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   OLD DOGS & NEW TRICK
 
    
 
    
 
   “It’s a simple question, Andrea,” my sister-in-law Jackie asked.
 
   We sat on her couch in her Manhattan loft. The lights were down low and a fire crackled in the fireplace. Outside the large factory style windows, snow fell gently, multicolored flakes illuminated by the cityscape lights. We were alone.
 
   Jackie held a vodka martini in her hand, her legs curled up under her ass.
 
   I sat with my back up against the sofa’s arm, my bare feet buried under the cushion seat between us to keep my toes warm. My knees were bent. I faced her. I sipped a glass of white wine.
 
   “Have you ever been with a woman before?” she asked again.
 
   “You mean intimately?”
 
   Jackie barked a harsh laugh. “No, dummy. I meant to go shopping with. Of course I mean have sex with.”
 
   Jackie had on a low scooped nightie with a black frilly hem and a flower print. She had one arm resting across the back of the couch and she ran her fingertip around the rim of her glass. Her heavy breasts formed a deep shadowy abyss between them any spelunker would drool to explore. She stared at me with those big, dark eyes of hers, gauging my reaction to her wildly unexpected inquiry.
 
   For ten years I’d been married to her younger brother. That ended last April. 
 
   Jackie turned fifty-two last month. I was ten years younger than she, and I felt it in every way. Ever since Danny introduced us I always looked up to Jackie, envied her. Her whole life was about being hip and chic and in the know with whatever the most trendy trends were. She’d always been my idea of what New York sophisticated meant. She lived in Manhattan, had this great loft condo that was probably worth a million dollars or more in today’s market, and she had two great kids, though they were long grown up and moved away. 
 
   She’d also had two disastrous marriages; both had ended in very messy divorces.
 
   But wasn’t that part of being a high society New Yorker, too?
 
   I’d settled for Danny, her brother, who’d wanted no part of the thriving, energetic city lifestyle. So, we married, had three great kids and raised them in a boring, soul-sucking life in suburbia. Now, the boys were in college and Danny was gone, leaving me with an empty house and pile of divorce papers. 
 
   On that front, I couldn’t have been happier.
 
   Jackie put her drink down and scooted a little closer to me. She reached out and traced a finger along the side of my face, tucking a short spike of hair back behind my ear. “Where’d you get such beautiful red hair?”
 
   “My parents were both gingers.” I shrugged, feeling a little uncomfortable. “In the genes, I guess.”
 
   Jackie laughed. “Speaking of jeans…” Her eyes dropped down to stare directly at my white jean shorts. “You could maybe slip out of yours…”
 
   “What? Jackie, what are you saying?” I asked not sure I wanted to know the answer.
 
   “You’ve been here a week now and all I’ve heard from you is how you’ve not been laid in months and that’s only since Danny left you. Probably been a lot longer than that, hasn’t it?”
 
   My throat had suddenly gone dry. I nodded, unable to speak. I’d always been intimidated by Jackie. Now sitting there, so close and talking about…well, suddenly I had butterflies fluttering inside my stomach like they were caught in a tornado. 
 
   I took a large gulp of wine which lubricated my throat and lips. “What are you getting at, Jackie?”
 
   “My earlier question, have you ever had sex with a woman before?”
 
   “I, um, don’t think so.”
 
   Jackie laughed at me and I felt my cheeks go hot.
 
   “Either you know or you don’t. You have or you haven’t?”
 
   I stood up. “I think I better go to bed now.”
 
   But Jackie grabbed my hand and tugged. “Sit back down, Andrea.” 
 
   I dropped back down to the couch. “You’re over forty and you’re divorced.” She held both my hands in hers, cradling them in her lap. “Your husband’s gone. Your kids are grown. Now its time you got to live a little.”
 
   I asked the stupid question. “What do you mean?”
 
