lower lip, causing his heart to beat faster.


  “But we’re good trouble, and thing is, Sean? You haven’t tasted anything as sweet and smooth as Irish Cream, and I’m not talking about Bailey’s.”


  “R…right,” he stammered. Jesus, there was other way to take this, she’d said “we’re good trouble’ meaning she was speaking about herself. She wasn’t just flirting, but outright coming on to him. Was this some kind of weird game? She had said she’d done some shots before and did two quick ones just now.


  But Molly was known to have several drinks whenever she was at the bar, and he doubted she was drunk, knowing her tolerance she may not even be buzzed which meant she knew exactly what she was saying and…


  “So, um, when’s Connor, coming in?” he gestured to Charlie who was busy serving the people sitting at the other end of the bar.


  Molly shook her head. “You must be buzzed, he’s in Phoenix this week, URI made it into March Madness,” she beamed with pride. “He’s going to be starting, be on TV this Tuesday.”


  “Oh, shit, yeah,” Sean nodded. “Maybe I am drunk,” he joked.


  “Or just nervous,” Molly stretched her arms out along the bar.


  Her pose was relaxed, but also pushed her breasts out further and he struggled to keep his eyes up.


  “No, I just forgot.”


  “About the tournament? PC just missed out, you both would have been out there, doubt you’d forget that.”


  Before he could respond, she sighed.


  “I’m alone all week, no one at home, no Connor here to keep me out of trouble,” the alluring smile came back. “And I am trouble, and he doesn’t stop me, but there’s certain trouble I might not want to get into with him around, know what I mean?”


  This couldn’t be happening. It couldn’t happen. Shit, she’d just admitted she could never do this with Connor around because of who he was. Do what? Him? This had to be a joke, maybe she knew he had a thing for her and was trying to draw him out, then laugh at him.


  No, Molly might drink a little too much on occasions and did get a little wild but she was a sweetheart and she’d never hurt his, or anyone’s, feelings deliberately.


  “Pub’s filling up,” he followed her gaze to see more people seated and there was a line forming in the foyer. “Have to get going, but make sure you see me before you leave I have a favor to ask.”


  “Sure, whatever you need. Happy to help.”


  “Hmm, that’s what I was hoping to hear.” She pushed away from the bar but before she walked away she said. “By the way, in case you’re wondering, they do.”


  “What does?” he asked, confused.


  She leaned closer and whispered in his ear.


  “The carpet, it matches the drapes.”




  Chapter Three


  


  “Goddamn, man!” Jeff exclaimed. “That’s hotter than these wings! She all but said let’s go.”


  “Yeah,” Sean idly toyed with one of the empty bones on his plate.


  “Then why the hell do you look weirded out? You should be smiling ear to ear. Going to score the hot party Milf.” He expertly sucked the meat off his chicken wing, then washed it down with a swig of red ale. “You heard her up there talking about girls raising their asses, she wants hers in the air and you behind her.”


  Sean sighed and Jeff rolled his eyes.


  “What’s your problem, man? You’ve been hot for this woman for months, now she’s giving you the damn green light and you’re acting like something’s wrong.”


  “It’s all wrong.”


  “Bro, you either had too much to drink or not enough because…” he put his hands out. “What’s your damn problem? I don’t think there’s a guy here including me who wouldn’t take that for a ride.”


  “She’s not a that, she’s a person.”


  “Oh, for fucks sake,” Jeff muttered. “Its an expression, what are you a feminist?”


  “No, but that’s the thing. Molly’s not some girl looking for a good time.”


  “She’s not?” Jeff blinked. “She’s a damn party waiting to happen. Always has been. She’d get drunk at their annual cook out all the time and be making dirty jokes and strutting her ass around the pool.” He shrugged. “Only difference is back then she was just showing off for Connor’s dad, now she’s open for business.”


  “Right there!” Sean snapped his fingers. “Two words, Connor’s dad.”


  “Isn’t around anymore.”


  “But he was, and I knew him. Molly’s a widow and…”


  “And what? She’s never allowed to have sex again?” Jeff scoffed. “William passed away a little over two years ago, Sean. You think that woman hasn’t been tapped since then?”


  “Stay classy, Jeff.” Sean grunted.


  “Whatever, but seriously, you think the way she flirts the way she drinks, the way she is all about fun and a good time isn’t having a good time?”


  “Connor said she’s only been on a couple of dates and hasn’t had a boyfriend since his father died.”


  “So she’s not ready for anything serious yet and just enjoying being single. The woman owns a pub, there’s always single guys around. You heard her, when there’s enough booze, there’s sex.”


  “But Connor said he never sees her with anyone. Think she goes to their place?”


  “Connor only works here four nights a week, and she doesn’t like him to close on school nights.” Jeff grinned. “Think that’s why there’s still a bedroom upstairs.”


  “Upstairs? Other than the dance floor and the tables around it all that’s up there is a kitchen and a bathroom.”


  “You forget who the contractor was that built that hall for them,” Jeff tapped his chest. “My dad and his crew did it, and I helped, remember?”


  “Now I do, yeah.”


  “Well, William had asked us to leave one of the old rooms the place rented back in the day in case he or Molly needed to crash or if any of the staff needed a place to stay for a night or two. I’m willing to bet Miss Molly’s taken a lucky guy or two up there for a little,” he cleared his throat. “Extra hospitality.”


  When Sean narrowed his eyes, Jeff went on.


  “Connor wouldn’t know, and the only person that closes with Molly is Charlie and he’s been there since Connor’s grandfather still ran the place, he’s never going to rat her out to anyone, including her son.”


  Sean gave a quick nod.


  “Now that you say it, Connor mentioned there’s a night here and there she doesn’t come home because she says she had too much to drink or it was too late to drive home. He even told me he figured maybe she met someone and just didn’t want to say it and went to their place.”


  “See? He knows she fucks around, and even if he doesn’t like it, what’s he going to say? She’s single and she’s free to move on with her life.”


  “True, but you’re missing the point.”


  “I think you are,” Jeff looked disgusted. “But go ahead.”


  “So okay, she’s free to do whoever, whenever, but those people aren’t friends with her son. You know how sleazy that is? How the hell am I supposed to look at him if I do something with his mother?”


  “You act like you’re going to tell him,” Jeff countered. “I highly doubt Molly would,” he laughed. “So, know what I did when you were in Phoenix? Your friend!”


  “That makes me feel better. Connor’s playing in the big dance and I’m back here banging his mother.”


  “Hey, not your fault that kid on your team missed that free throw to go into OT.” Jeff gave him an encouraging smile knowing Sean was still upset over just missing out in his last season playing point guard for the Friars. “But my boy here put up 24 and had some steals, not on you, man.”


  “Win and lose as a team,” he shrugged. “Dean had 18pts and 12 rebounds, but they fouled him because they know he sucks on the line.”


  “Yeah, well that’s over, so consider Molly the consolation prize because from what you said she told you, she wouldn’t do this if Connor was here.”


  “Because she knows its wrong too.”


  “Wrong for him to know,” Jeff finished his beer, then added. “You really going to pass this up?”


  “I think I should.”


  “But she wants it! It’s not like you’re trying to con her into it, you won’t even tell her you’re into her. This is all on her, and you can be too.”


