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About This Book

Sara doesn’t need to live forever—but only to her forties? That’s totally not fair!

Everything is ‘nice’ in Sara’s life. Love is better the second time around. Don is a wonderful man— trim, fit, hardworking and sober. Not to mention that he’s six years younger than her and thinks she’s flamethrower hot, because that would be bragging. 

So what if it’s her second marriage? It’s not like she’s a slut or something; how many other women have only slept with three men by the time they’re in their forties and married two of them? It’s pretty much a picture postcard life. Okay, maybe to postcard’s a little frayed around the edges, but still… It’s a nice, quiet life. Up until now.

They say in every life a little rain must fall. While in the shower, she’s hit by a hurricane.

She finds a lump.

Finding that damn lump scares the hell out of her. But the look on their faces at the doctor’s office is terrifying!

The impending loss of this precious gift is a wakeup call. She’s approaching a very short middle age and has missed out on a lot. And it’s not sky diving, or Rocky Mountain climbing, or spending 8 seconds on a bull named Fu Manchu no matter what that stupid song said.

Sara’s missed out on sex. When she asks her hubby how many partners he’s had, and he needs extra fingers and toes—not fair at all!

Her new lease on life comes with a G string attached!

Why in the world did she draw the line at pretty and not sexy? Attractive but not alluring? Why was she so afraid of being labeled a slut that she missed out on so many pleasures of the flesh? What is so damn wonderful being a ‘good’ girl anyway?

If she ever gets a second chance, she’s going to be a bad girl. A wicked, wicked woman. What would it be like to try the swinger lifestyle? This is crazy. A month earlier she never thought of wife swapping, and now she wants to try it? Has she lost her mind? Well, maybe they can start with soft swing, whatever that is. She wonders if they play ‘pin the tail’ at those sex parties. Ouch. She doesn’t want to be a total slut… but maybe try it out for one night?

Does she even have the nerve?

A chance meeting in a restaurant opens her eyes to the wonder of ménage, kick starting her explorations of becoming a swinger wife. And it really doesn’t matter—she doesn’t have the time to be scared. Gripping Don’s hand for dear life she jumps in with both feet. Right into bed!

A Note From The Author:

In this novel, my characters don’t always indulge in safe sex. Please, in your real life playing, play often and play safe!
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There they are, in the back corner.”

My gaze fled by the groups of people playing at the rows of pool tables, to the elevated platform behind, where sofas and lounge chairs were set up in conversation nooks. Ah, there was a lone couple in their twenties, seated close together bordered by a sea of laughing pods of people.

Hmm…they looked even more attractive than their profile pics on line.

“Oh my.” I waved at them and made a bee line, high heels clicking on the worn, hardwood floor.

More than a few of the guys standing with pool cues in hand, openly checked me out. I met their gazes straight on and smiled. Just as sharks can sense blood in the water, so too can men zero in on a woman’s sexual confidence—her fuckability--even when she’s shrouded in a knee length, trench coat.  If they knew what would happen later that evening, their pool game would switch from the tables to their pant pockets.

The sour glances of the women we passed transformed when they caught sight of Don, following close behind me—not that I blamed them. At over six feet tall, with the muscles of a weightlifter and a face that could grace a Hollywood screen, he was a nice bit of eye candy. All man and all mine for the past three years.

I walked up the steps to the platform and smiled seeing our dates pop up out of their seats. They grinned and tried to look casual but the way they held hands, the sideways glances they shared, shouted newbie. In a lot of ways, that made them even more enticing.

“Hi! It’s great to finally meet you.” I stepped into Craig and put my arms around his shoulders, straining on tip toes to kiss his lips. Wow. Only twenty-seven, with shoulders as wide as a full-back’s and sea blue eyes you could drown in. And he smelled good, clean shaven, with a hint of coconut.

When I let him out of my clutches, his eyebrows rose and he exhaled a puff of breath through lips formed in a circle. The hand fluttering back and forth in front of his chest brought a smile to my lips. Yeah, I’m hot but the complimentary gesture from someone as young and buff as him never grows old.

I stepped to the side and placed my hands on Daphne’s shoulders, holding her for a moment while my gaze roamed from her eyes, pale blue orbs, wide with wonder, and past luscious, pink lips, parted slightly. Her skin was alabaster, with not a blemish, perfectly framed by honey blond, hair. The dress she wore, a royal blue lace sheath, hugged every curve of her body, from the swell of breasts that were high, and juicy, like ripe apples, to the narrow waist blooming outward, becoming plush, rounded hips.

“You’re even more beautiful in person.” I drew her close and kissed her softly, brushed my lips against hers, lingering for a beat. Had she ever been kissed like that by another woman? From the sigh that passed from her lips when I eased away, it didn’t seem like it. Oh God, to be her first, make her whimper, hands clinging to my head between her legs, what a rush.

Fuck, I hadn’t been here five minutes and my pussy was swollen, wet and ready.

From the corner of my eye, I saw Don shake hands with Craig and then smile at Daphne and me. “You guys look great. After…how many emails? We finally meet.”

I untied the belt and slowly loosened the buttons on my coat, slipped it off my shoulders and turned to place it on the sofa across from them. When I faced Daphne and Craig again, they both met my gaze, but I’d seen it. The loose neckline of my dress had their attention. It was cut low enough that the underside curve of my breast peeked through when I turned.

Good. It was worth the money I’d paid for it--just that one surreptitious glimpse I’d treated them to. Bras, especially the demi cups that push the girls up and highlight the cleavage are nice, but I’ve found that a bare breast, covered by the flimsiest of fabric is more erotic. It’s like a magnet drawing their eyes, the loose draping, sheltering breasts that are naked and vulnerable.

I smiled and sat down, with just a slight exaggeration, leaning forward and twisting at the waist, favoring them once with a flash of tit. This time, Craig’s lips parted and he filled his eyes, greedily gaping for a moment or two.

“They’re nice aren’t they?” Don’s voice was soft as he sat down next to me.

Daphne and Craig turned to him, their eyes wide.

“Sara’s breasts. It’s okay. Both of us like the fact you’re checking them out.” He turned and scraped the back of his hand over my nipple.

Oh fuck, it sent a thrill between my legs. I inhaled deeply when his hand left and signaled to the waitress. Across from us, Craig and Daphne looked like owls, round eyes, totally captivated.

“What are you drinking? Let me get the first round. After all, WE asked you out and we’re the experienced swingers.” Don’s smile when he faced them was confident and easy.

“This is kind of like a date…yeah, I get that. So, you’re going to ply us with liquor and take advantage?” Daphne punctuated her comment with a wink and a grin, looking directly at Don.

Oh yeah, she liked what she was seeing. Don’s maturity and sexy smile could melt any woman’s panties. 

“I’m in.” Craig’s answer was bullet fast, his eyes aimed at me. “ Gin and tonic, make them doubles.” He grinned and placed his arm around Daphne, leaned over and kissed her cheek.

That simple gesture, the show of affection and love between them was something I always looked for.  From the way she looked at him, starry eyed kind of, they were a solid couple.

I rubbed Don’s thigh and when he turned to face me I gave a small nod. We didn’t need to say a word, not with our history and love for each other. He smiled, in agreement. He wanted to swing with Daphne and Craig, as much as I did.

When the waitress appeared, her eyes took in all of us before focusing on Don. We could have been any four friends out for a drink and a few laughs…except for the fact that both Daphne and I were over the top, in sexy dresses. I watched the young waitress taking Don’s drink order. If she surmised or speculated anything more, she didn’t betray it, not that it would have mattered if she had. My days of obsessing about what other people think were long gone.

I turned to Daphne and smiled sweetly. “I’m not wearing panties, are you?”

Her gaze flitted to the waitress and back to me. Even Craig looked a little discomfited for a moment before he glanced at my crotch.

The waitress left and Craig spoke up. Not only that, but his hand drifted to his crotch, fingers pushing to adjust his package. He looked at Don. “How do you do it, man? My cock’s so hard, it’s almost painful, sitting here in these pants.”

“Are you lordin’ it over me? I’m forty-two, not some young stud in his twenties. I remember getting hardon’s from just the whiff of a pretty woman’s perfume.” He leaned forward and clapped Craig’s shoulder, a mile wide grin on his face.

Daphne rested her hand on her husband’s thigh, inching higher as she spoke to me. She arched an eyebrow. “Out in public in that dress? I don’t believe you.” She glanced around the area where we were sitting and turned back to me, lowered her voice. “You’ll have to show us.” Her eyes sparkled and her lips were drawn together in a flirty smile.

My eyes met hers. She was being playful, girlishly coy, but there was no doubt in my mind. Daphne was totally turned on and anxious to take this farther.

“Oh boy.” Craig shifted in his seat, pushing his wife’s hand down to the safety of his thigh, but his eyes were fastened on my crotch.

The lighting in the bar was low and even though I don’t care what other people think, I had no wish to be arrested for indecent exposure. I took a look around me and saw that people at other tables and conversation pits were busy with their own gangs.

My fingers grasped the hem of my dress and pulled slowly, gliding it inch by tantalizing inch up my thighs. Craig gasped when the creamy white flesh above the dark thigh high stockings appeared. Just a little bit farther, opening my legs a little, giving them just a snapshot of bare, horny pussy. Watching Daphne and Craig, their eyes like saucers, ogling my crotch, squirming in their seats, made me want to do it again, give them a longer look, but I caught sight of the waitress returning.