   Her hand came up and cupped my chin. Tenderly she rubbed her thumb across my cheek, sending a shiver down my spine. My mouth parted as if Jackie had found and flipped a switched making it open. She kissed me. On the lips. Her wet, probing, tongue exploring my mouth.
 
   I blinked and pulled back but Jackie held onto me. She held my head firm as her tongue lashed deeper into my mouth, clicking across my teeth and sweeping across my tongue. An unexpected sensation flooded over me, like warm water had been poured through my body.
 
   Still I broke her embrace. Breathless, I said, “Jackie. This is a bad idea.”
 
   “Why?” she panted, her lips wet, her eyes half-closed with wanton desire.
 
   “Because I’m not a lesbian and you’re my sister-in-law.”              
 
   “Oh, for fuck’s sake, Andrea,” she said with a flash of anger. “You’re talking labels. Straight women have gay sex all the time, and vice-a-verse-a. It’s just sex. Who cares? We’re divorced, middle-aged women who need to get laid. That all. You’re going to tell me that kiss didn’t feel good?”
 
   I couldn’t lie, not to myself. It did feel good. It’d had been fucking hot. But she was my sister-in-law.
 
   “Christ, we’re not even sisters-in-laws anymore. You got divorced, remember?” Jackie scooted a little closer to me. I got a whiff of her perfume, rose and jasmine with a hint of citrus.
 
   “I’ll tell you a secret, sis. I’ve always had a girl crush on you, ever since Danny brought you to that restaurant to meet me. Every time I saw you after that I’d get wet.”
 
   “What?”
 
   Jackie ignored my outburst. “It’s true. I’ve always had the hots for you.”
 
   Stunned, I didn’t know what to say. Compared to voluptuous Jackie I was skinny, flat-chested, almost androgynous in my appearance with my shaggy short red hair and freckled shoulders, while Jackie was so put-together, so sexy, so confident and out there.
 
   And I’d always wanted to be more like her. 
 
   I guess that was why I didn’t struggle when she cupped my jaw with her hand again and pulled me it for another kiss. I let her tongue invade my mouth, forceful and passionate. I swallowed hard, reached up and entwined my fingers into the thick wavy locks of her dark hair and kissed her back.
 
   We kissed like that for a while. Her fingers lightly stroked my bare arm. She leaned down on me and I squirmed under her, accepting her weight and what she was doing to me. What we were about to do together.
 
   Feeling myself getting hotter I squeezed my legs together, scissoring them as I wriggled under Jackie’s weight. I rubbed my hand over her back, over the silk like fabric of her nightie. When she grabbed and squeezed my breast I didn’t flinch, it suddenly feeling so natural.
 
   Jackie broke off our kiss and removed her hand from my breast. I wore only a tank top tee and shorts. Curious I watched, glancing down my own body as she laid her hand on my crotch. I gasped. She ran her fingers down between my legs and I squirmed.
 
   A soft, “oh, my,” escaped from my pursed lips.
 
   While she slid her fingers over my sex, pressing jeans and panties hard into my growing wetness Jackie brought her mouth back down over mine. I hungrily kissed her back now. Any inhibition I’d had initially was gone. Right or wrong, none of that mattered anymore. Only that it felt good, that I needed it and I didn’t want it to stop.
 
   Then she took her hand from my crotch. 
 
   Disappointment filled me. I pulled my mouth away from hers so I could breathe, and speak. “Don’t stop,” I said.
 
   “Patience.” She tugged my tee shirt down to expose my bra-covered breasts. She rubbed a hand roughly over one tit, barely large enough to be called a fistful, but she squeezed it and licked the swell of flesh that oozed out of the top of my bra leaving a searing trail of hot saliva across my skin.
 
   I grabbed the throw pillow behind my head and moaned as her hand went back down to my crotch, fingers pressing and rubbing. I was panting. I brought her face back down to mine. I kissed her hard, our tongues wagging and licking.
 