  “You come up with these lines and the best you can do for a toast is a Def Leopard lyric?”


  “Not good under pressure, and don’t change the song on me. Come on, Sean, do this for me and all the other guys who’d jump at a chance to be with a woman like that.” He sighed wistfully. “Tipsy redhead with an epic rack, a perfect ass and a dirty mind, and she’s twice your age and hotter than most girls our age.”


  “You think…”


  “I don’t think!” Jeff snapped. “That’s the fucking problem. Stop thinking, no one would think about this, they’d just do it.”


  “But what if…”


  “But and what if, are thinking,” Jeff insisted. “But seeing you to think? How about this. She seems like she’s offering and if you don’t take her up on it how do you think she’ll feel?”


  “I’m sure she has other options.”


  “But she came onto you and because Connor isn’t here. Don’t you get it? She may have been waiting for this, and you’re going to shoot her down and hurt her feelings.”


  “You believe that?”


  “Look, I’m no expert on women, okay? I talk a lot of smack, but I’ve been with Mindy since 10th grade so not like I have a lot of experience with other girls, but rejection sucks and I think it does more for women, and she’s going to feel like a damn fool putting herself out there to you, and you blow her off.”


  “You really feel like she could have wanted me before this?”


  “Connor hasn’t been away even for a weekend with Julie for months. This is her first chance without him around and look who she’s after.” Jeff leaned back in the booth with an air of resignation. “Man, short of slapping you, I can’t think of anything else to do or say here. You want her, she wants you, only you see a problem here.”


  He glanced at his phone. “Mindy’s going to be here in five.”


  “She’s going to hang out for a while?” Sean was relieved for the break in the conversation. “Cool, haven’t seen her much lately.”


  “She’s not coming in, I asked her to pick me up.” Jeff rose from the booth.


  I’m going to wait outside, thanks for buying, I owe a lot of beers when I get back to work.”


  “I was going to take you home.”


  “I texted her under the table when you told me Molly mentioned again not to leave without seeing her.” he clapped him on the shoulder. “You want to chicken out, that’s your problem, but you’re not using me as an excuse, so you’re on your own pal.”


  “Thanks.”


  “Hey,” Jeff smiled down at him. “Just think, its like the motto here.”


  When Sean shook his head, Jeff smirked.


  “You my friend, can get lucky at Finns.”




  Chapter Four


  


  “Come on man, spill!” the text from Jeff read. “Or she still keeping you busy?”


  “Yeah, I’ll be busy alright,” Sean grunted as he slipped into the red Camry his parents had bought him for graduating high school. “Busy putting up decorations.”


  After all the talk with Jeff, the drama and inner turmoil about Molly, Sean had decided his friend was right, if she wanted him, then why should he say no? The biggest reason would be Connor, but Jeff had a point, not like either were going to tell him, and the whole “I’d know,” thing might bother him, but enough to turn down a chance to make his Molly inspired dreams come true?


  If anything he felt he’d have a bigger issue living with the fact he had a chance and didn’t go for it. He’d play the ignorance is bliss game to keep peace with his friend and not create family drama for Molly.


  In the meantime he’d have what he had no doubt would be memories that would last a lifetime, and…he couldn’t push away the thought that if it were that much fun, maybe she’d want it to be more than once.


  Turned out he’d put himself through all of that for nothing. Maybe Molly had drank a little too much way too quick and wasn’t quitter herself in the moment, or maybe she had just been fucking with him, because nothing ended up happening, and the ‘favor’ turned out to be just that; a favor.


  Pulling out of the driveway and heading in the direction of downtown, Sean. For what had to be the twentieth time since he’d gotten home last night replayed the last half hour at the pub once Jeff had left.


  He’d finished the last of his beer, and remained sitting for a few minutes, trying to spot Molly. Because Finn’s was centrally located downtown and was known to have good food, they had a six o’clock rush of people from local offices, looking to have a bite along with a drink.


  That crowd generally thinned out by seven thirty and was replaced by the steady trickle of people there to do some drinking while dancing or watching the Celtics or Bruins on one of the two big screen TV’s, one at each end of the long bar and angled so people at the tables could also see them.


  At eight the crowd was decent, but not overwhelming, and he’d watched Molly make her way around the Pub, talking to regulars, laughing and smiling, and more than once there was a shot glass, or mug in her hand.


  Her cheeks now had color in them and her eyes brighter than ever. Sean’s hesitation was slowly replaced by visions of what normally flirty and fun Molly would be when she was drunk.


  After a few minutes of flitting about the pub, Molly sat down at the end of the bar, and after speaking to Charlie, he brought her over a cup of coffee in a Finn’s mug along with a leather binder.


  Molly opened it and plucking a pen from the binder turned the pages, writing something down here and there. Probably ordering food and liquor for the Pub. Seeing her still and now concentrating on work, he figured it was a good time to approach her.


  Sean made a detour into the men’s room and after using it and washing his hands, stared at himself in the mirror. He wasn’t exactly dressed for a fun time in his Lowe’s t-shirt and worn jeans that had a couple of holes and had seen better days, but he’d been unloading lumber deliveries all day and had learned the hard way not to wear his good clothes there.


  He hadn’t shaved in a couple of days, but the dark shadow wasn’t a bad look on him. He wasn’t as fair as Molly, but did have the less than colorful complexion of many people who were Irish.


  His short curly dark hair was a mess, and he splashed water on his hands, and ran his fingers through it, pushing it back to try and get it somewhat neat. His ocean blue eyes, a feature he’d received many compliments on from girls were a bit on the dull side from a long week of school and work and there was a hint of red around the blue.


  Knew he shouldn’t have shared a blunt with Jeff before they left for the pub, but what it was what it was, and he hoped it wasn’t his eyes she’d be focused on, but his cock which had been slowly thickening and expanding in his jeans as he thought less about drama and morals and more about Molly and those amazing lips and perfect body.


  Glancing around to make sure no one was watching, her folded his arms over his chest and tightened them, watching the muscles in his forearms and upper arms stand out.


  Sean wasn’t jacked, playing basketball you were generally better off being on the more agile and athletic side and his build reflected that. At 6’3” we weighed around 190 pounds; his body with a lot of lean muscle packed onto his long frame.


  He glanced down at his hands with were large and could easily palm a basketball and thought about how he was soon going to be palming Molly’s tits and that fine ass of hers.


  After a quick splash of cold water on his face to shake off the effects of his buzz, he took a breath, gave himself a mock salute in the mirror and went back out to the pub. He approached Molly muttering, “Just be cool, just be cool,” and slid into the stool next to her.


  “Hey, I’m about to head out, you said you needed something from me?”


  Molly looked up from the book which he saw was indeed an order form, and smiled.


  “As a matter of fact I do need something from you,” she cocked her head and the smile broadened, but this time it was the lopsided goofy one, and not the sultry one she’d given him earlier. “Think I can get it?”


  “Depends what it is,” he spoke slowly so he wouldn’t say anything stupid. “But I can’t see me saying no to you.”


  “Words every woman loves to hear, even better when they’re from a good looking young man.”