“Thanks Darlin’” Don sat back as she placed the drinks on the table, and handed her a fifty. “Keep the change.

When she left, Craig closed his eyes and shook his head a couple of times before speaking, looking from Don to me. “Wow. Is it always like this when you actually meet up with a couple? I mean you guys are seriously crazy and sexy as hell.”

He was so cute and boyish in that moment that I wanted to wrap my arms around him, smother his face in my boobs. “We knew we’d like you, right from the first email exchange. And the fact that Daphne’s bi-curious…well that’s the icing on the cake. But, to answer your question, no, it’s not always this good.”

Don leaned forward and held his drink in front of him. “What Sara is getting around to, is that we don’t always fuck on a first date.” He turned his head and looked into my eyes, wonder and love shining in his gaze. “But, today is special for us.”

He turned back and scanned Daphne and Craig’s faces. “If you’re up for it, let’s go to the club after we finish this drink.”

“Is it your anniversary? Should we offer congratulations?” Daphne grinned at me.

Before I had a chance to answer, Don broke in. “Later. We’ll tell you then.”

I watched Daphne and Craig from over the rim of my glass, sipping and savoring the icy liquor. The soothing alcohol spread like wildfire through my stomach, arms and legs, smoldering in a pussy that was aching for more.

Daphne regarded Craig and raised her chin, searching his face with her eyes. She turned to Don and rolled her tongue over her lower lip. “We’re in.”

****

Daphne and Craig were like kids on Christmas morning when the four of us entered the club. I’d been here with Don so many times, that it was refreshing to see it anew, through their eyes.

I watched a couple in their thirties brush past us, on their way to the bar. The woman, dark haired, pretty in her pixie cut and short ivory, silk dress smiled at me and checked out my dress…well actually more what the dress hinted at. When she turned to Daphne and gave her the once over, Daphne’s cheeks flushed pink and her gaze dropped to the floor.

Not so Craig. There was nothing bashful about the way he was ogling the sexy women and their partners. Don excused himself and threaded his way to the bar, leaving me to find a table, with Daphne and Craig in tow.

As we walked between tables on one side, overlooking the dance floor and, on the other side, sofas and love seats set up in conversation nooks, I noticed a group of friends sitting off to the left. It was the usual gang—Sylvia, Byron, Dani and Keith. Carrie and Josh were probably running late.

“Sara!” Dani spotted me first and beckoned us over.

“Hi Dani!” I turned slightly and held my arm up, including Daphne and Craig. “These are our new friends, Craig and his wife Daphne.” I pointed my finger at each of the gang in turn, introducing them. “We’re going to get a table on our own tonight. Maybe we’ll catch you later.”

“Isn’t tonight…?” Sylvia leaned forward, revealing a long line of deep cleavage as she peered up at me.

I nodded and fluttered my fingers at her, already turning to ease away from the gang and find a table for us. Any other time, I would have been happy to join them, give Daphne and Craig a chance to meet a great group of friends, but not this night. Being with newbies tonight, was more important.

I spotted a table next to the dance floor that a young couple were just leaving and hustled over to stake claim. It was perfect--the platform where it sat was elevated about a foot, with a view of everything.

“This place is amazing! I can’t believe how sexy it is.” Craig waved his hand, like he’d just touched the hot burner of a stove.

I laughed. “Yes, you’re right.” I swept my arm out taking in the club. “The atmosphere is different here. Everyone here will be getting laid tonight!” I brought my hand to my cheek and tapped it. “Just with who is the mystery.”

Daphne nodded and blinked at me a couple of times. “Even the women undress you with their eyes. They’re not shy about letting you know they like what they see.”

Don appeared clutching four drinks and carefully set them on the table. He watched my eyes as he handed me one. “Did you see…?”

“Yes. Maybe we’ll have a drink with them…” I glanced at Daphne and Craig and back to Don. “After.”

The music played a deep throbbing beat and the dance floor was already crowded with couples. I sneaked a peek at Daphne and Craig. There was no other word for it; they were agog watching the scantily clad women, their partners all but fucking them in their dancing, hands roaming freely over breasts and crotches.

The brass stripper pole, set on the edge of the dance floor contained two young women, one in only a G string while the other wore a flaming red corset. Their male partners, along with a few other people were getting quite a show as they kissed and twirled around the giant phallic symbol.

I waited until Daphne had finished half of her drink before I slipped off the chair and led her to the dance floor. She’d given every indication that she was interested in exploring her bi side. What better way to lead into it than a close dance.

I was only an inch or two taller than her so took the lead, holding her close in my arms as we swayed together. “I’m really hot for you.” Not waiting for a reply, I kissed her lips softly, lingered, brushing my mouth across hers, urged her with my tongue probing the inside of her lip.

Fuck, she was so pretty and fresh, the spicy scent of her perfume adding to my desire. My fingers threaded through her hair and I pulled her to me, crushed her lips against mine, let her know with my tongue what I ached to do to her clit. I felt her melt into me, lost in the kiss, our breath hissing through flared nostrils, mingling as our passion rose.

My hand trailed down her neck, chest and slipped inside her dress. Satin skin filled my hand. I rolled her breast under my palm, pulled and kneaded before pressing my fingers together on her button-like nipple. She moaned into my mouth when I scraped my finger over the pebbled surface.

Her lips left mine and whispered in my ear. “Oh my God, this is hot! I’m getting felt up on a dance floor! By a woman!”

Her hand fell to my breast, pushing the loose fabric aside to hold it tenderly. She was new to this. I could tell by her shyness, the way she held me like I might break. That wouldn’t last long.

My other hand slid down her body until it rested on the hem of her dress. With a sharp tug, it was up, stretched over her stomach and I pulled the crotch of her G string panties aside. Her swaying movements paused as I trailed my finger along her slit, pushed into her opening. Oh God, she was so hot and wet that I wanted to ravish her, sink down on my knees and lick her lust.

My own clit was hard, craving the touch of her hand, her tongue…anything, but I focused on her need. I dragged my slick, slippery finger out of her, through her velvet lips to the firm nub of pleasure. I rolled my finger over it, stroking it slowly. It was a perfect clit, protruding just a little…so suck-able.

Her lips left mine, her head drifting sideways, losing herself in the pleasure my fingers—her nipple, clit. I tilted my head and kissed her once more, lips barely touching, tongue reaching to flick quickly over hers. Oh yeah, this was what I’d do to her clit later and she knew it. Her hips rocked into my hand. She was close to coming but I couldn’t have that—not yet.

I pulled my hand from her pussy and adjusted her dress, just as the song ended. She pressed her body against mine, hands reaching behind me to squeeze my ass. Over her shoulder, I saw Don and Craig watching us from where they sat at the table. The blatant arousal on Craig’s face brought a smile to my lips. I pushed Daphne away and put my arm around her waist about to lead her back to the table.

Her hand rose and cupped my face as she peered into my eyes. “You’ll continue this later?”

The plea of lust was music to my ears. I kissed her and held her close walking back to the table.

Instead of taking a seat, I looked at Don and Craig. “It’s time. C’mon.”

They followed us like mice following the Pied Piper, silently guided by an all consuming lust, the prelude to be the all time male favorite—girl on girl.

When we reached the change area, a long narrow room flanked with grey metal lockers, benches adorned with islands of pristine white towels, I let go of her hand and stepped close to Don.

It’s always been our ritual, removing each other’s clothes before we play with another couple--a final kiss and blessing we give to each other, connecting and reaffirming our love in this intimate, private act.

He kissed my neck and reached for the hem of the dress, pulled it up my body. I unbuttoned his shirt and opened the buckle of his belt. We broke only to slip the dress up and off my shoulders and arms.

I slid his shirt off and licked his nipple, felt the soft dark hair of his chest tickle my nose. My tongue ran over his firm pectoral muscle, through the valley of hair to his other nipple, all the while pulling his belt off and unsnapping his pants.

Stripped down to my stockings and high heels. I could feel Craig’s eyes on my body.

I pushed Don’s pants down, felt his thighs rise as he eased out of his shoes. His cock, hard and oozing, popped free, so straight that you could hang clothes on it. My fingers circled it and I slowly rubbed it, massaged the pre-cum into the mushroom cap  head. We kissed once more and then he handed me a towel.

Beside us, Craig and Daphne stood, naked and luscious as the day they were born. Oh my. Craig’s cock brushed his taut stomach. There was a delightfully wicked curve and the knob was almost an arrow head. Oh yeah, baby, The G spot was just the target for that bad boy.

Daphne’s eyes flitted from Don to me, almost nervously. Hesitation, that evaporated under my skilled fingers on the dance floor, surfaced again. She looked so sweet, a voluptuous woman-virgin. Oh God, I couldn’t wait to bust her girl-cherry.

Once more I took her hand and led her to the playroom door. It was dark for a moment, until our eyes adjusted to the low lighting. There were only a few groups of people in there. Most were single couples, turned on by the eroticism of the club and happily fucking or sucking.

The walls were lined with low, king size beds, all draped in white sheets. In a few areas, there were tiers of beds, at different heights, abutting each other--just the thing for us.

Softly I approached one and knee walked across the lowest until I reached the higher one against the wall. I climbed up, swung around to look at Daphne and beckoned with my finger. It didn’t take any coaxing to get her scrambling up beside me.

