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“This isn’t going to be
too weird for you, is it?” I asked, carrying my small suitcase
through the front door of Chloe’s apartment. She took a step back,
giving me room to get through the narrow foyer before taking the
suitcase from me.

“No. Of course not,” My
ex-daughter-in-law said. She closed the door behind us before
giving me a big hug.

It had been a few years since I’d seen
her. She had on a pair of tight white shorts and a black top with
spaghetti straps. It revealed her midriff and had a plunging
neckline that fully accentuated her rather impressive cleavage.
Chloe had grown a little thick in the hips in the time since I saw
her last, but then who was I to say?

On the wrong side of fifty, I’d done
my best in the fight to stay fit, and had mostly won—so far—but my
age was catching up to me. Everything was just a little bit softer,
rounder, less firm.

Dressed as I was in an old
loose-fitting housedress and thin white cardigan sweater, I had my
hair piled up in a sloppy bun on top of my head. That probably
didn’t do a lot to project vibrant, youthful woman to anyone. They
were comfortable traveling clothes and the five-hour drive hardly
demanded my finest outfit and my best makeup.

But now, in the presence of the
bubbly, smiling Chloe, I sort of regretted not stopping earlier and
freshening up before arriving.

Chloe took me by the hand and led me
into the living room. “The place isn’t much, small, and I’ve only
got the one bedroom, but I think it’s great.”

I looked around.

The living room was small but there
was space at one end for a dining room table. Beside it, a galley
kitchen. And there were sliding doors out to a small deck. She had
white lights strung around the railing. The furniture was simple,
functional, but tasteful. The air smelled of cinnamon scented
candles, which burned on top of a fake fireplace beside the large
screen TV.

“It’s lovely,” I told her and meant
it.

She clasped her hands together and
bounced on her toes with a happy squeal. “I’m so glad you like
it.”

“Come on.” She directed me to the
kitchen. “I opened a bottle of wine.”

She poured two glasses of red wine and
we toasted. “I’m so glad you’re here, Nora. I’ve missed
you.”

“I’ve missed you too, honey.” We
hugged again and then drank.

Married to my Stevie for five years,
their relationship ended in divorce two years ago. I had been upset
about the breakup. I adored Chloe, loved her like a daughter. Had
thought of them as the perfect together. But one never knows what’s
going on inside a marriage, and it wasn’t my place to pry. The
split had been amicable, they both assured me. For the best. I took
them at their word, telling them all that mattered was that they
were happy. Each had assured me they were.

Still, Chloe and I had fallen out of
touch. Certainly understandable, but I regretted that very
much.

She and Stevie continued to live and
work in the city, though now in separate places, of course. I
remained in the country house Stevie’s father had built for us.
Where we raised Stevie and he had his wedding ceremony in the
backyard, overseeing the small fishing pond. It had been a
beautiful venue. Unfortunately, Stevie’s dad missed it. The cancer
he fought most of his life took him a year before his son’s
wedding.

The wine was good.

“Are you sure this isn’t going to be
weird?” I asked again.

“Nora, it’s fine. I’ve got a king-size
bed. There’ll be plenty of room.”

“I meant going to the wedding? Your
ex-husband is getting married.”

“Stevie’s marrying my best friend,”
Chloe said. “If anything was going to be weird, it’d be that.” She
took a sip and swallowed her wine quickly. “And it’s not. I
introduced them. I’m the one who told them both to go for it. He’s
moving on. I’m cool with it.”

“And what about you? Have you moved
on?”

She refilled our glasses and went to
the front door where she picked up my suitcase. “Come on. I’ll show
you to the bedroom. It’s upstairs.”

I gulped my wine. “Um,
okay.”

“I’m sure you want to fresh up. And we
should get ready. The wedding’s in less than two hours. You can
bring that with you.” She pointed at the open bottle of
wine.

With glass and bottle in hand, I
followed her up the carpeted stairs to the bedroom.