  “This young man looks forward to hearing what you need me to do for you,” he hoped he didn’t sound to corny, but whatever he said, he didn’t have the years of flirting behind him she did, and he doubted this was about him being good with the lines, just between her legs.


  Shit, he sounded like Jeff, but at least he’d thought it and not said it.


  “Well, now that you ask,” she giggled. “You know tomorrow night is our annual St. Patrick’s Day party.”


  “I plan on being there,” he told her.


  “Good to hear, but with Connor gone, Charlie’s back acting up and the other staff having lives outside of here, I need some help getting the room ready, do you think you could help me?”


  “Um,” he blinked. Maybe she was stringing him along pretending that’s what she wanted. Jeff had said there was a bedroom up there. “Tonight? Sure what time?”


  “Can’t tonight, busiest night of the week except for tomorrow which is busiest of the year. I’m stuck down here until close, then have to help clean up.”


  “I could go upstairs now and you just show me what you want done,” he offered.


  “That would work except I had the floor buffed and waxed today, and it won’t be safe to walk on until tomorrow, that’s why I need help, have to get all the chairs down from the tables. Can you do it?”


  “Yeah,” he nodded, hoping he didn’t sound as disappointed as he felt, or look like he’d been expecting something else. “What time?”


  “How about you come around twelve thirty? I’ll leave the back door unlocked and you can just come upstairs?”


  “Sure.”


  “And of course I wouldn’t ask you to do this for free, so I’ll have some fun surprises for you, sound good?”


  “Like a t-shirt?” he forced himself to smile “Or maybe a pair of them?”


  “I think Get Lucky could be part of your compensation,” she gestured to her shirt. “Free admission and all your drinks on the house at the party too, how’s that?”


  “Sounds fair, maybe I should get an Uber.”


  “And of course an invite to the after party.”


  “There’s an after party? Where?”


  “Here, but don’t say anything, it’s only for special guests. I’ll tell you more tomorrow.” She tapped the ledger with her pen. “I really have to get back to this. It has to be put in before nine for them to be able to deliver tomorrow, and we can’t run out of anything on St Patrick ’s Day, now can we?”


  “Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow at 12:30,” he gave her another not so sincere smile. “Have a good night.”


  “Not as good as I wanted it to be,” she sighed. “But that’s why we always have a plan B, right?”


  “Here’s to plan B,” he lifted his hand in a mock toast and he’d turned away and left the Pub feeling like an absolute idiot.


  “You better have some good stories if you’re making me wait this long for them.”


  Jeff hadn’t been kidding when he said he’d be living through Sean’s experience, which brought up something that made him feel a little better nothing happened. Jeff would have, as he was now, wanting details and although usually tight lipped, what if he said something by accident?


  “Call Jeff,” Sean commanded the phone.


  “There you are!” Jeff answered before the first ring had finished. “You come up for air? How…”


  “Nothing happened, okay?”


  “Yeah, right. Let’s hear some details!”


  “I said nothing fucking happened!” Sean snapped so angrily that in the ensuing silence he thought Jeff had hung up.


  “Wow,” he finally responded. “I guess not if you’re that mad. What happen, you back out?”


  “No, there was nothing to back down from.” He quickly told Jeff about how after all her flirting him talking to her turned into nothing more than her needing some physical labor to help get the club ready.


  “That sucks,” Jeff sounded as bummed as he felt. “Wonder if the flirting early on was just to get you ready to say yes to anything.”


  “Maybe, who the hell knows? But I figured I’d let you know before you showed up at my house banging on the door.”


  “Sorry, Sean. But look at it this way, you don’t have to feel like you did anything wrong and no worries with Connor.”


  “Silver lining I guess.”


  “See, you were going to do it, you dog,” Jeff laughed. “Next time no thinking, the woman’s flirting you go all in right then and there and say let’s go!”


  “Duly noted. You coming to the Party there tonight?”


  “Not sure yet. Mindy wanted to hit a club, but I’ll try to talk her into stopping by for an hour. Catch you later, or if not I’ll give you a call tomorrow.”


  “Sounds good.”


  “Meantime find some girl there tonight and dance with her right in front of that teasing Milf porn wannabe and show her what she could have had.”


  “That’ll teach her,” Sean ended the call. Why would she care if he did that, she hadn’t wanted him to begin with.


  He arrived at Finns and was surprised to see no cars on the street in front of it or the small lot. Noticing a sign on the door, he pulled in and cruised up to the door to read an announcement that due to the party tonight they wouldn’t be opening the pub until 5.


  Sean pulled around back and parked next to Molly’s sleek black Lexus. He got out and as he approached the door, his phone vibrated and he saw it was a text from Molly.


  “Now that you’re here, lock the downstairs door behind you in case someone tries to come in and go into the pub.”


  Sean glanced up in time to see the heavy black drapes that covered each of the upstairs windows, move in the one directly overlooking the parking lot and caught a brief flash of green from behind it.


  He let himself in, then turned the knob on the door, and threw the bolt. There was a door in front of him that led directly into the pub and figured Molly was right to be careful as if he remembered right, it didn’t have a lock.


  He made his way up the narrow staircase to the second floor through a final door that led into the large hall. The space was dimly lit, only two of the dozen or more spotlights on the ceiling were lit, one over the middle of the room, the other over the dance floor, and even those appeared to have turned down to a lower setting.


  He frowned as he walked further into the room. The floors did look as if they’d just been buffed, and gleamed in the dim glow of the two spotlights.


  With all the windows covered most of the room was thrown into shadow and as he walked towards the center of the room, he called out, “Molly?”


  There was no reply, and Sean peered into the shadows around him and frowned. All the chairs were down and around the tables, and he could make out decorations and banners hung from the rafters.


  Dozens of large green balloons were pinned along the walls and one floated up from its strong from the back of every chair. Even the bar along the far wall appeared to have its shelves fully stocked and rows of glasses hanging from the hooks above it. If all this were done, what had she needed him here for?


  He turned at the sound of heels clicking on the hardwood floor and saw a figure drifting through the shadows at the edge of the dance floor.


  “Hey, baby,” Molly’s voice called out. “Glad you could make it.”


  Baby? No, he wasn’t falling for this crap again.


  “Doesn’t look like you need my help.” He walked towards the dance floor as he spoke. Molly hadn’t emerged from the shadows yet, and he wondered what she was up to.


  “But I do,” she said. “With a few things, but first things first. I need your opinion on my outfit for tonight.”


  “I’m sure you look fine, but…” he stopped when she walked out of the darkened portion of the room and into the light over the dance floor. “Holy shit,” he whispered.


  “I take that as a good reaction?”


  Molly slowly approached him and it was a struggle to keep his mouth from gaping, because he was sure his eyes were doing plenty of that. Molly wore a light green micro dress that seemed to be made of the same clingy material as last night’s slacks.


  The material hugged her every curve, and not only pushed up her impressive breasts, but the way he could see her nipples made it clear she wasn’t wearing a bra. The dress ended at her upper thigh, leaving most of her long bare legs visible.


  Those legs ended in a pair of green open toe heels high enough that as she grew closer he realized she was looking him in the eye. The heels were held on by a strap around her ankle, leaving her feet visible, her tattoos standing out on her white flesh.