I kissed her and held her body, lowering both of us until we lay on our sides, snuggled together. Once more, my tongue treated hers like a clit, licked and sucked until her hips and pelvis pushed into mine. If her arousal had abated while we were undressing, it was back and higher than ever.

I pulled the end of the towel away, exposed her naked body and bent to kiss and suck her nipple into my mouth. Once more the pure, floral scent drifted into my nose. My teeth nibbled on the top hat nipple, and I felt her gasp and reach for my breast. This time there was no gentle tentative touch. She squeezed and kneaded it quickly, clutching my tit so hard her fingernails bit in.

I raised my head and looked into her eyes. Her eyebrows were raised a little and lips parted, not entirely sure how her first time with a woman would go. Her breath was fast betraying a lust and craving far stronger than any fear.

It was contagious. I licked her breast, her abdomen…navel. With just the tip of my tongue I explored, while my hand groping over the landing strip of pussy hair to her slit. Oh yes…her clit was so ready to be handled, protruding, in the warm folds of her lips.

I dipped into her opening, a tease of more to come, wetting my finger, sliding it through her furrow. She moaned as I bent lower to kiss her there. My fingers pulled her lips apart, and I gazed at the swollen, burgundy skin of her labia, clit a paler, soft target for my tongue.

As fast as any vibrator, my tongue flicked over her, and was rewarded by the quiver of her body.  She tugged on my thigh, urged me to bring my hips closer to her head. I didn’t have to be asked twice.

I adjusted my body, still lying on my side and spread my legs, inviting her touch on my pussy.

Oh fuck! For someone new to this, her fingers were perfect, just the right amount of pressure dragging slowly on the sensitive underside of my clit. I dove onto her bud again with my tongue, lapping and slurping as she applied sweet, agonizing torture to my clit. My hips took on a life of their own, bucking closer and closer to her mouth.

Just the tip of her tongue caressed my bud for a few seconds. Oh God, it had felt nice but it was her first time eating pussy. Better to let her take things at her own speed, even though I longed to thrust forward, mash my cunt onto her mouth.

A jolt of pure lust shot through my body when her hands cupped my ass and she pulled me closer. Her tongue flicked across my clit before she took it between her lips. It was so good but I wanted more… I rocked my pussy into her face…sucked her hot bud with lips and tongue…my fingers dove into her…wet and slippery hole.

“Oh fuck, that’s so fucking hot.” Craig’s words were soft background, repeated like a mantra.

I felt her legs tremble, lips fall away from me as she lost herself in bliss. Bliss that my tongue and hands gladly gave her. This was her first time, and I made damn sure the bar was set high. She’d remember this night the rest of her life.

My lips pressed round her clit, sucked it into my mouth while my tongue fluttered across it, fast as the wings of a hummingbird. She was my little bird and I wanted to make her soar and sing out in lust. All of my fingers were in her, curling against her soft inner walls, fucking her hard and fast.

She whimpered and cried out...incoherent, trembling and thrashing in her ecstasy. Her cunt became wetter still as she orgasmed, clenching her muscles tight on my hand. Oh God, there would never be anything more erotic than a person lost in lust. The fact that I’d put her there, her first time, made it so special.

Her hands flew to my head and she pushed, at the same time jerking her hips away. Oh yeah, I know that feeling. It was so good, it became painfully sensitive.

Her fingers once more softly stroked my clit but I eased back away from them.

She sighed and lifted her head to watch me as I rose. “Sara…I want to again.”

I wiped my face with the back of my hand and leaned over to kiss her lips. “You licked my pussy and really got me going. But right now, I need a hard cock.”

I turned from her and smiled at Craig. I didn’t need to crook a finger to get him going. He held his cock in his hand, and rubbed it as he pulled me down onto the lower bed.

Don’s hand brushed my cheek and he kissed me before taking a place on the upper bed next to Daphne. If she was anything like me, even though she’d had a terrific orgasm from oral, she’d still appreciate the fullness of a guy’s cock right about then.

As for me, I couldn’t wait to fuck Craig, such a yummy, young guy, hot and horny for me. We kissed deeply, his tongue exploring my mouth, tasting his wife’s lust on my lips. His hands seemed to be everywhere at once, grasping and rolling my tits, pulling my ass cheeks, fingers sliding in my furrow.

And I wanted him just as badly, especially after the session with his wife. My fingers closed around his cock, stroked it, pulled it closer to my pussy. The velvet knob slid against my clit and I held it there for a few moments-such sweet torture, shooting thrills through me.

He rolled over onto his back, pulling me on top of him. I rose to a kneeling position, straddling his hips, my hand still playing with his cock. I looked down, at his shaft… the glisten of a pearl of pre-cum in the slit of his knob, my hand stroking the thickness below. Oh God…I couldn’t wait any longer.

I lifted my ass and held the thick head against my opening, slowly lowered onto him, filling my cunt with that glorious meat. Craig moaned, his eyes half closed in lust watching me fuck him. I rolled my hips in a circle, loving the feel of his cock pushing into all of me.

His finger touched my clit and flicked it softly, sending me to new heights of lust. Oh…the look on his face, eyes closing softly, lips parted as I tightened my muscles on him…fuck, I was close to coming.

Beside and above us, the slap of Don’s thighs against Daphne’s ass as he fucked her doggie style became faster. I turned and saw her face against the bed, ass high, Don’s fingers dug into it, pulling and steadying her each time he thrust. From the way she moaned, fingers fisting the sheet, she was hot for more.

There’s almost nothing that will put me over the edge faster than the lust in a man’s face as he becomes lost in ecstasy. Don was there in that moment—his lips drawn back, eyes totally focused on Daphne’s ass, specifically his cock pummeling into her.

Below me, Craig eyes were soft slits, his lower lip loose, puffing air in time with the humping up of his hips. I pushed his hand off my clit and I took over. My finger vibrated my hot bud as I rocked up and down, riding his cock.

“Oh fuck me…Jesus you’re hot…” Craig’s words…his eyes watched my tits bounce…hands pulled my hips…strained upward, breath hissing through clenched teeth as his cock erupted deep inside.

Waves of searing bliss rolled through my body, riding that cock, sucking it deep into me…oh sweetmotherofmary…so…fucking…sweet.

I collapsed, my chest pressed against Craig’s broad chest, our hearts beating fast against each other.

His hand stroked my back absently. “Wow. Oh my God, you drained me.”

I rolled over and lay next to him, still trying to catch my breath. It was quiet in the bed above. I looked up and Don and Daphne lay together, spooning.

“Drained you just for a little while.” I patted my hand on his thigh and rose to my feet.  I stood next to the edge of the upper bed and smiled into Don’s eyes.

He rose up, rested his torso on one elbow, returning my smile. “Happy Lump Day, Sara.”

I glanced at the beautiful young woman lying next to my guy and then down to her sexy young husband. Yeah, the lump in my breast had led us here. It hadn’t been easy. But then again, nothing worthwhile ever is.


2: The Lump
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Two years earlier…

I strolled along the meat counter, picked up a few of the smaller packages, portions sized for two people. Don had been following me, pushing the cart, but now was nowhere to be found.

He was probably still in the breakfast cereal aisle, the last one we’d been in. When I rounded the corner, he stood behind the cart, laughing and chatting with an attractive, dark haired woman. A knot formed in my stomach watching the ease and familiarity of their conversation.

She was younger than me, hell, probably even younger than Don! Her hands were in the pockets of rather tight jeans and the tailored leather jacket she wore was definitely designed for style, not warmth.

I forced a smile and walked towards them. Don looked up and his grin became wider; his gaze never left my face.

“There she is. Sara, I was just telling Laurie about you.”

I glanced at her. She eyed me with the same phony, shit eating grin that was plastered on my face.

“THIS is Sara. Nice to meet you.” She slithered a hand from the jeans and extended it to me. The smile on her full lips never reached her eyes.

I took a deep breath and stepped forward, shook her hand.

“Sara, this is Laurie Plank. I did some work for her and her husband last year, a new furnace. Remember I told you? The job in Meadowvale?” Don continued smiling at me; he sounded sincere.

“So you guys bought a house downtown? That’s great. Just in time for the holiday season. Your second Christmas together and already a house. You work fast.” A light trill of laughter escaped her lips as she rolled her eyes. “I mean, both of you.”

It was obvious she thought we were a bit reckless, a relationship hastily formed and therefore not to be taken too seriously. She even had the gall to continue flirting, placing her hand on Don’s arm when she chuckled. He didn’t seem to mind the attention.

Why had the temperature dropped on today of all days, and I had chosen to wear the sack-like, down ski jacket--down feathers from an ugly duckling. Women like Laurie always made me feel second rate. How did they do it, act so assured and confident, knowing that guys would always be interested in what they had to say? I couldn’t even manage a good come-back to her underhanded slag remark that women are so good at.

“What can I say? When you find the right one, why waste time, especially when the clock’s ticking faster and faster all the time.” Don glanced at her and smiled.

I hardly had time to feel the relief and warmth flood through me before his eyes closed and mouth dropped, for a moment.

“Oh God, sorry Laurie. That was stupid, especially after…you know, Spencer.”

She patted his arm and leaned closer to him, gazed into his eyes. “That’s okay. We had Christmas together at least, before he died. It took a while but I’m doing okay now.”