“Oh, Chloe, this is darling,” I said
of the room with its soft pink walls and white trim.

“Thanks. I did a lot of the decorating
myself. You really like it?”

“I love it.”

She plopped the suitcase on the bed.
“Will you help me get ready?”

“Of course.”

“Yippee. Let’s see what you’re
wearing.”

I unzipped my suitcase and began to
pull my clothes and makeup bag from it. “What about you, Chloe?
Have you moved on?” I pried.

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t know. Are you dating? Is
there anyone serious in your life? Give me all the juicy
details.”

She laughed. “Not really. I date. Here
and there, but there’s no one special. Most of my focus has been on
work.”

We talked and dressed and drank while
doing each other’s makeup. Over the course of the next two hours we
polished off the bottle of wine and when we were done, we were all
dolled up and ready to go to the wedding.

“Perfect,” Chloe said as I clipped on
a pair of her dangling teardrop diamond earrings. She insisted I
wear them. She swore they went perfectly with my dress. She snaked
her arm around my waist and squeezed. “Now let’s go get that son of
yours married. Again.”

The ceremony had been beautiful. A
small reception with only close family and friends, about a hundred
people followed.

Christal—yes, like the
champagne—turned out to be a gorgeous bride.

I hadn’t met her before. A stunning
brunette with long corn silk like hair. Tall and lean, she’d been a
long-distance Olympian runner, having won a bronze medal in the
Tokyo games before an ankle injury sidelined her. This was her
second marriage as well. She wore white, but not a traditional
wedding gown. Stevie looked handsome and nervous in his black
tuxedo.

I hoped two was the charm.

At one point during the ceremony I
glanced at Chloe beside me. She dabbed a kerchief to the corner of
her blue eyes. I wondered if they were tears of joy or something
else. I leaned over and whispered, “Are you okay?”

She nodded and forced a smile.
“Weddings always make me cry.”

“Is that all?”

She squeezed my arm. “Yes. I’m fine. I
promise.”

I smiled back. Not so sure.

After the church service, the bride’s
mom gave us directions to her home, where the small reception was
to be held. A lovely woman named Casandra. She was the spitting
image of her daughter. They had the same long, straight corn silk
black hair. The small lean physique that made me a little bit
jealous if I were to be honest.

Casandra’s home turned out to be a
five-acre estate on a riverbank north of the city.

With a flute of champagne in hand, I
asked Chloe, “How rich is she?”

“Casandra? Rich. Very
rich.”

Over the course of the evening, I lost
track of Chloe as she mingled with old friends and spent time
catching up with Casandra and Christal, her best friend since the
first grade. As the evening wore on, Stevie introduced me to his
friends and to his bride’s extended family and friends. There was
much drinking, dancing, and laughing into the wee hours of the
morning.

When I thought I couldn’t stay on my
feet any longer, even bare for most of the evening, my arches were
killing me. I asked Stevie if he’d known where Chloe had gone off
to. He hadn’t and so I set out to find her as the crowd dwindled
and the time to leave grew near.

The bedroom door where coats and
purses had been put was closed. I knocked and peeked in, but the
room was empty.

I found the next door along the
hallway agape. I eased the door open and soon my mouth was agape,
too. The second bedroom was illuminated by a single bedside table
lamp. The covers on the bed were made but rumpled as if someone or
several someones had rolled around on top of it after it was made.
And from what I was seeing someone definitely had.

At first I blink, thinking I was
seeing things, too much wine or imagination, but the hallucination
didn’t go away.

Inside the room, Chloe and the tall,
lithe Casandra were locked in a deep embrace. Kissing. But that
wasn’t all. Chloe was stripped down to her frilly pink bra and a
thong. The undergarments we picked out together just a few short
hours earlier.

Casandra was still dressed in her
skirt and blouse, the top buttons revealingly unbuttoned. She sat
on the edge of the bed and turned Chloe around. Admiring her body.
She ran her hands over the younger girl’s stomach, down her thighs,
over her ass and her boobs, then between her inner thigh. She
kissed the nape of Chloe’s neck as the girl leaned back against
her.