  Her toes were the same shade of green as the dress and tipped in black and as his eyes roamed up her legs and back to her breasts, he saw her long fingernails matched her toes.


  The dress featured a black and purple belt around the middle that accentuated the curve of her hips and the thin straps over her shoulders, left her creamy freckle dotted flesh visible.


  She wore the green choker from last night but this time with a silver Shamrock clasp at her throat. His eyes kept moving, taking in every inch of the hot as fuck woman in front of him, and the more he saw, the more he liked.


  And the harder his cock became.


  Molly sported a green party hat covered in glitter and pulled down at a rakish angle so it covered the upper left portion of her face. Her right eye was done in black mascara with green eye shadow, and her sensual lips, currently curved into that irresistible crooked smile were coated in the same green as her nails.


  “Yes?” she did a slow turn for him, exposing the fact the back of the dress plunged down to her lower back.


  Molly reached back and pulled her hair over her shoulder to show off the creamy skin of her back as well as the full length of the large Celtic cross. The dress ended not far above the curve of her ass which the dress fit like a glove.


  Sean’s heart pounded as he took in her legs from behind. Her toned thighs, her shapely calves and just the sheer length of them was exciting.


  “Or no?” she turned back to face him.


  “Hell yeah,” Sean blurted out causing her to laugh. “Jesus, Molly you…”


  “Good golly Miss Molly?” she laughed again, her visible eye shining and that smile growing even wider.


  “You can say that again.”


  “I’d rather say your name,” she slowly sauntered over to him, her heels loud on the floor. “Over and over,” she said softly. “If you’re really good to me, maybe I’ll scream it.”


  “You…wait,” he put his hands up. “I don’t get it.”


  “Not going to get it if you keep talking.” Molly spread her arms out. “Do I look like I’m dressed for conversation?”


  “But what happened last night? You were coming on to me, then you weren’t, now you had me come here for…” he tried to keep himself from sounding as excited as he was just in case. “What? To mess with me?”


  “I guess I owe you the story for last night. I planned on slipping away upstairs with you, then I found out Chad had called out, and no one was willing to close and Charlie can’t do it alone, so I had to pivot and push it off until today.


  “But you know something?” She turned away from him and walked over to the stage wear the band would be playing.


  Sean watched her ass move beneath the painted on dress and his eyes widened when she bent over to pick something up and he caught a flash of the lower portion of her cheeks and the green lace between them.


  “Last night would have been fun, could have carried it into this morning. But now we have time before the party, then the party to stare at each other and want more, and after that?”


  Molly had lifted her hand, pointing a black remote at the sound system behind the stage.


  “The after party, and I think you know that after party is at my body as the old song says. That is if you want me, but I’m pretty sure you do.”


  Sean flinched when the opening notes to Mustang Sally filled the room.


  Molly dropped the remote and lifting her arms over her head, swayed to the beat. Sean remained where he was, his heart pounding in time with his throbbing cock as he watched the women he’d spent the last few months infatuated with, swing her hips and upper body, gyrating to the music.


  “All she wants to do,” Molly strutted closer and did a quick spin as she sang along “Is ride Molly, ride!” she gave him that goofy grin, but in current circumstances it was as sexy and inviting as the more seductive looks she’d give him last night.


  “You been wanting to ride this, haven’t you Sean?”


  “Yeah I have,” he reached for her as she grew close, but she spun away from and continued to dance to the song, swinging her hips and shacking her upper body, causing her tits to jiggle and look as if they were about to fall out of the dress.


  “Bad boy, I’m your friend’s mom,” she laughed as if it were funny, then stepped into him, her arms going around his neck and her body pressing to his. “Makes it more exciting, doesn’t it?”


  “You don’t need help being exciting.” He put his hands on her hips and swayed in rhythm with her.


  “There you go,” her eyes were level with his as she tightened her arms around him. “Just relax, and let go. Two adults having some fun and no one needs to know except us.”


  She titled her head, her green lips parting, and Sean felt his heart skip a beat. The moment he’d waited for, the one he’d dreamed of was here, and…


  “Love this song!” Molly chirped as Joe Cocker’s ‘You can leave your hat on boomed through the room.


  She spun away from him and shimmied her shoulders and hips, shaking slowly and seductively before him.


  “You can take your shirt off,” she sang, her voice horribly off key, but he didn’t give a shit. “You can take your shirt off,” she sang again and pointed to him, lifting her hands.


  With a surreal feeling, Sean peeled off the old t-shirt he’d worn expecting to be working and not a seduction. He tossed it at Molly, who laughed and whipped it wound over her head before tossing it away.


  She continued to prance about, her hips and shoulders in perfect time with the slow striptease style song. Sean found himself moving with the beat swaying back and forth as he turned in a slow circle as she danced around him.


  “You can take your shoes off,” Molly sang along, and bending her leg, slipped the strap from her ankle. “I can take your shoes off,” she did the same to the other shoe, then kicked each of them off, sending then skittering across the smooth floor.


  Sean followed suit, although there was nothing sexy about the way he had to push off his shoes then peel off his socks. But Molly on the other hand could make anything look sexy and he found himself watching her now bare feet as she moved them up and down, spinning on her heels and sliding them over the floor.


  Her green and black toes and the tattoos had him thinking of them on his chest or in the air over his, or her, shoulders. Molly sashayed over to him, her shoulders moving forward and dipping back.


  She placed her right hand on his shoulder and pushed it, then slipping her hand over it, gripped him and pulled him forward. She repeated the motion until he fell into time with her, his shoulder going back as hers came forward, then in reverse.


  She turned them in a slow circle, her eyes locked on his and her lips parted, her face flushed, and this time not from whiskey, but passion. God, she was sexy! But he didn’t try anything, just kept dancing with her, and felt a smile creeping over his face as they moved in perfect harmony.


  “Yeah, baby,” she purred, now moving back from him as the song went into the next stanza. “You can take your dress off.”


  She crossed her arms and eased the straps down her arms while shimmying down towards the floor. “You can take your dress off!” she turned her back to him and his breath caught when she worked the straps down her arms, and slipped them out of it while swaying her ass.


  Molly pushed the dress over her hips as she worked her way down to the floor. Shoving the dress down, she shimmied back up, leaving the dress on the floor and him staring at her creamy white ass with little more than a strip of green lace between her firm cheeks.


  She put her hands to her head, still moving with the beat and working her hips and ass in a grinding circle. Sean unsnapped his jeans, as much to ease the pressure from his swollen, and at this point, aching cock as he did because he figured she wanted him to take them off.


  He began to push them down over his hips, but stopped when Molly looked at him over her shoulder, one hand still on the hat, and sang, “But you can leave your hat on!” she spun towards him and his eyes went wide in anticipation of her seeing her tits.


  But in a blur of motion, she dropped her arm, getting the hat down over them, and laughing at the disappointed look on his face. He could make out the curve of the lower portion of her breasts and some of the top as well, but the hat covered her nipples and most of the rest of her.


  Molly sauntered back over to him, and just before she reached him, spun and planted her ass into his crotch. He moaned as she leaned into him, her smooth back and soft hair pressing into his chest.