Oh great. My suspicions were confirmed; the lonely widow was hitting on Don.

“I hate to interrupt but we’ve got to hit the hardware store before it closes Don.” It wasn’t like me to be callous to her grief but self preservation trumped empathy.

“If I don’t see you before Christmas, have a good one.” Laurie’s arms went around Don’s neck and she kissed his cheek. After a meaningful, long look into his eyes, she released him and touched my arm. “Nice meeting you, Sara.”

I smiled and started walking away. Over my shoulder, I called. “You too. Have a good Christmas.” I couldn’t get away from her fast enough.

“Hey, wait up.” Don pushed the cart, and nudged me on the hip with it.

I turned and scowled at him before continuing back to the meat counter.

“Sara?” He walked alongside, his head tilted, eyes question marks.

“I don’t remember you telling me about a client in Meadowvale and a furnace job--must have been before you met me. I wouldn’t be surprised if she calls you for some stupid repair on the furnace soon.” Oh God, I hated the way I sounded, all jealous and needy but I couldn’t help it. My teeth were clenched as I rifled through the bin of cured hams.

Don’s hand gripped my arm and he pulled me around to face him. His eyebrows were drawn together, chin almost on his chest looking down at me. “If she calls, don’t worry I’ll get one of the guys to go. It won’t be me fixing anything for Laurie.”

I exhaled softly through my nose. That was a temporary relief. But this was crazy, to feel jealous like this. Would I ever be able to fully trust a guy again after the way Jeff had cheated?

I shook my head, trying to grab any logical thought rattling around in my brain. I took a breath. “No.  We can’t—”

“Look, she hit on me when her husband was alive. I didn’t do anything then and I sure as hell wouldn’t do anything with her now. Not with YOU in my life. Think I want to fuck that up?” His voice had risen and his grip on my arm tightened.

I looked around, wondering if people were watching, if there was anyone I knew looking at us.

“I love you, and I’ve waited a long time to meet someone like you. You’re the only woman for me. When I love, I go deep, not wide. Women like Laurie are a dime a dozen…but YOU, Sara…you’re the one.” His hand rolled up my arm and he gathered me into his arms and lips brushed my earlobe. “Got that? You.”

I hugged him right there at the meat counter, not caring who was looking. I’d been alone for a few years after Jeff and I divorced. The internet dating cesspool and the jerks I’d met there definitely didn’t count for anything. I’d known on the first date with Don that he was the one I was meant to be with—a soul mate, if you will.

Rising up on the toes of my boots, I kissed him. “I love you too. I’m sorry I’m—”

“Don’t be. It’s going to take time for you to fully trust again. There are demons in that pretty head, thanks to your ex.” He smiled down at me. “If I ever meet your ex, I’m going to thank him—not for the demons but for being such an idiot to let you go.”

Know what? So will I. If he hadn’t shown his true colors, I may never have met you. YOU’RE the guy I was meant to be with. He was a shadow of a man.”

He kissed my forehead and turned my body for us to continue the grocery shopping. “What do we have to get at the hardware store? I don’t remember.”

My smile was sweet evil when I turned to him. “Nothing. I just wanted to get you away from Laurie.”

“Who?” He laughed and darted to the side when I poked him in the ribs. He grinned and wheeled the cart around, heading for the check-out. “Let’s go home.”

****

Home was a small brick, raised ranch on a quiet side street just outside the downtown core of the city. We’d been there for only a few months and in that time had made it our own with a fresh coat of paint in most of the rooms. We tore up the wall to wall carpeting to expose golden oak, hardwood floors.

There was no dining room but instead an airy, spacious eat-in kitchen was the focal point. More often than not that was where we spent our time, cooking and talking. It didn’t matter what topic—politics, religion and of course sex. We  enjoyed being with each other, over anything else.

Don was a fabulous cook and the adventurer with spices. He often kidded me that I cooked like the Irish, either boiled bland or burnt offerings.

No matter. I’d spent years of cooking, throwing parties and entertaining with a selfish man who only appreciated my efforts if it pleased the ‘right’ people in his career path. When Jeff attained his goal, or as my Dad used to say, the ‘Peter principle’, the level of success where you became incompetent in the job, he traded me in on a younger model.

I looked across the table at the love of my life. “I’d never had chicken marsala or linguine with clam sauce until I met you. It’s so good, but you can’t make it anymore. I’ll get fat.” I picked up the empty plates from the table and stacked them in the dishwasher.

He eased away from the table and came up behind me, put his arm around my waist, and kissed my neck. The feeling of his lips and teeth nibbling on my sensitive skin sent shivers of delight down my spine. Not only that, but his hard cock pressed into my ass. He moaned as his hips did a small roll over the swell of my cheeks.

I reached behind me and slid my hand between us, grasped the outline of his shaft. “Mmm…I think I’m holding dessert.”

“Me too. Let’s go to bed.” His hand rose, inching under my sweater to the lacy cup of the demi bra. Fingers inserted themselves and teased my nipples—already hard and sensitive from the kisses on my neck.

I turned and felt his hand take mine and lead me down the hall. When we were in the bedroom he stepped back and started undoing the buttons of the white, denim shirt. His eyes were crinkled at the corners and a small smile played on his lips.

Oh God, just looking at him, the straight line of his nose, flared nostrils and swarthy complexion, dark wisps of hair becoming visible on his broad chest—it made me wet.

I lifted the sweater up and off, tossed it on my dresser. His gaze dropped to my breasts, the white tops of them threatening to escape the lace cup. He adored my ‘girls’, loved to suck and kiss them, something that always made me hot.

When his fingers bunched his pants and underwear, pushed them down over his hips and thighs, his cock sprang free, bobbed once before grazing the smooth line of his tummy. God, what a body…six pack abs despite the fact that he’d just turned forty. It had to be the physical nature of his job, installing furnaces and fixing plumbing.

I slid my jeans down and stepped out of them. As I was turning the bedcovers down, his finger hooked into my panties and he pulled them down. Next, the bra…

I lay on the bed and watched him get in beside me before taking me in his arms. His cock pressed against my thigh, drizzled pre-cum as he kissed me deeply, tongue dancing with mine. A thrill of anticipation flooded my pussy when his tongue fucked my mouth, a prelude to his cock in me.

Oh God, when he touched me, his hand drifting from my nipple to the spot between my legs, my firm little pearl of pleasure…my mouth left his and I gasped. His knee pushed between my thighs, spreading me open for more. He slid his finger to my opening, wet it before returning to tease my clit in sweet torture.

I reached for his cock, rubbed it in the slow up and down motion, with a little twist on the upstroke. He’d demonstrated this move with his own hand shortly after we’d met, making out, sharing a bottle of wine. It was erotic, watching a guy masturbate, even if it was just a short demo, a lesson for me.

“Please… fuck me.” I sighed into his neck. The spoken words, words I’d never said aloud to any other lover, made me ache with lust. He’d also taught me the freedom to speak my need. It was a turn on for him as well.

I felt the wetness of his cock, the drizzle of pre-cum spreading like a sheen over the smooth mushroom knob. I wanted to taste him, lick his cock clean, take his balls into my mouth but his finger vibrating my clit, fast like the buzzing of a bee was making me crave more…to be filled, ravished by his thick shaft.

He rolled on top of me and I pulled the head of it to my opening, arched my hips upward to take him in. He waited for a few moments, not allowing my cunt to be filled. Oh fuck, he knew me too well. But it was my own fault. I’d told him I liked to be teased.

“Oh…oh…yeah.” I exhaled as he thrust deep inside, loving every fiber of his cock stretching me.

My legs wrapped around his waist, heels on the hard muscle of his ass, pulling him deeper each time he thrust forward. Oh God, Don was the biggest guy I’d ever been with and had even made me bleed a few times like I was some kind of virgin. It hurt a little but in an absolutely delicious way.

“Oh yeah, Baby….you’re so fucking tight.” He pressed deeper still, pumping slowly into me.

My finger slipped onto my clit and stroked it quickly. I was gasping, “Fuck me… harder, faster…I’m close…” I pulled him with my heels and bucked my hips under him.

His breathing was fast, soft moans and grunts from deep in his chest, filling my ears. It was driving me crazy, the feeling was so good…his cock huge and hard…

“OH GOD! Keep doing that…just…like…” I closed my eyes, riding the lust and pleasure in my pussy.

“Look at me.” His voice was a growl.

I opened my eyes and fell into the depths of ecstasy with him. Each of us bonded in our gaze as well as our groins. It was heavenly bliss that just went higher and higher. My mouth opened and something primal, guttural, screamed rapture, joy, love and lust.

We lost ourselves as separate beings in that moment, became one in body and soul.

My pussy was wet, slippery from our pleasure when my hand withdrew from my clit. We were both there for a few moments of eternity but I had to draw back, the sensitivity of my little pearl of eros became too much. I felt him spasm once, then again and collapse onto me, heart pounding a hard staccato against mine.

“Oh my God, Sara. This just keeps getting better and better between us.” He raised his torso onto his elbows and kissed my lips. “I adore you.”

“Oh Don. I love you so much.” I kissed his neck, shoulders and reached to kiss his chin.

He rolled off me and we lay quietly beside each other for a few moments, catching our breath.

When our hearts resumed their normal rhythm I turned to him. “I’m going to take a shower. Be right back.”