   I needed a break or I’d be coming in my shorts right there. Jackie must have sensed it as well because she pulled back, even as she lowered me into more of a prone position on the couch. Only my head and shoulders were propped up by the mass of red and green throw pillows behind me now.
 
   “Oh my God, look at you.” Her hands caressed my legs, rubbing down my inner thighs then over my flat belly—of which I was particularly proud after carrying three children to term and delivering them naturally. “Still so beautiful.”
 
   She leaned down and kissed my stomach, just above my navel. Her hair caressed my skin as she licked and kissed and gave me tiny, teasing love bites.
 
   I watched her over the swell of my breasts. Jackie’s gaze met mine. She smiled and pushed my tee shirt up until it bunched around my throat. She cupped my bra-encased breasts. “Where on earth did you get these great, little boobs? They’re perfect.”
 
   I giggled.
 
   Jackie squeezed my breasts together and buried her face in my cleavage, such as it was, kissing and licking the mashed up white mounds of flesh. I held her head, entwining my fingers in her thick mane of hair as she thrashed her head back and forth. Motorboating.
 
   I leaned my head back and arched my back. We both giggled like little schoolgirls.
 
   When she stopped Jackie gave me one of those lopsided, sexy smiles of hers. Her brown eyes were so full of passion and desire, her breath so hot on my face. She bunched my tee shirt up in her fist and pulled me up from the couch. 
 
   I gasped, a little shocked.
 
   But she kissed me reassuringly and then tugged the twisted shirt up. I threw my arms up into the air. She tore the shirt up and over my head and tossed it across the room.
 
   I fell back down to the couch. Panting.
 
   With a twinkle in her eye Jackie gently rolled the top of my bra down to expose my breasts. My pointy, little pink nipples were already hard. Jackie hooked her hair behind her ear and kissed one, sucking it nosily into her mouth. She teased it with her tongue, licking and poking it then pulling at it with her teeth. Then she switched and did the same to the other one.
 
   I swallowed hard. My throat was dry and God was I horny.
 
   While Jackie went to town on my breasts I dropped my hand to my own crotch, rubbing hard and squirming, pushing my shorts and panties inside my pussy, creating the deepest camel toe the world had ever seen. Just when I thought I might come, Jackie pulled back and took my hand from my crotch, giving me time to recover, to breathe. 
 
   “Not yet, Sis. Not yet.”
 
   Oh, but I wanted to, so, so badly.
 
   She repositioned me, pushing me up into a sitting position with my back square with the arm of the couch. She crawled up between my cocked and spread legs, pressed her crotch against mine. I gulped and grabbed fistfuls of her ample ass—the first time I’d ever touched a woman that way—and pulled her up against my squirming hips. She clenched her ass and pushed against me, rubbing up against me. We kissed again and again and again, amid panted moans of “Oh, Jackie,” and “Oh, Andrea.”
 
   When I thought I couldn’t stand another minute Jackie leaned back to sit on her haunches. She stared down at me with her hands resting on my stomach.
 
   My chest rose and fell, rapid, unstoppable.
 
   Slowly, she unsnapped and unzipped my shorts. I lifted my ass off the couch and she tugged my shorts off my legs. She tossed them to the floor. My panties were wedged wetly between my pussy lips. Jackie cooed. “Oh, baby.”
 
   Jackie leaned down and kissed my legs, running her tongue along my inner thighs, first one then the other, then back again, careful to avoid my by now hair-trigger pussy. I squirmed and gasped and panted, unable to sit still. I ran my hands through my short hair. I arched my back and clenched my butt. I sat up and unsnapped my bra, throwing it off to join my shorts and tee shirt somewhere on the floor.
 
   Please, please, I begged silently. Go down on me. I always loved getting my pussy eaten, something Danny hardly ever did. Waiting, hoping as Jackie’s mouth and tongue and teeth licked and kissed and nipped at every damn inch of my flesh but my pussy, I squeezed my breasts like they were mounds of dough, tweaking the tiny, hard nipples to keep them erect.
 