  He slipped his arms around her, and resting her head on his shoulder, she turned her head. “You can…” her words were cut off by him losing patience and kissing her.


  She didn’t seem to mind as she moaned deep in her throat when her soft lips pressed into his. Sean eased his arms open, one hand covering just about her entire stomach, his right hand sliding down over her hip to caress her outer thigh.


  Her hips worked harder, her ass moving in tight circles over his trapped cock. Molly’s lips parted and her tongue darted out, flicking teasingly over his lips. Sean opened his mouth, and groaned when she didn’t hesitate to drive her tongue inside it.


  He met it with his own, and they danced over one another as their mouths opened wider, their lips seeking to devour the others. Molly reached up and placed the hat on his head, and in an instant his hands darted up to her breasts, only to realize hers had gotten their first.


  She giggled into his mouth, then moaned when he squeezed her hands beneath his, forcing her to grip her breasts more tightly. Sean slid his right hand down over the soft flesh of her stomach and boldly pushed his fingers into her thong.


  “Oh!” Molly gasped, before whimpering when he teased his fingers over her mound, sliding through the patch of hair, and down into her wet slit.


  Her hips jerked, driving her ass into him, and her body tensed as his fingers teased between her tight lips before pushing them open. Molly’s tried to move her head, but he fought to keep his lips in contact with hers.


  Meanwhile his fingers probed her lower lips reveling in how wet she was. When he eased them back and over her excited clit, she let her head fall back as she moaned, “Yes, oh, fuck yes!”


  He caught her swollen nub between his fingers and moved them side to side, making her moan and whimper as she thrust her hips into his hand. Her hand slipped down to cover his, pressing him to her hot slit, and his free hand immediately found her now exposed breast.


  He cupped it in his hand, surprised at how heavy it was, and fondled her soft, yet firm flesh. His thumb found her nipple, and he traced a slow circle over it and felt her shudder against him.


  Sean fastened his lips to her neck, sucking gently and Molly reached upwards, wrapping her arm around his neck, her fingers gripping his hair and holding his face to her soft flesh.


  Her other hand caressed his arm, trailing her nails along it, then covering his hand, pressing it harder to her warm sticky flesh. Sean eased his lips further down her neck and kissed the top of her shoulder as Molly made adorable cooing sounds in between her soft moans.


  Her ass moved in tighter and ever faster circles, rubbing his cock through his jeans and causing him to breathe heavier into her neck as well as move his own hips. He shoved his trapped cock into her minimally clad ass, longing to have nothing between them, but forcing himself to take it slow.


  This is what he’d been waiting for and for all he knew it could just be a onetime thing, and if it was he was going to make it count. As the song wound down Sean felt as if he were in one of his Molly induced dreams.


  On a dance floor with an all but naked Molly grinding on him while he fingered her, and after he’d watched her do a sexy striptease for him. He moved his hips with hers, trying to match her circular motion, but he wasn’t capable of moving that way, so he slowed down and allowed her to continue to tease his already aching cock.


  Sean put the effort into moving his wrist faster and now side to side, spreading her lips wider and working her clit more vigorously.


  “Oh, fuck,” Molly groaned her nails now digging into the back of his hand as well as his scalp. “Just like that,” she emitted a long high pitched whimper. “Don’t stop, Sean, please don’t stop!”


  He squeezed her breast harder in his excitement, now pinching her nipple between his thumb and forefinger and her moaned went up another octave. Her back pressed harder into his chest, and her arm dropped from around his neck to grip her other nipples and tease it with her long nails.


  “Harder,” she breathed as he alternately kissed and sucked gently on the creamy skin of her neck. “Work that clit…oh!” she gasped, her body tensing and trembling against his. “I…”


  Whatever she was trying to say turned into a loud squeal inches from his ear as her body bucked wildly in his embrace. Her hips now thrust forward into his fingers instead of against his crotch and her back moved side to side as she squirmed against him.


  Her thighs clamped shut, trapping his hand between them, and limiting the movement of his fingers, but he kept them moving as best he could.


  “Oh, oh, oh!” Molly released short sharp high pitched yips as he continued to manipulate her quivering pussy while rolling her nipple between his thick fingers.


  She lifted her feet, pressing them on top of his, her toes curling into the top of his foot as she arched her back away from him, and her thighs tightened around his hand. Her yips shifted in a long low guttural moan as her body jerked as if she were being shocked, and with a soft whimper, she went limp in his arms.


  “Oh…wow,” she breathed. “I didn’t expect that,” she giggled and opening her legs, eased his hand from between her thighs and lifted it to his face.


  He eagerly leaned forward to taste her from his fingers, but with another giggle, she opened wife and shoved his fingers into her mouth instead. She moaned, her eyes closing as she sucked on his sticky fingers.


  Sean groaned at the sensation of her hot wet mouth and soft tongue swirling over his fingers, yearning for them to be his throbbing cock. Molly released him with a smack of her lips, then stepping away from him took a few steps before turning and shaking her tits at him.


  “Like them?”


  “Jesus,” he licked his lips at the sight of her incredible breasts.


  Bigger than he’d imagined, well rounded, and as milky white as the rest of her. Her pink nipples were smaller than he expected, and so pale they were barely visible even on her white flesh.


  But they looked as hard as his cock, and had a cute little upturn to them as well as being in the center of a small patch of freckles that surrounded each of them.


  “Thought about them, haven’t you?” she cupped her breasts, holding them higher. “You bad boy, sitting there talking to your friend’s mommy and thinking about sucking her titties.”


  “Yeah.” He walked towards her, and she backed away, keeping a few feet between them. “Thought about you sucking something too.”


  “Ohh,” she purred, sucking on her lower green coated lip. “I love that, Sean. No nerves, no wondering if this is right, just telling me what you want.”


  She reached the edge of the dance floor continued moving until she reached a one of the tables.


  “Take those damn jeans off, and let me see how happy you are to see me.” Molly eased two chairs apart and stood between them. “Show me what you’re favorite red haired lass should be sucking.”


  Sean surprised himself with the sucking remark, he didn’t consider himself crude, or that bold, but her reaction to it told him she wasn’t just fine with it, but into it. That made it much easier to shove his jeans and boxers to the floor and step out of them, his cock bobbing between his lean muscular thighs.


  “Look at that,” Molly purred. “That cock matches the rest of you, long, pretty, and damn hard.” She laughed. “And you left the hat on!”


  The way her green eyes focused on his cock while she once again sucked on her lip had him so hard his balls ached, and as he approached her he imagined those green lips wrapped around him.


  He was dimly aware of Prince’s Kiss now playing, but it was hard to focus on anything other than Molly. She’d spun around and putting her hands on the table leaned over and wiggled her ass at him in rhythm to the beat.


  She straightened and putting her thumbs into the thong, worked the strings down over her hips as she shimmied for him. She did a quick turn to face him and his eyes darted from her jiggling tits to the patch of green lace that composed the front of the thing working lower.


  Molly made her way to the floor, then on the way up, pushed the thong down exposing a glorious patch of copper red hair between her creamy thighs. She hopped up onto the table and bending her legs, worked the thong down to her feet.