The older woman’s roving hands reached
up and seized Chloe’s breasts, giving them a healthy squeeze. Chloe
twisted around and drew Casandra’s kissing mouth to her own.
Tongues were suddenly involved, and moaning.

With eyes closed, Chloe groaned,
encouragingly, wantonly. She turned, facing the older woman, whose
hands roamed over her bare ass and up her back. Together, they made
wet, slurpy, kissy sounds. Chloe hiked Casandra’s skirt up and
Casandra guided the younger girl’s hand to her crotch, cupping her
sex through the cotton white panties she wore
underneath.

They rubbed. They kissed.

Then Chloe dropped to her knees, her
hands all over Casandra’s thighs. Casandra unbuttoned her tight
blouse. Her bra-encased boobs erupted over the white lace cups. She
rubbed them while Chloe shook her face against the white cotton
panel of the older woman’s panties. Casandra’s breathing quickened
as Chloe dragged the panties down her legs.

Casandra stood up and stepped out of
them, revealing a dark, trimmed bush.

Chloe tossed the panties to the
floor.

Casandra sat back down on the edge of
the bed. She turned to one side and propped her foot up onto the
covers. The spiked heel of her pumps pressed into the rumbled
covers, her sex exposed to Chloe, and over the young girl’s
shoulder, to me.

Chloe ran her fingertips over the
woman’s exposed inner thighs. Casandra finger-combed her dark
pussy. Chloe teased her, traversing the tip of her tongue around
Casandra’s sex but not quite touching it. Teasing.

Casandra looked down at her, watching,
her eyes half-closed, biting her lower lip.

I put a hand to my
mouth: Oh my God!

Chloe ran a wet finger over the
woman’s pink lips. Casandra cooed. Then the young girl used her
tongue. Casandra moaned, approvingly.

And I found myself
strangely turned on. I’ve never been int girls, but oh my God.

Chloe slurped and rolled her head,
circling her tongue around the woman’s opening, flicking it against
her clit. Each time, eliciting a sharp intake of air from
Casandra.

Soon Casandra threw her head back,
moaning and gasping, “Oh, yes.”

I felt a stirring of my own as the
woman’s breathing became more rapid, her eyes closed tighter, as
Chloe pressed her face hard into Casandra’s snatch, bringing the
older woman to orgasm.

Her mouth open. “Um. Um. Um. Oh. Oh.
I’m, I’m, I’m coming. I’m coming! Ahhhh. Ahhh. Ahh.”

When it was over, she drew Chloe up to
her feet, pulling her along her half-prone body. She pulled the
young girl into an embrace, showering her mouth with kisses. Her
hands grabbing her bare ass, squeezing her cheeks hard and pulling
her body tightly against her.

Chloe ran her hands through the
woman’s hair, fisting it.

Casandra finger-combed Chloe’s hair,
holding her head, kissing her and not letting go.

I heard something behind
me.

I quickly stepped away from the
partially open door, eased it closed, as Stevie rounded the corner
coming down the hallway toward me.

“Did you find Chloe yet?” he
asked.

“Um, no.” I cleared my throat,
stepping away from the door. “No. Not yet.”

“She’s gotta be around somewhere.” He
reached out and grabbed my hand. “In the meantime, Christal’s
father and stepmom are leaving. They wanted to say
goodbye.”

“Of course.” With a parting look at
the closed door, I allowed him to pull me back toward the party.
There I remained, saying goodbye to guests and thanking them for
attending until Chloe reappeared.

She asked if I was ready to
go.

I was. We said our own goodbyes. When
I air kissed Casandra’s cheek, I couldn’t miss the intoxicating
scent of sex that mixed with her perfume. Something I hadn’t
experienced since long before my husband’s death. I found myself
wondering if she’s returned the oral favor to Chloe. And wondering
what it might be like, performing cunnilingus on the girl, my
pretty young ex-daughter-in-law. When the thought struck,
accompanied by a discomforting pang in the pit of my stomach, I
wondered; was that guilt or jealousy?