   When she leaned over me to kiss my stomach and the warm flesh under my naked breasts I lifted my hips and rubbed my wet pussy against her heavy, hanging breasts. Through her silk nightie I felt her huge nipples glide across my skin. Goose bumps spread across my flesh.
 
   “Go down on me,” I begged. “Please.”
 
   Wordlessly Jackie worked her way down my stomach, kissed the soft belly hump below my navel then ran her mouth along my wet panties. Electric shock waves rippled through me. “Oh, God.”
 
   Jackie smiled looking over my heaving belly and breasts as she peeled my panties down my legs. The light touch of her fingers and the lace material left a tingling trail over my flesh. Jackie balled the panties up and brought them to her nose. She closed her eyes and sniffed. “So delicious.”
 
   I rubbed my hands over my sopping pussy, loving again the Brazilian waxing I’d gotten only a few days earlier. As I watched Jackie sniff my panties and wanting her, needing her to go down on me—God, it had been so long—I knew I couldn’t hold out much longer.
 
   “Jackie. Please.”
 
   She tossed my panties and leaned down over me. Her hair caressed my skin. She snaked her arms under and around my thighs. When her tongue touched my swollen lips I closed my eyes and gasped. 
 
   Sitting on her knees, Jackie flicked her tongue over my swollen, wet, pussy lips, teasingly but gentle, then she ran the flat of her tongue up the length of my opening like I was her favorite ice cream cone. Yum.
 
   I shivered and arched my back. “Oh, that’s incredible. Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”
 
   And she didn’t. Her tongue and mouth worked magic on my pussy.
 
   I looked down at her. Jackie stared back up at me over my vaulted legs and clenched stomach. Perspiration slicked her forehead and a single lock of errant hair corkscrewed over her sweaty brow. All I could see was the narrow slope of her nose and those dark, smoldering brown eyes of hers staring up at me. I closed my own eyes and rocked my hips, grabbing and squeezing my tits before clutching the back of her head and pushing her deeper into my pussy. I tried to match the rhythm of her tongue lashing with the rocking of my hips. I draped my legs over her shoulders and locked my ankles together, pulling her tight into me. As I rode her face and my stomach rippled and the surge of my swelling orgasm swept over me I wiggled and thrashed under her, grabbing the couch arm and the throw pillows behind me, squeezing them with my fists and squeezing Jackie’s head with my thighs.
 
   My breathing come in great, uncontrollably gasps.
 
   What had started out as a gentle warm flush, like a stirring breeze on a summer day, had grown larger, more intense, until finally it became a whipping whirlwind of wanton desire, alternating one of stimulation and need—something unstoppable.
 
   Overwhelmed, I bucked my hips, gasping, trying to catch my breath and swallow at the same time. I dug my heels into Jackie’s back, locking her into an embrace, pressing her hard into my sex. I reached down and seized a fistful of her hair, rocking, panting. “Oh, don’t stop. Don’t stop.”
 
   She didn’t. She held on tight and kept her tongue deep inside my pussy. I grabbed a second handful of hair, thrusting my hips high in the air, riding her relentless lashing of my sore clit. I snorted.  
 
   Jackie made slurping noises. 
 
   “Oh, oh, oh,” I moaned as my orgasm struck. I thrashed about, pumping my hips, squeezing my legs around Jackie’s head, and riding the wave as I twisted and turned and squirmed. My release came along with a low, throaty snort. “Oh, God!”
 
   Jackie held on and sucked my clit until I crashed back down on the couch, wheezing like I’d just run a marathon. Finally, she released her mouth’s hold on my pussy, lavishing my thighs with warm, wet kisses. I reached down and rubbed my sensitive clit, shuddering from the touch and the feel of my ex-sister-in-law hugging my legs and kissing my flesh and breathing hot puffs of breath onto my aching sex.
 