I rolled out of bed and heard his wolf whistle as I walked out of the room. It was kind of corny but it made me feel good knowing he appreciated looking at my ass.

After a couple of minutes of the shower running, getting to the right temperature, I stepped in and squirted liquid soap into my palm.

It had been a long time waiting for this, a guy who could make me laugh, cry and orgasm, a guy I truly loved and respected. How come it took so long, Lord?

What the hell? My fingers pressed into my right breast and rolled over something. I moved my hand to the underside and pressed. No, that part was smooth. Back to the side, pressed again.

My heart skipped a beat--stomach drained down to the wet porcelain floor of the tub. I stared at the bottom of the tub, stared at nothing, breath erratic and raspy.

A lump? My fingers flew to the other breast, pressed into the flesh in small increments around the whole of it. Nothing.

Again, I returned to the spot. Oh my God. It couldn’t be true, but it was definitely there, a lump the size of a pea.


3: Sixty-Forty
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It could be nothing, maybe just a cyst. Maybe I was getting close to menopause and that caused some weird change. Oh fuck, what if it was the big C? What then?

Mom had died of heart failure eleven years ago, not cancer. But what had Granny died of? Sure, old age but there must have been a failure of some organ or had it been cancer? I looked at myself in the mirror and my eyes opened wide. Oh my God, I was on auto-pilot, turning off the shower, drying and now standing here.

There was no way I would mention this to Don...at least not until after I talked to my doctor. It may be nothing, so why worry him? And if it was something…

My breasts looked normal enough. The right one was just a tad bigger than the left but it had always been like that—nothing weird there. I touched the lump, pushed in, rolled it under my fingers. It didn’t hurt. Shouldn’t a cyst hurt? I’d had a cyst a couple of times and they had been tender. Not this one. I swallowed hard and closed my eyes.

Stop it. I could almost hear my sister’s voice in my head. She was always the calm, sensible one, probably like most older sisters. Worrying and crying over this was not going to help. Plus, if I broke down, Don would notice the redness in my eyes and nose. I took a deep breath and slipped my housecoat on.

He was reading when I entered the bedroom. I slipped in beside him and pulled the covers up to my chin.

“Not reading tonight?” He turned from his book, regarding me with a small smile on his lips.

“No, I’m really beat, and work tomorrow, y’know.” I strained upward and pursed my lips, waiting for my kiss goodnight.

He leaned over and gave me a quick kiss. “Yeah, I won’t be far behind you. Good night sweetie.”

I closed my eyes, but sleep never came that night. Finally, after tossing and turning, I got up at five and made coffee. While it was brewing I called the office and left a voice mail for my boss that I was sick and wouldn’t make it in.

Nine o’clock, when the doctor’s office opened couldn’t come soon enough.

****

I ran a stop sign and at the traffic lights I almost sat through the length of a green light—at least until the car behind me yanked me out of my thoughts with a horn blaring.

Even though it was early, there were people already sitting in the waiting room at the doctor’s office—an elderly woman, young mother with her crying infant and a teenaged boy with a bad case of acne. It wasn’t the usual receptionist but instead a young, blonde woman with a pained expression on her face.

When I approached the window of the counter, she hesitated, shoved papers into a vanilla folder, before looking up. My hand clutching the strap of my purse, holding it at my shoulder clenched into a fist. 

“I need to see Dr. Marker.”

“Your name?” She turned to her computer screen.

“Sara Elliott. It’s about—”

“I don’t see you on today’s schedule. Did you make an appointment?” She turned her head to face me, eyebrows drawn together, mouth pulled up at the corner.

I did an eye roll, up to the ceiling and back, took a deep breath, but it was no use. My words were ice chips, loud cracking ice chips, when I spoke. “NO. I don’t have an appointment but what I fucking DO have is a FUCKING lump in my breast. I NEED to see Dr. Marker, TODAY.”

Her eyes were round balloons that kept getting bigger with each word I spat out. “Please, your language… I’ll see if—”

I looked up from her when one of the doors in the hallway behind her opened and the round, tan face of my doctor appeared. “What’s going on?” She stepped next to the receptionist and looked from me to the young woman.

“This woman—”

I looked into the doctor’s dark eyes, ignoring the young receptionist. “I need to see you. I found a lump in my breast last night.”     

The doctor scanned the waiting room and stepped back into the hallway. She turned to me and beckoned with a wave of her hand for me to follow her. I scurried past the counter and into a patient room after her.

When I was seated, the tears began. When she put her hand on my back and rubbed it softly trying to console me, it just made me cry harder.

“There. There. It’s disturbing but in sixty percent of women who find a lump, it turns out to be just a cyst.”

I looked up at her and sucked my lips into my mouth, holding my jaw firm, trying to get a grip on the tears.

“Take off your coat and then your top. Let’s have a look at it.” She turned and stepped to the counter and sink behind her. I took my coat off and then lifted the sweater up and off while I watched her slip blue latex gloves on her hands. I popped up onto the examining table, unhooked my bra and slipped it off my shoulders.

She stepped closer and I laid back--I’d had breast exams before and knew the drill. My hand rose to my breast, indicating the spot I’d found last night, which I’d checked at least forty times since.

“It’s right here.”

Her hands replaced mine and she pressed while rolling the flesh in a circular motion. I watched her eyes, her mouth. What was she thinking? Could she tell if it was cancer?

“Yes. There’s definitely something there.” She continued the exam moving to other areas on my right breast and then checked the left. After, she returned to the lump. “As I said earlier, the chances of it being a cyst are higher than not, but has anyone in your family had breast cancer?”

“Not that I know of.” I swallowed hard.

“Well, that’s good.” For the first time her face broke into a tightlipped smile. She turned from me and slipped the gloves off her hands. “I’m going to schedule an ultra-sound exam for you. If it’s a cyst, the exam will show that.”

I sat up and started putting my bra back on. “What if it’s not?”

Her lips drew together for a moment and her head tilted to the side as she took her seat in front of a computer screen. “If it doesn’t appear to be a cyst, we do a biopsy of the tissue. No surgery, but a needle with suction, directly into the mass, guided by ultra sound imaging.”

She clicked a mouse and peered at the monitor in front of her. “Ah, here it is. You records.”

“How long until I know?” I got off the table and lifted my sweater from the chair.

“The imaging is at the hospital and they will contact you with a time.” She glanced at my face, my mouth gaping open, and shook her head. “Don’t worry. You’ll get in pretty fast, maybe tomorrow or Wednesday. I’ll ask them to rush it.” 

I pulled my sweater over my head and sat down again. She clicked the mouse a few more times moving around the screen. “I’m printing the paperwork I want you to bring with you. You can pick it up from Tammy at Reception.”

She turned from the screen and glanced at my hands, tightly clasped together, white knuckled, before she rested her hand on them. Her eyes were soft looking intently into mine. “Don’t worry. It’s probably a cyst but if it’s more, we’ll fix it.”

I looked down at my lap and sniffed. “Will I lose my breast if it’s cancer?” I didn’t want to face the other dire thought that had haunted me last night—death.

“Let’s handle this one step at a time Sara. Like I said, it’s probably just a cyst.”

****

She didn’t answer my question.

I didn’t drive straight home when I left Dr. Marker’s office. There was no need to. I had my cell phone for the hospital to contact me.

I was still shaky despite the doctor’s advice and reassurance. When I was younger, a lot of times my sister had consoled me when I was going through a tough patch. Even though, we were at odds in our ways—Elaine the goody two shoes, great grades, wonderful boyfriend who later became her husband and father of their two teenaged boys, while I was more of a wild child, rebellious, skipping classes and going out with one of the bad boys, Phil Jones—we were still close. A lot of times when Mom or Dad would be on a rampage about me and school, she’d stick up for me.

I pulled over to the curb and called her house. After a few rings she came on the line.

“Hello? Sara?”

“Hi Elaine.”

“What’s wrong Sara? You’re not at work, are you sick?” Although her words were machine gun fast, there was also concern in her voice.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, put a smile on my face before I answered. “Just playing hooky. You know mental health day and all that. Remember the times I did that in high school?”

“Yes…? Are you sure you’re okay? Things are going well with Don, aren’t they?”

I rolled my eyes and exhaled loudly. Damn, she was good. It had been a mistake to call her. If I wasn’t careful I’d blurt everything out and start crying. “No. I mean yes, he’s great.”

“And?”

“I was thinking of Grandma last night. She died of old age but was there anything else, something that brought her death on? You know, bad heart, cancer?” I held my breath waiting for her to say something.

“She had cancer in her liver. She decided not to get the treatments, not at her age. Sara, what the hell is going on? What’s with the family questions, especially about death?” Now she sounded annoyed.

“It’s nothing. Don and I were talking about our grandparents, reminiscing and I realized I didn’t know much about Grandma’s health. I was only nine when she passed.” Cancer? Really? Oh my God. My throat became tight and I knew I had to get off the phone soon.

“Yeah. Why don’t you come over for lunch? We can talk.”

“I can’t. I’m going to get a leg up on the Christmas shopping today, when the stores aren’t so crowded. What would you like me to get you for Christmas? What about the boys? What would they like?” Another lie. I was getting good at dodging the truth.

“Just give them gift certificates at the mall. I don’t even dare to actually get them stuff. They’d just hate it anyway. As for me and Ralph, just come for dinner. That’d be present enough for us.”