----

During the ride home I was quiet. I
didn’t mean to be, yet Chloe picked up on it just the same. As she
jiggled her keys unlocking her apartment door, she asked, “Are you
okay?”

Inside, I said, “I’m fine.
Why?”

“I don’t know. You seemed…on the way
home you were awfully quiet.”

“Tired. I guess.” I forced a smile.
“It’s been a long day. And I drank a lot.” I put my hand to my
forehead to demonstrate.

Chloe laughed. “Didn’t we
all.”

“I guess I do have a question though.”
I covered my mouth with both hands as if trying to stop the words
that had just escaped my lips.

“Yes?” She twisted a strand of hair,
looking suddenly very young and innocent.

“I know growing up you and Christal
were best friends, and that you even lived with them for a
while.”

“Yes.”

“I guess what I’m asking…I don’t know
how to say this. How, um, close were you and Christal’s mom,
Casandra?”

Chloe tugged at the hem of her dress,
not in a nervous way, but more of a provocative one. “How do you
mean?”

“I, um,” wringing my hands, “okay. I
saw you two in the bedroom.”

“I know.”

I blinked, shocked. “You
know?”

“I saw you, too. Watching.” She
stepped in closer to me. “In the mirror across the
room.”

I cupped my hands over my mouth. “Oh
my God.”

She patted my arm. “It’s okay.
Cassandra and I. We’ve had a…thing going, off and on, for
years.”

“Really.”

“Sure. We don’t like see each or date
or anything like that. But for special occasions, like tonight. We,
um, sometimes hookup. Get together.”

“You two are, what do they call it?” I
asked. “Friends with benefits.”

She smiled “Sure. Something like
that.”

“And Christal?”

“No. She’s straight.”

“I, um, see.” Another step closer and
suddenly Chloe had invaded my personal space. “Is that what
happened between you and Stevie?”

“Sort of. I mean he was understanding
about my feelings. When he found out, caught me. He tried to be
cool about it. But he got jealous. He knew I couldn’t change who I
was. He didn’t want me to, that’s what I love about him. We broke
up, but we’re still friends. We just couldn’t be, you know,
married.”

“I see,” I said, though I wasn’t sure
I did.

“What about you?” she
asked.

“What do you mean, what about
me?”

“Did you like what you saw? You kept
watching for a long time.”

I didn’t tell her I would’ve watched
longer if Stevie hadn’t interrupted me.

“It’s okay,” Chloe said. “I liked that
you saw. That you know the truth now.” She grabbed my wrists and
pushed my arms up over head. I took a step back and bounced into
the wall behind me.

“Chloe, what are you
doing?”

She released my arms and ran her hands
along my waist then up along my sides coming close but not quite
touching my breasts. “I’ve always had a bit of a girl crush on you,
Nora.”

“On me?”

“Sure.” Her hands rubbed over my
breasts quickly then up and over my bare shoulders and down my
arms. Her touch on my bare skin sent shivers through me.

“I don’t, Chloe. I don’t think this is
a good idea.”

“What isn’t?” she asked, trying to
sound innocent. “What do you think I’m going to do?”

“I, I don’t know.” I tried to sidestep
around her. My foot hit the bottom step of the stairs leading up to
the bedroom and I plopped down onto the carpeted step.

Chloe dropped down to her knees on the
lower step in front of me. We were face to face. I could smell her
perfume. And yes, the lingering scent of her recent lovemaking, I
was sure of it.

She leaned forward, her hands on my
bare thighs, and kissed my mouth.

Before I knew what I was doing, I was
kissing her back. My hands on her warm cheeks. When the tip of her
tongue touched my lips, I regained my sense. I pushed her back.
“Chloe, honey, we can’t do this.”

“Why not?”