  With a laugh she licked it off her foot and his hand flashed out to catch it before it sailed past him. Sean pressed the crotch of it to his face, and inhaled deeply. He released a sigh as his nostrils filled with the spicy scent of her pussy, and didn’t hesitate to lick the warm sticky material.


  “Why drink from that when you can do it directly from the tap?” Molly stretched her legs out, putting her feet on the rungs of the chairs she’d pushed to the side, and reaching down, spread her pussy open for him.


  Holy fuck, she was hot! Sitting legs, and pussy, spread wide open as she beckoned him with her green and black tipped finger. Sean reached the table, and now between the chairs began to sink to his knees, but she stopped him by reaching out and grabbing his cock.


  He moaned as she squeezed it, causing a line of pre cum to ooze from it, and placed his hands on her smooth inner thighs as she proceeded to slowly pump him in her tight fist.


  “Know what?” She looked up at him, her eyes bright with lust. “You have plenty of time to get a taste. But right now? I need this big fucking dick in my red haired cunt.”


  She tugged on his cock and he shuffled forward until she was stroking him directly over her pink slit, and when she pressed his swollen purple head through herdamp pubic hair a shudder went through him.


  She eased him lower, her breath hissing between her lips as the spongy flesh of his head rubbed over her clit. Sean’s hands trembled against her lush thighs as he struggled to let her tease him.


  Tease a her clit.


  “Say it,” she whispered. “Tell me what you…ohhh!”


  Unable to hold back anymore, when she once again teased his tip to her sweet spot, he thrust his hips, plunging half his length inside her. Molly’s eyes went wide and she released a high pitched yelp when he shoved forward once more.


  His entire cock now nestled into her hot tight pussy, Sean shifted his hands from her thighs to her breasts, fondling them as he worked his hips. He managed to regain control and his first few thrusts were long and slow.


  “Damn, that’s a big cock,” Molly moaned as he eased his full length deep inside before easing back.


  His fingers tightened on her breasts as he reveled in the feeling of her wet heat spreading around his invading cock. Molly gripped his forearms her lips parted, soft moans escaping her each time he slowly sank into her mature cunt.


  “What are you doing?” Her hands moved from his arms to his chest, stopping him.


  “I…” he blinked, unsure of how to answer. “You…”


  “If you want to fuck me, then fuck me.” A nasty smile spread across her lips. “You can go slow with your little coeds, I’m a real woman, Sean. Treat me like one.”


  Sean’s surprise lasted barely more than a second, and with a smile of his own, he eased back, and proceeded to fuck her hard and fast. He still used long strokes to enjoy the full sensation of plunging repeatedly into Molly’s amazing red haired pussy, but was now doing so with as fast as he could and with a power that caused the table to rock.


  “Yes, yes, yes!” she yelped each time he went so deep his balls slapped against her.


  “That’s how you fuck! You don’t tease a woman like me, baby, you make me yours!” Sean leaned forward, and she groaned when he sucked her right nipple between his lips.


  “You think about them?” she cupped her tits, holding them to his face, while hooking her feet over the chairs to keep her balance on the table. “You think about sucking these tits? Playing with them? Coming all over them?”


  He moaned when she hooked her arm around his neck and arched her back, shoving her tit into his face. Sean eagerly licked and sucked not just her nipple, but tried to suck as much as her soft white flesh into his mouth as he could.


  His hips continued to work, pounding her wide open slit as hard as he could while leaning over. Molly yelped and moaned each time he went deep and let herself fall back onto the table.


  Sean followed her, leaning further over the table and now kissing the patch of freckles over her breasts that had teased him for so long. Molly’s long legs wrapped around his waist, and she moved her hips beneath him, thrusting upwards into his descending cock.


  Her arms went around him, her nails trailing over his shoulders and down his back as he worked his lips over to her left nipple and sucked it with lip smacking enthusiasm. “Oh god, oh fuck!” Molly moaned above him. “I’ve wanted this for months!” she released a loud laugh that ended in a yip before she added. “Thank god that kid missed that free throw!”


  Sean had to admit as exciting as it would have been to be playing in March Madness, having his cock buried inside Molly’s hot pussy with her naked body wrapped around him had it beat.


  Molly pushed on his shoulders, causing him to lean back.


  “Give it to me,” she eased her legs from around him and lifted them in the air. “I want you to fuck me like you’re trying to break the table, or me.”


  Yup, fuck basketball. Molly placed her soft feet on his shoulders and gripping her knees, Sean cut loose, taking her up on her offer to give it to her as hard as he could. Molly squealed, her hands resting lightly on his hips and her big tits bouncing as he pummeled her pink twat.


  He lowered his upper body, causing her feet and lower legs to slide over his shoulders and leaned over. Molly’s eyes bulged and her mouth opened in a wide O as her feet were now pushed over her head, her ass lifting from the edge of the table.


  Sean grabbed her breasts, squeezing them as he drilled her even harder, his cock now driving deeper into her. The table rocked and creaked but he could barely make out the sound over Molly’s yelping and squealing.


  He’d never fucked a girl this hard before and the fact the harder he tried the more Molly liked it had him more excited. Not just excited but thinking she was as wild of a fuck as he’d dreamt she’d be.


  A little too excited as between his longtime lust for her and the way he’d been fucking her, he could feel his balls tightening and his cock twitching inside her. His breathing picked up and his hands gripped her breasts tighter.


  “Yeah?” she stared up at him. “You going to come for me, baby?”


  “I…close,” he tried to slow himself down, wanting to last as long as possible this time and any time she’d let him today.


  “Stop!” she pushed with her legs, easing him back, causing his now dripping cock to slip from inside her. “Sit down,” she pointed to the chair to her right.


  Sean turned the chair and dropped into it. He had barely sat when Molly smoothly slid off the table and onto her knees. She grabbed his cock and opening wide took him deep into her mouth.


  “Oh fuck,” Sean groaned as Molly bobbed her head in a slow steady rhythm.


  She giggled around his cock, then, with her eyes locked onto his moved her head faster. Sean put his hands in her soft hair, brushing it to the side to get a clear view of his cock sliding between Molly’s lips.


  She moaned softly and slowed her sucking, now letting him fully enjoy the amazing sensation of every inch of his cock sliding into her mouth. It was every inch was with little effort, Molly’s lips slid down the fully length of his shaft to press to his pubic mound.


  He gasped when her tongue slid out, sliding over his balls, before she worked her mouth back up his shaft, He could feel her soft tongue swirling side to side as her lips sealed tightly around his thick shaft,


  She put her hands on his thighs and sucked faster, repeatedly deep throating him despite his considerable length. She opened her mouth wider and his cock jumped when she gagged the next time she took him all the way.


  She bobbed her head not just faster, but harder, pounding her mouth down onto him. Her eyes began to water and her cheeks flushing red from effort as she fucked her mouth with his cock with a force that both stunned, and excited him.


  Her eyes, black mascara running from them and down her cheeks, never left his as she continued to deliver a porn star quality blowjob complete with gagging and sloppy wet sucking sounds.


  Drool and pre cum oozed from the sides of her mouth only for her to noisily slurp it back up. Her lipstick left green smudges along his spit covered shaft, and he his hands tightened in her hair as she force fed herself his cock.