   “Oh my God. Oh my God,” I said, over and over as my breathing returned to something near normal. When Jackie pulled me up into a sitting position and hugged me, I said, “That was fucking fantastic.”
 
   Jackie urged me off the couch, and took me by the hand. “Let’s go into the bedroom.”
 
   “There’s more?” I asked, getting to my feet on trembling legs.
 
   “Oh, Sis. That was just the beginning.”
 
   In the bedroom she told me to get up on the bed, to sit on my knees facing the headboard. I did as she asked. I was ready to do anything for her now. Behind me, she ran her fingers down my bare back, from my shoulder blades down to the top of my ass. Like fingernails down a chalkboard. I shivered, still not fully recovered from my just experienced, mind-blowing orgasm and already feeling the stirring of another passionate fire being stoked deep down inside me.
 
   Jackie climbed up on the bed behind me. She leaned me back so her body pressed against mine, her big heavy breasts firmly pressed into my bare back. I felt her nipples poking my through her nightie. From behind me she reached around and grasped my neck under my chin and turned my face so she could kiss my ear. I closed my eyes at the tenderness of her hold. Then she covered one of my breasts with her hand, cupping it. My little pink nipple reacted instantly to the attention lavished upon it.
 
   She showered me with kisses, on the slope of my neck, my cheek, back up to my earlobe, nipping and biting gently.
 
   “Jackie, I never thought…” 
 
   “Shush.” On hands and knees she crawled around me and lifted my arm up into the air. I draped it over the back of my head. She cupped my breast again, squeezed it, and kissed the nipple until it was hard and pointy. She flicked it with the tip of her tongue.
 
   When she stopped, she asked, “Are you getting wet for me again?”
 
   I panted. “I’m not sure I ever stopped.”
 
   “Turn around,” she said. When I did, she said, “Kiss me.”
 
   I did, sucking on her tongue and pulling it into my mouth. Kissing her was like nothing I’d ever experienced with anyone before, and I’d kissed a lot of guys in my lifetime. But never a woman and certainly never like this.
 
   As we kissed and our hands explored one another. I twisted Jackie around on the bed so she faced away from the headboard and then I forced her down. She sort of bounced on the mattress with a surprised giggle. “Oh, look who’s getting all aggressive now.”
 
   I crawled over her body, straddling her on all fours, my face inches away from hers. I held her wrists down, pinning her to the bed. “Maybe you’ll regret what you started,” I said.
 
   With a glint in her eye, she popped her head up and gave me a quick peck on the lips. “I don’t think so.’
 
   I licked and kissed her cheek, encouraged by Jackie’s increased breathing. I rocked my hips and jiggling my tight, tiny tits across Jackie’s nightie, feeling her nipples stroke mine.
 
   “That’s it,” Jackie said, “Rub that pussy of yours against mine.”
 
   I did as she asked, happy to be schooled by my older, big sister-in-law. Soon my pussy was sopping wet again.
 
   Jackie had her eyes closed, her face a serene mask of eroticism, her breath coming in fast little puffs from her pursed lips. I rocked my hips and Jackie gently lifted her butt to maximize the contact between us.
 
   Then I stopped and sat back onto the bed but still between her spread legs.
 
   Jackie opened her eyes and gave me a curiously and somewhat annoyed look.
 
   I smiled and seductively slipped two fingers between my lips, sucking them into my mouth while I wagged my eyebrows.
 
   “Really?” she said.
 
   I didn’t answer with words. Instead I pushed her nightie up past her hips and discovered Jackie nude underneath. Naughty, girl. She’d had this planned the whole time. She had a thick, wool brown patch of pubic hair and though her stomach wasn’t as flat and toned as mine, she was still attractively fit for her age, and anyone years younger. 
 
   Her sex gleamed wetly and I licked my lips. I’d never done anything like this before. I wet my fingers again and then rubbed them down the soft pink opening of her pussy. God, her flesh was so puffy and downy soft. Jackie’s body quivered from my touch.
 