“Because. Because you married my son.
I’m your mother-in-law.”

“Ex,” she said. “And not even that
anymore. Not really. Not only are Stevie and I divorced; he’s
remarried now, too. You and me,” she pulled me in for another kiss,
“we’re just friends.”

This time I let her tongue slip
between my lips before I pulled away, again. “This is too
weird.”

“When was the last time,” she asked,
her hands cupping and squeezing my breasts.

“Last time what?” My breath catching
in my throat. I grabbed her wrists but didn’t remove her hands from
my boobs.

“Sex, dummy.”

“I. um.” I swallowed hard. “I don’t
remember.”

“Then that definitely too long.” More
kisses.

“And never—oh man—never with a
woman.”

“That needs correcting then,” she said
between more smooches.

“Oh, I don’t know,” I mumbled, even as
our tongues wagged about, filling our mouths.

I started to put a hand on her breasts
but at the last second stopped myself, caressing her cheek with it
instead. Why was I…I’d never been attracted to women
before.

Chloe demonstrated no such restraint.
She ran her fingers along the strap of my dress. She reached behind
my neck and untied the knot back there. The front of my dress
dropped to my waist, revealing my nude breasts with their thick
brown nipples, now stiff like ripe fruit. She cupped my breasts.
The feel of her hands against my naked flesh went a long way to
crumbling any resistance I felt.

When she kissed my nipple, I
moaned.

She ran the tip of her tongue around
my areola.

I ran the tip of my tongue over my
lips. How long had it been? Years certainly. With a woman?
Never.

Then she sat back and pushed my dress
up over my hips, exposing my plain, sensible, black panties. I sat.
My legs spread. She ran a finger under the elastic of the leg hole,
tugging them to one side.

“Oh, Chloe. No.”

“You liked what you saw tonight,
didn’t you?”

“I, um, yes.”

“It turned you on?”

“Yes,” I breathed, leaning
back against the steps, supporting myself with my
elbows.

She pulled my panties to one side,
exposing my sex. The elastic digging into my flesh.

“What Casandra and I did. You want
some?”

“Yes,” I gasped, then quickly said,
“No.”

She ran a finger through my quivering
lips. “You’re wet.”

“I…”

“Your panties are damp.” She rubbed
her finger over my sex then wormed it slowly between my lips,
parting them, inserting her finger inside me.

I gasped. “Oh, Jesus.”

She peeled my lips back with her other
hand and kept pushing her finger inside me, pushing deeper and
deeper. My mouth went dry and I could barely breathe. “Oh,
Chloe.”

“You’re turned on?”

“I am,” I whispered.

“Want me to stop?”

“No.” I rubbed my hands over my
breasts, squeezed them. My excited nipples were like little brown
pebbles. Chloe kissed my inner thigh, near my knee and worked her
way slowly, wetly, toward my snatch. When her mouth reached my sex,
I gasped and collapsed the rest of the way on the steps. Her
practiced tongue went to work on me. All I could do was moan and
pant for air.

Her tongue flicked against my clit. I
gasped. My body jerked. “OH!”

“That feel good?” she asked, her voice
muffled against my pussy.

“Oh, God, yes.”

Her head bobbed up and down. Her
tongue raked my sex, licking up and down, flicking and nosily
kissing my clit which sent a lightning bolt of…of… pleasure through
my body. “Oh, Chloe.”

I cupped her head and stroked her
beautiful hair.

I started to moan, but that was when
Chloe stopped. She sat back, smiling at me with an evil glint in
her eye. “I don’t want you to come too quickly.”

Panting and intrigued, I said, “What
else do you have in mind?”

“Maybe start by going somewhere more
comfortable. If you want?”

I sat up. I clasped my hands on both
sides of her face, I pulled her in, and I gave her a chaise kiss on
the lips. Even that little peck was enough to leave a lingering
taste of my own pussy on my lips. “I do, but Chloe…”

“Yes?”