“You got it. Cheap and I get a good meal to boot. Sounds like a plan. I better get going. Talk to you later.”

I touched the screen, ending the call and held the phone in my hand, watching the traffic whizz by with vacant eyes. How would I ever get through the next little while, waiting for the visit to the hospital? Probably taking to my bed, feigning the flu would be the best course. There’d be less interaction with Don or anyone else for that matter. No one could help me with this and I sure as hell didn’t want to burden them with it anymore than I wanted their pity.

I pulled out into traffic at the first break and headed for home. There was one stop I had to make first though—a place where I hadn’t been, in way too long a time. After five minutes driving I saw the gleaming white structure and the cross on the gable peak of the roof. I pulled into the church parking lot and got out of the car. Maybe there was one thing I could do to help myself.

Pray.


4: Sky Diving And Mountain Climbing?
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The imaging department was in the bowels of the large, sprawling hospital, no windows, only bland beige corridors and bleak waiting rooms with outdated ‘Glamour’ and ‘Field and Stream’ magazines. The few people seated there looked nervous, shifting their bodies at regular intervals in the bright orange, plastic chairs.

“Ms. Elliott?”

My head bobbed up from gazing at the floor to see a middle aged, Asian woman in mauve scrubs holding a chart and scanning the room with her dark eyes. 

“Here.” I jumped up and tried to return the smile she sent my way.

“Follow me.” She led the way down a corridor and pulled a light green curtain open. “I need you to wear a hospital gown. You can change here, and you can leave your pants on. I’ll be in the room across the hall, Imaging B-3.”

Ten minutes later, I was on the bed, gown open, arm raised over my head and behind me. The Tech, (her name was Martha) stood next to me, squeezed warm jelly onto my breast. She picked up a small wand-like instrument attached to a machine and the computer screen in front of her.

“Comfortable?” Without waiting for an answer she placed the tip of the wand against my breast. She started at the top, circling outward and down.

She watched the screen. I watched her face. For the first section, there was absolutely no emotion. Martha would make an excellent poker player. She moved the wand down to the lump. For a fraction of a second I saw her bite her lower lip and her eyelashes flickered. Her face once more resumed the indecipherable mask as she steadily pressed into the mass.

“Is it a cyst?” My lips pressed close together waiting, scanning her.

She glanced at me and then back to the screen. She closed her eyes for a second and opened them again. “I’m not allowed to discuss the test with you. The Radiologist will interpret the results and forward them to your doctor.” She glanced over and met my eyes with her own black orbs.

“Is it cancer? Please, you’ve done this millions of times. You know. Please tell me.” My eyes welled up and she became a blur.

“The doctor will tell you.” This time she stayed focused on the screen. She pursed her lips.

The inscrutable poker player had just let a tell slip. That pursing of lips was the kiss of death.

Oh my God. She didn’t have to confirm it. The quick expression earlier, biting her lip and the eyes widening—now her lips pursing told it all.

I had cancer.

****

I got in the car and slammed the door shut. One hand gripped the steering wheel, while the other turned the key in the ignition. The high pitched whir of the ignition being held for too long broke through the rage and I let the key go.

Women die of breast cancer, despite the reassurance my doctor had tried to give me. But, the lump was small. Maybe they could do a small surgery and get it? But what if it was that bad kind of cancer—as if there’s any good kind? Something about lymph nodes? What the hell is a lymph?

I remembered a few years ago my sister telling me about a woman from her church. It was a tragic story. Linda (I think that was her name) was a mother of two young children who found a lump. It invaded her lymph nodes or something.

She not only lost both breasts—she was dead in three months!

“Two MORE days?” What the fuck! I had to wait two days to hear from my doctor about the results? Did I really need to have a doctor tell me what I already knew? The look on the Tech’s face told me everything I needed to know.

I put the car in reverse and backed up, stopped when another car leaving, roared its horn at me, barely missing my back fender. FUCK! I wouldn’t die of breast cancer; I was going to get killed in a car wreck at this rate. And the fact that I hadn’t slept in the past two days wasn’t helping.

I cut off another car and heard the high pitched beep of a foreign import. I raised my hand, finger extended flipping the bird. Fuck you. You got cancer buddy? Didn’t think so, asshole.

This was getting me nowhere. I saw a drug store and pulled up in front. I’ve got to get some fucking sleep. Maybe all this will be gone when I wake up, like a bad dream. Yeah right.

I walked into the store and headed to the aisle with the sleeping products.  I turned in and stopped dead in my tracks. Oh my God, Joanne. Did she see me? Could I make a quick exit?

“Sara? Sara Holland! I can’t believe it!” Joanne had been squatting next to the pain medication section and rose slowly to a standing position. “No, it’s Elliott now isn’t it? Or is it? Stupid me.” She hit the side of her forehead with her palm.

“Joanne. It HAS been a while. How are you doing?” She’d put on about twenty-five pounds since our days in high school. On a woman five foot nothing that was a LOT. Back then, she was almost skinny, except for the big boobs--a cheerleader and the high school slut. But more importantly, she’d married my first love, Phil.

“Great! Except for a little arthritis, I’m doing fine. How ‘bout you? I heard you and Jeff Elliot had split. I’m sorry.” Her eyebrow raised and side of her mouth curled up. “He was always an asshole. I never liked him.”

It would have been weird if I didn’t ask… “How’re Phil and the kids?”

Her face almost beamed when I mentioned her family. “Phil’s great, same old crazy guy. My oldest, Zoe is in college at Kent State and the boys are still in high school, getting good grades and planning on college.” She gave a snort and shook her head. “Totally un-like me or Phil. I’m proud of them.”

A flashback of Phil, six feet tall, long hair, ripped jeans and a smart ass grin on his face flashed in my mind. If I’d stayed with him, I could be the woman standing across from me. Sure, she needed a trip to a hair stylist, and yes her clothes were worn through in a couple of spots, and those sandals she was wearing were ready for the trash.

And none of that mattered. The happiness and joy on her face eclipsed all of it. She could have been head to toe in Versace and it wouldn’t have made a damn bit of difference. Standing in front of me was a woman who had it all.

“That’s wonderful. Look, I hate to do this but I’ve got an appointment…” I lifted my arm and looked at my wristwatch, sighed and rolled my eyes. “I’ve got to split.” I grabbed the first bottle of sleeping pills I saw and stepped away. “I’ll call you sometime and we can get together for coffee. Catch up on things.”

There was a curious look on Joanne’s face as she raised her hand and fingers fluttered in a farewell, but it didn’t matter. I had to get out of there.

As the cashier rang me through, I thought of Phil again. He’d been the first, the guy I lost my virginity to. It hadn’t been all that classy in the back seat of his beater car, but it had been sweet. We were in love and had talked about marriage even though we were only in grade twelve.

We were the cool kids in high school— Seniors rule all!—the ones who smoked, skipped class and partied. Joanne was part of the gang and had always had a thing for Phil. But it was me he loved. And I loved him.

Until that night.

I’d told him that I could drive us home from the party but he could be headstrong. Sure enough he ran off the road and into a tree. He walked away without a scratch. I got that scar on my forehead. Never wore bangs before that but after…I always do.

He did have the decency to be guilt ridden about it. When I got out the hospital and he came to the house he couldn’t look me in the eye. When I tore off the bandage on my head and showed him the 27 angry red, swollen stitches he started to cry.

“Your tears will stop Phil! I’ll have this for the rest of my life!” He pleaded for forgiveness. He got down on his knees and begged.

And I threw him out. Out of my house, and out of my life. Right into Joanne’s arms.

She wasn’t the only one waiting in the wings. Jeff and I started up a while after the accident. Now that I think about it, he didn’t ask me out until my bangs had grown in.

Jeff. Sixteen years with a guy that loved himself and his career far more than he’d ever loved me. I became the appendage on his arm, the junior partner. My primary job was to make him look good. Sure I took it on—if he succeeded, we succeeded right? I thought it was a fair trade off. Until I became the trade in model when he met his trophy wife.

Even the divorce settlement was unfair. I was the one that worked full time and put him through college. Then grad school. His company held off giving him that huge promotion—the one that tripled his already good income—until after the divorce. The son of a bitch laughed in my face as soon as the papers were signed.

Instead of saying he was sorry how it all worked out, he laughed at me.

At least Phil had apologized…

I got into my car and thought once more of Joanne, how different our lives were. even though we’d hung out together so many years ago. Joanne had followed her heart and now had everything she’d dreamed of—a loving husband and three great kids. True, she and Phil didn’t have a lot of money, but they had everything they needed.

I pulled out of the parking space and drove the ten minutes home, thankfully without any horns blaring or near misses.

I…just…can’t…think…about…this…ANYMORE! I turned the radio on, loud. A country song came on, something about skydiving, of all things. I looked twice over my shoulder looking for oncoming cars as I merged into the other lane.

Wait. The guy was singing about a bucket list. Skydiving was on his. I leaned forward and glanced at the gray November sky. Bucket list? Is this your idea of a joke, Jesus? If it is, it’s not funny.

Skydiving. Rocky mountain climbing. Sorry, I’m afraid of heights and as for mountain climbing, did it once and wasn’t overly impressed. This was stupid.

Okay, so what would be on my bucket list? I’ve finally met a man I love. My stomach dropped through the seat. Aw shit, I thought we’d grow old together.