  Sean felt as if he’d died and gone to heaven. Molly McBride on her knees slurping and slobbering on his dick the way he only thought happened in movies, and like nothing he’d ever experienced before.


  His legs trembled as her efforts had brought him back to the edge, and she slipped him from her mouth, pushed his cock back against his stomach and began to lick and suck his swollen balls.


  “Oh my god, Molly,” he moaned as she opened wide, sucking his entire sack into her mouth.


  She moved her tongue over it, then releasing him made him groan when she sucked on just his right nut, and eased her head back, stretching his sac. Another straight out of porn move, Christ Jeff would never believe this shit even if he told him.


  Molly sucked the other side of his sac before running her tongue rapidly up and down his shaft. She gripped his cock in her fist, while she fluttered her tongue over his head, peppering him with quick soft licks.


  He could feel his cock throbbing in her hand and swore he’d never been so hard in his life. Molly took her time, making a show of pampering his cock with her talented tongue as she worked it up down and around his shaft, before running it along the sensitive ridge beneath his tip.


  He groaned and couldn’t stop his hips from moving as even her teasing tongue had him ready to explode. Molly kissed his tip, then taking him back in her mouth resumed sucking.


  This time it was slow and easy and only half his length, but damn it felt good. His legs were shaking and his entire body tensed as he felt himself slowly reaching the point of no return.


  But Molly continued her slow steady sucking and he squirmed and whimpered in the chair as he felt himself edging closer and closer. She closed her eyes and sighed as she worked her amazing mouth worked its magic and he had to release her hair from fear he’d pull to hard as she eased him towards his climax with maddening slowness.


  “Oh god,” he breathed, feeling as if he were going to literally explode. “Faster, please.”


  “Hmm-mmm” Molly shook her head and he moaned when she slowed even more.


  Sean groaned, a mixture of pleasure and frustration as she teased him closer and closer.


  He gripped the edges of the chair hard enough to make his knuckled pop, then gasped as his cock twitched in her mouth and he felt his release racing through him. His cock jerked again and he groaned when his balls convulsed and he erupted him her mouth.


  “Mmm!” Molly sighed softly as she didn’t break rhythm and continued to suck as his cock twitched in her mouth, adding more cum to the hot sticky mess he could feel around his head.


  Sean wiggled in the seat trying not to shove his hips forward. He’d never come so hard, yet so slowly as Molly unhurriedly milked his cock. But as slow as it was, it felt incredible, his orgasm being prolonged by the expert cock sucker between his legs.


  When he had nothing left, Molly eased him from her mouth, keeping her lips pressed together, then opened wide, showing him the huge puddle of cum over and under her tongue.


  She closed her mouth and tossed her head back as if doing a shot, then showed him her now empty mouth.


  “Fuck Bailey’s,” she giggled. “That’s Irish cream.”


  She rose to her feet, and turning her back to him, grabbed his still twitching cock, and held it still while she lowered herself and guided him inside her. She let her weight go, dropping her ass in his lap, and Sean cried out as his still sensitive cock was plunged inside her.


  With a laugh, Molly wiggled her hips, working him around her at this point sloppy wet slit. She leaned forward, grabbing the edge of the table and bounced up and down, riding him in reverse.


  Sean grabbed her hips, moaning and squirming as she mercilessly worked his tortured cock. But he was still hard and after a couple of minutes of feeling as if he were a raw nerve inside her, it felt damn good.


  He pushed her hair to the side and kissed her back, his hands sliding up her stomach to fondle her tits.


  “Told you,” she looked over her shoulder at him. “You’ve never fucked until you’ve had an Irish redhead,” she sighed as his thumbs found her nipples. “And on St Paddy’s day!”


  She ground into his lap, then rocked front to back and side to side, giving him a lap dance as Sean kissed her back and the tops of her shoulders while playing with her tits. Molly moaned and yipped as she impaled herself on his cock, and deciding it was time he tried to call the shots, he surged to his feet.


  Molly cried out in surprise as Sean grabbed her arms and pushed her over the table. He gripped her hips and as he had before tore into her, this time his cock plunging even deeper.


  “Take it,” Molly encouraged him. “Claim that cunt, make it yours!”


  Sean doubted she’d even be his, but he could play to get a rematch in the future and pounded her fast and hard. His hands slid over her ass, spreading her cheeks to watch his cock plunder her red haired slit.


  On whim, he gave her ass a playful smack, then one to the other side. Molly’s pussy contracted around his cock each time and he dealt her a few more, and this time harder smacks, adding some color to her pale cheeks.


  Molly yipped and wiggled, but pushed her ass back into his thrusting cock and his sharp little spanks. Sean grabbed her hair, and pulled on it, while squeezing her now red ass cheek and continued to have his way with her.


  God, this was incredible. Molly was beyond even his wildest dreams taking everything he could give her and working his cock to get even more. The only thing that he hadn’t had yet was…


  He pulled his cock out, dropped to his knees, spread her ass open and plunged her tongue into her steamy slit. Molly squealed as he swirled his tongue inside, probing her hot sloppy hole.


  He spread her cheeks further as he moved his head, fucking her with his rigid tongue. Going all in, he slid his tongue higher and pushed his tongue into her pink rosebud.


  “Oh, you are so….bad,” Molly moaned as he swirled his tongue across her ass, then pushed it inside several times.


  He slipped his tongue back into her pussy and sucked hard, getting a mouthful of her sticky sweet juices. Molly lifted her right leg, placing her knee on the table and giving him better access.


  Taking full advantage, Sean slurped once more on her pussy, then eased his tongue down to her clit. Molly moaned and squirmed as he traced slow circles around it, while easing a finger into her tight twat.


  Her hips rocked, pushing his finger deeper and figuring he could get away with it, Sean eased his free hand over her cheek, and plunged a finger into her tight asshole. Molly released a high pitched sound, but both her holes tightened around his fingers and her hips rocked harder.


  “Eat it,” she moaned. “Eat that red haired cunt! Make me cum in your face!”


  Sean accepted the challenge, and not just to make her cum, but to show her she wasn’t the only one who knew how to lick. His tongue went into high gear, licking in slow then fast circles, going side to side, up and down and even a couple of deliberately slow figure eights.


  He fought back a smile as Molly whimpered and moved her hips, trying to keep her clit pressed to his moving tongue. He teased her a couple of times, licking furiously and feeling her legs tighten, then ease back barely lick her.


  But as much as he wanted to pay her back for his frustratingly slow orgasm, his cock was still hard and dying to get back inside of her. He hadn’t been soft since she’d begun to take off her clothes.


  Who needed Viagra when you had a red haired milf who fucked like a wild cat?


  Sean sped his tongue up, flickering it all around her clit, trying for every direction as fast as he could. Molly’s thighs trembled and her ass and pussy tightened around his fingers as he licked her pink nub while inhaling the intoxicating scent of her sweet slit.


  “Yes…ohhh,” Molly whimpered. “Keep licking, just keep licking! I…Fuck yeah!”


  Molly howled as her hips went wild, smearing her hot flesh in his face. Her holes convulsed around his fingers and her ass ground into him as she writhed and wiggled over the table.