   She sat up on her elbows to watch. 
 
   I rubbed her sex a few more times, spreading her soft, pink lips with my fingers, mesmerized by the glistening wet juices. I licked my lips at the sight.
 
   “Finger fuck me, Andrea,” Jackie whispered hoarsely. “Use two fingers.”
 
    With my palm upward I slipped my slick fingers into her hole, slowly and unsure of myself at first. Afraid I was doing it wrong or I’d somehow hurt her. But Jackie shuddered and her stomach muscles clenched tightly.
 
   “That’s it,” she said. “Now use your mouth. Put it on my clit.” She pulled back on the hood of her pussy, revealing her little pleasure button. “There.”
 
   With my own fingers buried deep inside her I leaned down and wrapped my lips around her clit, sucking it into my mouth. Her juices were tangy and warm. Forbidden and taboo. Intoxicating. I flicked the tip of my tongue around her little pink nub, suddenly hooked on eating pussy.
 
   Jackie’s face pinched and she bit down on her lips. Her entire body seized as I wiggled my fingers around inside her and sucked hard on her clit. She grasped the side of my head but I ignored that. I continued to suck hard and strum my fingers inside her. Jackie bucked. Her body shook. Then suddenly she sat straight up and slapped her hands down to the bed, clutching the sheets. 
 
   Her soft moans grew loud and trembling, then became a long, steady gasp. “That it. Use you tongue. Flick it. Oh, yeah.”
 
   My head bobbed up and down as Jackie tightened up, her body caught in the throes of a climax. Her oh, oh, oh turned into a snarled, “Yes. Yes. Yes!”
 
   With a final thrust she shoved her crotch hard upward as she scooted to a sitting position against the headboard. I heard it bang against the wall. I didn’t let go. Her body as tight as a piano wire, she screamed. Then her hips dropped and still I relentlessly lapped at her pussy and shoved my wriggling fingers as deep inside her as I could go.
 
   “Oh, that was so good. So good. Oh, God.”
 
   Jackie grabbed a fistful of my hair. I didn’t know if she wanted me to stop or keep going.
 
   I kept going. Then she grabbed both sides of my face and still I kept going. I licked her up and down, faster and faster, knowing her clit had to be so fucking sensitive at that point any contact would send her to the moon. I knew mine was again.
 
   “What are you doing?” she panted. “Trying to make me come again?”
 
   Uh huh, I mumbled with the tip of my tongue tapping her clit again.
 
   She pushed her groin harder into me. “Don’t stop, then. Don’t stop.” 
 
   She twisted to one side. I could feel the swell building again inside her. Her legs and my chin were slick with pussy juice. “Like that,” she urged. “Just like that. Oh Andrea, you’re so beautiful.”
 
   Then it struck her again. Her second orgasm. With a sudden buck her body went rigid and she threw her head back, banging it on the headboard. “Oh, yes!”
 
   As she rode out her orgasm I released my hold on her clit and only gently pumped my finger in and out of her pussy. Shudder after shudder washed through Jackie’s body. She clutched and released the sheets and clenched and released her ass, squirming against the sheets under us until her body went limp with a final, shuddering sigh.
 
   I crawled up alongside her and flopped down on my side facing her. I propped my elbow on a pillow and my head up on my hand and stared at her.
 
   Breathless, Jackie scooted closer to me, her nightie still on but bunched up around her waist. “That was incredible.”
 
   I traced a finger along her face as I tucked a lock a frizzy hair behind her ear. “I think I already said that.”
 
   “I think you were right.” She smiled, as tired and I hoped as satisfied as I was.
 
   As I lay there looking at her and she looked back, I traced a finger down the sloping valley of her breasts, poking my finger under the nightie. I said, “So, you think the next time I might get a chance to see those magnificent breasts of yours?”
 
   She pecked my cheek with a wet sloppy kiss. “Sis, you can count on it.”
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