Don’s truck was in the driveway when I arrived home. What the hell? It’s only 11:30 a.m.?


5: S. B. D.
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He was sitting in the living room when I came through the front door.

“Hey… this is a surprise,” I said.

“That makes two of us.”

I put my coat away and glanced over my shoulder. His head was cocked to the side. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

He leaned forward in his armchair. “Well, you’ve been home sick from work the last couple of days, so I figured that you would like some lunch brought home.” He jerked a thumb to the kitchen. “There’s chicken soup and some buttered rolls on the counter for you.” He nodded to me. “Where you been?” He waved a hand in the air. “No… what’s going on with you?”

My breath hitched in my throat, squeezing my stomach into a tight ball. I stepped into the living room and faced him. “What do you mean? Nothing’s going on. I’m getting a drink of water.” I smiled and shook my head, trying to make light of it.

“I called here earlier and you didn’t answer.  Where were you?”

“I went to the drugstore if you must know. What’s with the third degree?” Jesus, an argument with Don was not what I needed right then. I started to walk away, go into the bedroom and lie down but he stood and grabbed my arm.

“Sara. What’s up with you? The last couple of days you’ve been weird. You’ve been too quiet and then when you DO say something, you’re either sarcastic or just plain grouchy. Okay, you’ve got the flu or something, but to be honest, you don’t look sick to me.” The muscle in his jaw worked, teeth clenched together as he examined my face with his eyes.

Every muscle in my body turned to jelly and I sighed. This was way too much to handle.  I just stared at him.

“Where were you, really?” His fingers bit into the muscle of my arm.

My eyes closed and head fell back, facing the ceiling. When I looked at him, his eye twitched, lips set together. My throat grew tight and I swallowed, tried taking a deep breath but it was no use. The tears started and I wasn’t sure they would ever stop.

“Sara?” His voice was softer now and he took me into his arms.

“Oh Don. I’m sorry I’ve been this way but…but…” I blubbered into the coarse wool of his jacket.

He gripped my arms and pulled my body away from his, looked into my eyes. “What’s wrong?”

I could feel my lips quiver, and tears started rolling down my face. My voice was small when I answered him. “I found a lump in my breast. I’ve been at the doctor’s.”

“What?”

I burst into sobs. “I have cancer!”

Now I know what dumbfounded looks like. His face didn’t register anything for a few seconds. Then he said, “Oh God.” He pulled me into him again and for a long time we just stood like that, each of us holding on for dear life.

I pushed away from him and closed my eyes before I spat the words. “It’s so fucking unfair! Just when I meet the love of my life, this happens! Why does life have to be so unfair?” Now with the words out, I really started sobbing.

“Sara, we’ll get through this. What did your doctor say?”  He put his arm over my shoulder and walked me into the living room. We sat down and he held my hand watching my face.

“She said it could be a cyst.” I waved my hand beside my head. “But I think she’s lying.”

“Why?”

“The tech.”

Still holding me by the shoulders, he stepped away so he could look me in the face. “The tech?”

I nodded. “Yeah. The one that did the ultra sound.”

“Go on…”

“Her face squinched!”

“It what?”

“When… when she was rubbing my boob with the thingamajig, she made a face!”

“What kind of face? Show me.”

I made the same face. My lower lip went out and up to the side, and my eyebrows creased.

“That’s the face?”

I nodded. “Yeah! And she’s Chinese! They’re inscrutable! They never make faces!”

He shook his head. “She didn’t make a face about your boob, honey. I’ve seen that look on you.”

“What?”

“That’s the SBD face.”

“The WHAT?”

“Silent But Deadly. That’s the face you make when you let out a silent fart. You know, easing one out slowly so there’s no noise.” He crossed his arms. “I think the Tech farted.”

I thought about it for a minute. “I don’t have cancer?”

“I ain’t no doctor Sara! I don’t know! I do know that neither do you!”

I shook my head in confusion. “Me neither what?”

“You don’t know either, that neither!”

“But I might?”

He nodded. “Yeah.” His face got serious. “Yeah… you might. But I’ll take a maybe over a definitely any day of the week.”

“SBD? You sure?”

“That? Oh yeah, absolutely.”

I now know what a death row inmate feels like who just got a stay. The entire planet—hell, the universe—just fell off my shoulders.

My limbs once more melted, floated upward as I looked into his eyes. I could almost believe that it would turn out fine. “Don?”

“Mmhmm?”

“I need a drink. Let’s get drunk.”


6: Twenty Eight? Or Twenty Nine?
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A couple hours and many drinks later, I told him about running into Joanne in the drugstore.

“Oh my God, I haven’t thought of her in years and years.” He laughed and turned from the counter, stopped pouring the vodka, holding it in the air.

My eyes opened wide and my mouth dropped for a second. “You knew her? You were just a sophomore  back then.”

He finished pouring the drink and turned to hand it to me. “Are you kidding? You may never have known grade niners and teners existed but for me, guys like me… YOU and Joanne were the hottest girls in high school.” He leaned against the counter and sipped his beer.

I smiled thinking how hot HE was, standing there so casually, the oddball boyish grin on his face.

Reminiscing about days gone by was a welcome break from my obsessive thoughts of the big C.

“Oh yeah? So who did you jerk off more to? Joanne or me?” I took a sip of vodka and watched him like an eagle watches a field mouse.

“No fair. You know I’ve GOT to say you.” He shook his head and looked at the floor. “Which by the way is true.”

“I wonder how many guys she slept with before she hooked up with Phil?” My head jerked back and I stared at him.  “You didn’t sleep with her, did you?”

His face muscles tightened in a sneering smile. “Are you kidding? I was a sophomore, invisible.”

Thank God. A flashback of Phil and I making out at the drive-in appeared in my mind. He’d been the first and then Jeff, no big deal there of course. I grinned. Now, Don, which was a big deal. Three guys…in all my forty-three years, just three guys.

My head jerked back and I looked at Don once more. “How many women have you slept with in your life?”

His eyes closed and he shook his head back and forth a few times before he looked at me. “WHAT?”

My heart clenched picturing him with other women, but I wanted to know. Five shots of vodka wanted to know. “You heard me. How many? I’m just curious.”

He set the beer bottle on the counter and extended his hands, fingers splayed as he concentrated. I noticed his lips move, no sound of course and each finger twitched in sequence. Oh my God, he’d gone through all ten fingers and was starting again! My jaw grew slack and now I wasn’t sure I wanted to know anymore.

Oh shit. Twenty! And he was still counting?

He looked up at me, his head tilted to the side. “Twenty-eight.”

“What the fuck! Twenty-eight! Oh my God, I’ve missed out on a lot.” I drained my glass and held it up for a refill.

He stepped towards me and took the glass, his eyebrows drawn together, almost forming question marks on his forehead. “Okay. I’ll play along. How many for you?”

My hand gripped the glass below his and I hung on. “Three. That’s all and that’s including you.”

“Oh.” His answer was small and soft.

I let go of the glass and sat silently while he fixed another drink for me. Just a few hours ago, I was almost paralyzed in fear of what the lump meant. Shit, I could die. And in all my years, I’d only ever experienced three men, whereas he’d been with twenty-eight women.

Wait, was I included in the twenty-eight or was he really at twenty-nine?

I watched Don’s wide shoulders, the broad back that narrowed to slim hips and muscular thighs. Sex with Don was better than it’d ever been with Jeff or Phil. I snorted softly. Now I knew why! Look at the experience he brought to the bedroom!

When he turned and handed me my drink, there was a far-away look in his eye…or maybe it was the vodka that made me think it.

I was feeling more relaxed (and horny) than I’d felt in days. “What was the kinkiest thing you ever did?” I took the glass from him and smiled.

“You sure you want to hear this?” The muscles on his face scrunched into an incredulous expression.

“Yeah, I’m sure.” I’d had just enough vodka to add, “Look, if the lump turns out bad…well I’m living vicariously, kinda’, with your past sexual experiences, to know what it’s like. Sex with a bunch of people.”

“Well first of all it wasn’t a bunch, not all at once kind of thing, an orgy. Just one at a time. But the one I’ll always remember… Maybe a lot of that has to do with the fact I didn’t have a lot of experience at the time. Anyways, Robert Stamp and I double dated and ended up at the drive-in with two girls.”

I blinked, round-eyed at him, shaking my head and grinning. It wasn’t hard to imagine horny teenagers at the drive-in.

“They were hot and lusty or in the popular vernacular of the time--sluts. I was in the back seat with one, fucking to beat the band while Rob banged the other. Hearing them, while getting my own rocks off, just made it so much hotter. I think I fucked her five times that night.” His hand dropped to his crotch and he adjusted his cock. “Look, it still gets me hard.”

“Save that thought. I think after the stress of the last couple of days…” I looked at the floor for a moment.  With a shake of my head, determined not to go down that train-wreck of thought, I added, “I kind of wish that I’d had sex with more guys. I was a little on the wild side back in high school but not really sexually. Some drinking, some weed, but that was about it. I mean my parents and older sister Elaine…I guess being a slut was something too out there, it wouldn’t have been tolerated. I’m a product of my up-bringing.”

“Yeah, guys have it better in that respect. Not so much judgment about sleeping around. It’s bullshit of course.” He took a long haul of his beer and turned the radio on.