  Her yips and squeals were music to his ears and his cock ached as he knew he’d be fucking her within minutes. He kept licking, moving his head, his cheeks getting sticky from her gushing slit as she continued to come on the tip of his tongue.


  When she slumped forward with a low moan, she went to drop her leg, but Sean grabbed her knee, keeping it up on the table. He eased his finger from her pussy, but kept the other buried in her ass.


  He shot to his feet and plunged inside her hard enough to make the table rock and Molly to howl as he ripped into her with so much force it bordered on being violent. Nothing fancy, he just squeezed her left hip while relentlessly pounding her helpless pussy.


  He could feel his cock sliding along his finger through the thin skin between her ass and pussy he pressed it down, pushing harder on his cock. Molly yelped and yipped in between disjointed attempts to talk.


  “You…I…Sean…fuck, oh oh, God!”


  Her stammering gave him a sense of pride that he could render this incredible woman to a stuttering helpless mess as he took her. That was what he was doing. It wasn’t sweet, sure as hell wasn’t romantic.


  This was lust and primal need being fulfilled as he gave her everything she’d asked for and more. His breath caught as his frenetic fucking had him getting close and as much as he’d love to keep going his balls were beginning to ache from not having a breather in between rounds.


  His strokes became shorter and more desperate as he breathing became louder and his heart hammered in his chest.


  “Fuck,” he moaned. “I…”


  “Let me!” Molly moaned and shook her hips, trying to get him to step back.


  Sean obeyed her, pulling his cock out and groaning as he’d been barely been able to stop before it was too late. Molly turned around and gave him a light push. He fell back into the chair and she dropped to her knees.


  Grabbing his cock, she pumped him, while sliding her arm under her tits and holding them up. Sean groaned as she jerked him hard and fast, then gasped when his cock exploded.


  The first spurt was perfect, striking those sexy freckles over her breasts, his cum oozing down between them. Molly expertly moved his cock side to side, making sure he sprayed both of her tits.


  “Yeah, that’s it baby,” she purred. “Paint this tits. How about later on I lay on my back and you can titty fuck me?” she flicked her tongue over his squirting cock, getting a glob of cum on her lips. “Give me a pearl necklace?”


  “Jesus,” he breathed, grabbing her wrist when she kept going even though he had nothing left. “You are….”


  “Good golly Miss Molly?” she laughed, then fondly kissed his cock before sitting back on her knees.


  “Something like that,” he nodded while eyeing his cock which was deflating so quickly it seemed as if it were afraid she was going to go for more on the spot.


  “Hmm,” that was fun,” she eyed the cum dripping down her tits. “Was I as good as you hoped?”


  “You need to ask?”


  “Nice to hear.” She laughed.


  “You’re right, I’ve never really fucked before this.”


  “Good news is you’ll get to fuck like this some more.”


  “You meant that? We’re coming up after the party?”


  “Sean,” she rose to her feet. “Parties not for three more hours. You think we’re not fucking again before that?”


  “Damn,” he had a quick thought of whether or not he could, but when he took in Molly’s spectacular body and cum covered tits, he had no doubt he could, or if not, she’d take what she wanted.


  “But hey,” he joked. “We haven’t seen the bedroom yet, right?”


  “We’ll get there,” she turned and walked back towards the dance floor. “But that’s after we shower. Let’s go, baby, you need to get me clean, then get me dirty again.”




  Chapter Five


  


  Sean opened his eyes and narrowed them, trying to focus on the red numbers on the alarm clock on the nightstand to his left.


  4:00.


  He caught his eyes closing, and with an effort, forced them back open. He couldn’t ever remember being this tired in the afternoon. Then again, he’d never spent three hours getting his brains fucked out by an older woman.


  He turned his head and smiled at the sight of Molly sleeping next to him. She’d rolled onto her side with her back to him. After she’d dropped to her knees and took her time sucking him hard in the shower, they’d gone at it again.


  First with Molly bending over, her hands braced against the tiled wall. Sean had reached around her, and played with her clit while fucking her with deliciously long slow strokes and making her cum on his cock.


  He’d then turned her around, lifted her up and with her legs wrapped around his waist fucked her hard against the wall. They’d come into the bedroom planning to nap, and his eyes had immediately closed.


  Within a half hour Molly woke him up by rolling between his legs and sucking him hard again. She slid up and rode him before she rolled them both over and went down on her once more.


  He’d slid up and they’d fucked missionary, and this time slow and easy with some soft kissing that had more than a hint of sweet and sensual to it, and ended with him coming inside her.


  Molly had moaned his name as he filled her insatiable pussy with what didn’t feel like much more than a few dribbled, but the fact it was inside Molly McBride, it might have been the best of his four orgasms.


  After that, they’d both fallen asleep until he’d opened his eyes. Before going to sleep, Molly had put her hair up and he found himself admiring her smooth creamy back decorated with the large cross as well as all her fun freckles across her shoulders and speckled over her back.


  The sheet had slid down exposing the upper curve of her ass and to his astonishment he felt his cock rising. Even as it did his balls ached from the effort and this time he really wondered if he could.


  He flinched when the alarm sounded next to him and he reached over to shut it off.


  “Ugh,” Molly turned onto her back, then sat up, giving Sean a view of her gorgeous tits. “Feel like I’m hung over, but I didn’t drink.”


  “I remember you taking a couple of shots,” he sat up next to her, and had to agree, he felt drunk and wanted nothing more than to go back to sleep.


  “Hmm, that I did, and people think tequila is salty.” She sighed. “Damn, I wished we’d done that sooner.”


  “How soon? I mean, did you know I had a thing for you?”


  “You’ve been eyeing me since you were a kid, but I only paid attention the last few months. With William gone I’m not ready for serious, but I’m all about fun and what’s more fun than fucking a good looking boy half your age that’s got it bad for you?”


  “I’ll take that.”


  “You took it a few times. My damn cunts sore and we still have after the party to play.”


  “I can spend the night?” he asked hopefully.


  “Finn’s is closed tomorrow, you can stay until Monday if you want,” she gave him that adorable lopsided smile. “If you want that is.”


  “Gee, let me… not think about this. Of course I want to.”


  “We can’t be all the time,” Molly reached down and gave his hand a squeeze. “But we can be sometimes. You want to be my sometime guy?”


  “I’ll be your anytime guy,” he laughed and eyed her breasts.


  “Not now,” she swung her legs off the bed, and rose to her feet. “Pub opens at five. Charlie’s probably already downstairs, so I have to get down there.”


  “I’ll go out the back and come back later.” Sean nodded.


  “No, you can come down with me. We’ll say you were helping up here. Even if he thinks anything Charlie never says a word.”


  “You sure?”


  “He’s been working here for fifty years and I’m not the only one that’s brought people upstairs for some fun.”


  “Okay,” Sean rose from the bed. “Crap, clothes are still on the dance floor.”


  “Well, here.” Molly had plucked something from her nightstand and tossed it to him. “Wear this tonight.”


  He caught the black t-shirt.


  “This my get lucky at Finn’s shirt?” he laughed.


  “New version and just for the party. I think you’ll like it.”


  Sean shook it out and laughed at the image of a leprechaun with lipstick on his cheek and beneath it the words “I got lucky on St Paddy’s Day!”


  


  The End
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