Oh my God. It was that song again. The bucket list song. Well, now I had an item that I could put on that list--sex with more men. I sighed knowing that it was too late for that. I’d met Don and I loved him. Sex with lots more guys was out.


7: Brewer’s Droop
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Sorry. Brewer’s droop.” Don snuggled his lips into my neck, holding me close.

No matter what I did, the erection was only half-hearted and wouldn’t last. I’d massaged his cock the way he liked, sucked and licked him till my jaw ached, but he couldn’t stay hard when he mounted me.

“Look, I’ll take a pass until tomorrow but I want you to come. There’re lots of things we can do.” He pulled his head back and in the low lighting of the bedside table his eyes danced.

I’d had way too many vodkas but all the sex talk and the tension in my body had me pretty horny. “Do you want to use my vibrator on me?” We’d done that a few other times, as a warm-up to the real thing and it’d been fun.

“That, plus there’s a video, you might like.” He pulled away from me and got out of bed, grabbed his laptop and climbed back in next to me.

I smiled and felt a thrill go through my clit. I’d never appreciated porn until I’d met Don. Before him, sitting watching it in the comfort of your living room was a total bore. There was no plot really, no love story, just a lot of sucking and fucking. BUT, when watched in bed, snuggled close to your guy, it was something entirely different! We’d done it more than a few times after being out at a club, drinking and partying.

He sat with the laptop tucked into his tummy, me snuggling into his arm watching the screen and navigated to the video. When it opened, and I saw what was playing, I looked up at him. “This is new.”

He grinned and lifted the computer, shifted to kneel on the bed and set it down. He reached across to the night stand, took the rabbit vibrator from its case and then moved down to rest next to my thigh.

Oh yeah. A flutter of warmth filled my pussy knowing I’d be getting a tongue lashing soon.

On the screen four young couples were lounging around in a living room, drinking cocktails and flirting. The women wore short skirts and very low tops, revealing lots of cleavage. The guys were all buff, handsome and dressed business casual. It didn’t take long for one of the women, a busty blonde, to complain of the heat and start stripping down in front of all the others.

I felt Don’s finger trail a line softly down my furrow to my opening. Oh yeah, he pushed it inside, fucking me gently.

On the screen, another woman, this time an athletic looking brunette, rose to help Blondie out of her dress. She slipped it over her shoulders and wiggled as it passed her breasts, barely contained in a half cup bra. One of the men (not the one the blonde had been sitting with when the scene opened) joined the two women, assisting in removing the rest of her clothes. She stood there stark naked, huge bare boobs, round firm ass and crotch shaved to just a landing strip.

Mmm…Don’s finger slid up between my pussy lips and stroked my clit.

Now Blondie wanted to show her appreciation to the man who had helped strip her. Her fingers slid the zipper of his pants down and she lowered her body to kneel in front of him, fished his cock out. Oh my. It was a big one, that needed just a few laps of her tongue to get it to stand at attention.

The other couples on the screen rose from their seats and began to disrobe. They seemed to do a musical chairs thing, shifting from the partner they were with to a new one. Fuck! These were swingers about to get into an all out orgy!

Don slipped the vibrator inside me and turned it on, placed the vibrating rabbit ear flaps against my clit. Oh God! It felt so good, rubbing my clit as my cunt was filled with the dildo.

On screen one of the guys laid on an ottoman, dark, rock hard, cock pointing at the ceiling, his hand holding a red headed woman’s hand as she climbed onto him. She faced his feet, displaying a set of perky and pointy tits and a pink slit of pussy as she lay back onto him. Another woman, joined them, made quite a fuss of fingering the red head’s clit, making her moan with pleasure.

Oh fuck, this was hot! And Don was really working the vibrator, pushing it hard into me. His mouth, hot and wet, replaced the rabbit flaps and I moaned just like the woman in the video. Oh God, what would that be like? Fucking a guy, not your husband, while his wife played with your clit?

I closed my eyes for a second and I was there. Some hot guy was filling me with cock and his wife or some woman was eating me out. Oh Jesus! My hips took on a life of their own, pumping into the mouth, eagerly sucking that hard cock as deep into my cunt as it would go.

“Oh yeah baby…Suck me, fuck me hard...” On the screen, the couples were going at it in earnest, with close ups on cocks and pussies. I was there…oh yeah…part of the orgy…my cunt being fucked by any and everyone like a wanton slut. Oh yeah, a slut to be fucked by…

”OH JESUS!” Waves of ecstasy shuddered through my clit, flooded out from my cunt to my very finger tips. I grasped Don’s head and mashed his lips onto my clit…humped his face, lost in bliss. There was only this moment, riding the wave of lust…

My back arched and I pushed his head away from me. “Oh fuck, Don. Oh my God, that was good.”

He rose, his face slick with my passion and kissed me. His hand guided his cock through my furrow. Oh my. That little session had him hard as a rock. Yum!

When he thrust into me, I moaned. The vibrator had been good but can’t compete with the hot thickness of a real cock. He raised his torso and held his upper body on outstretched arms, looking down into my eyes.

“Fuck you’re hot.” He pumped into me again, hard and deep.

“As hot as the slut you fucked at the drive-in?” My words were a seductive whisper, rewarded by another deep pounding thrust.

“Did she beg you to fuck her? ‘Fuck me Donny, please with that big cock’.” His eyes closed and he pumped into me faster.

“Did you and Rob trade? Did you want to fuck his girl? Yeah baby, I bet she wanted you to fuck her too.” I thrust up, clasped my legs around him, rolling my hips.

His hips were like a piston, back and forth pushing his cock deeper with each thrust. I reached for his balls. They were hard as walnuts, tight and drawn close to his body.

“Did she hold your balls while you fucked her friend?” It was wild. I’d never said such things before and I loved every minute, loved seeing the effect on him—a guy who had drank too much that evening. The guy who’d had trouble staying hard was now a raging bull, hell bent and ready to blow his load.

“Oh yeah…oh God…I’m…coming!” His hips ground into me hard, held still while his cock exploded hot cum, bathing my inner walls with his lust. I squeezed my muscles tight, milked every drop from him.

His eyes opened for a moment and he smiled down at me. “Sara. All the things you said…”

I ran my hands over his back and grinned. “You liked it, didn’t you?”

His answer was a soft kiss on my lips before he rolled off and lay next to me.

“I think you liked the video.” He reached for my hand and held it tight. “I love you. We’ll be okay, trust me.”

I rolled onto my side and snuggled into his body. “I think we will be. I didn’t want to tell you but now I’m glad I did.”

His hand drifted to the back of my head and he pulled me in tighter. “You didn’t want me to feel it earlier…will you show me now?”

I pulled back from him and rolled onto my back. I reached for his hand and placed it on that too familiar spot—the lump. His fingers pressed in and rolled around.

“We’ll beat this thing. I feel it but you were smart to get to the doctor as soon as you did. Thank God. It’ll be okay. Your doctor has seen this many times. If she reassured you, then that counts for a lot.” He removed his hand and lay back down, stroked my hair.

“I almost believe you. Tonight was what I needed. Getting drunk, strolling down memory lane and then making love. I’m glad you’re in my life.” A tear rolled down my cheek, whether from all the vodka or just the relief of sharing the burden. One thing I did know…if I survived this fucking lump, there were going to be some changes in my life.

Don had been turned on earlier in the kitchen relating the story of the double date. And then when I brought it up, getting him really hot, actually almost putting him back in that night in the drive-in, it had amped things up.

And then me? Actually fantasizing about strange men fucking me while Don ate me out? The video had been hot but not just that. There was a world of sexual fun out there to experience with Don. If I lived through this mess in my breast, that was a world we would share together.

The End

Part 2: Ready Or Not! Is available on Amazon right now!

Just click here!

Author Note:

Yes, this story is based on a true story; not me, thank goodness. I have several friends my Dear Husband and I have played with in which the women have had cancer scares and were in their 40’s. The good news was when everything turned out okay, their ‘Horny 40’s’ hit with a vengeance!

Their husbands needed to come around, and were very, very happy to accommodate! LOL

As always, THANK YOU for reading this book. I hope you enjoyed it. If you did, please leave a review on Amazon? Reviews help aspiring writers like me, but more importantly, your honest opinion will help others make their buying decisions. YOUR VOICE COUNTS A GREAT DEAL in helping people with your tastes find the books YOU like!

Of course I’d like you to join my Reader’s Club!

If you enjoy my work, please join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I can stay in touch with my readers on new releases and promotions I run.

Aaaand... if you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books!

[image: 3 in one cover for front matter copy.jpg]

TO JOIN OUR READERS GROUP CLICK THIS LINK

and you’ll get your books right away!

Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,
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Turn the page for other books I’ve written!


Other Works by Mia Moore:

Accidental Swingers
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Oops!

Everything Elena thought about herself was turned on its head that night in New York City...

Click here for Episode 1

Or...

Click here for All Four Episodes Value priced!


Swinger Fantasies
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Wife swapping really isn’t a turn on for Damian. Something else is...

His fantasy is to watch Janice be taken by another man. To want to be taken by another man.

Click Here for Episode 1: Sharing Janice

Or...

Click here for all Four Episodes Value priced!


First Time Swingers Three Book Bundle

Three stand alone tales of married women confronting the unexpected and the mind blowing results...
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Click here to learn more!

You can see ALL of my work that’s available by clicking this link!
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