“I’ve never…been with a woman
before.”

She took me by the hand and we stood
up. She smiled. “That’s okay. I’ll tell you what to do. Let’s go
upstairs.”

Chloe led, holding my hand against her
full round ass. My legs wobbled, weak and unsteady because of the
amount of booze I’d consumed. We reached the bedroom.

She sat me on the edge of the bed and
undressed in front of me, in the most provocative way. She lowered
the top of her dress, revealing to me her breasts. Before that
moment, I’d never seen them before. They were plump, but not overly
large. They were capped with pink nipples on wide areolas. Chloe
took my hand and pressed my palms against them.

She rubbed them around and pushed them
closer into me while she slowly, rhythmically gyrated her
hips.

“You want to kiss them?” she
asked.

“I, I guess so.” I’d never before been
attracted to a woman, not in this way, but at that moment, after
what I’d seen Chloe and Casandra doing earlier, what my
daughter-in-law—ex—did to me downstairs, I leaned in and eagerly
kissed her nipples, rubbing my tongue around her thick areolas, the
way I enjoyed getting my nipples kissed and licked.

Her bare legs rubbed against my inner
thighs as she writhed and wiggled as she turned around, swaying, as
if dancing to imaginary music. She leaned over and pushed her big
round butt at me. “Push up my dress.”

I did so only to discover her thong
was gone. “Where are your panties?”

She looked coyly over her shoulder and
covered her mouth with her hand. “Oops. I must have left them at
Casandra’s.”

She giggled as I rubbed my hands over
her bare skin. Then she sat down on me, leaned back against me and
rotated her hips, grinding her bare butt against my crotch. I
reached around and cupped her breasts. “Is this what they call a
lap dance?”

“Uh huh.”

“Where’d you lean to do
that?”

“I worked at a club for a while.”
Still gyrating. “In college. Paid my way through school and no debt
afterwards.”

She pulled her hair back and offered
me the nape of her neck. I kissed it and she snuggled in closer to
me, cooing like a satisfied kitten.

I kissed her neck and caressed her
breasts and even swooped down and ran my hands over her bald
pussy—what a nasty girl she was. I opened my legs further, her
circling and grinding, got me hotter and hornier as we went. Her
dress was all bunched up around her waist now. Her ass against my
damp black panties.

When I thought I wouldn’t be able to
stand it anymore she got off me and turned around, faced me again.
Her breathing as heavy as mine, she wiggled her dress down over her
wide hips.

“Take a look,” she said.

Then she pushed me back on the bed and
climbed over me, showering my mouth with kisses. Her naked body
pressed against me, squirming and getting me more aroused than I’d
been in years, maybe ever. Her breasts pressed against mine,
squeezing them, rubbing them. My nipples stiffened in
response.

I ran my hands over her body, her bare
back, her hips, her bubble butt. Then I rolled her over. On top of
her now, I pushed her arms over her head. I kissed her mouth. So
full and supple. I kissed her nipples. I ran my hands over her
sides, her hips, her thighs. I kissed her stomach, but didn’t move
below her belly button.

Too nervous to take that next step, to
go that far. Not just yet.

But I got close enough to take a
whiff. Her scent was intoxicating.

Then I stood back. The moment of true.
My dress half off.

Chloe sat up. She reached out and
touched them. Kissed them.

I shimmied the rest of the way out of
my dress. Curious, and fearful how she’d react to the seeing all of
my fifty-plus-year-old body. Not that I had anything to be ashamed
of. My stomach was still tight. My skin didn’t sag. I did some sort
of workout every day.

Chloe leaned back on her arms. Her
eyes roamed over my body while I stood in only a pair of black
panties, self-conscious, in front of this woman, this girl, only
half my age. She ogled me and a smile spread across her
face.

“Oh my,” she said
approvingly.

She scooted forward on the bed and
kissed and licked my nipples. The kiss-kissy sounds she made drove
me wild, made me warm and wet. I rolled my panties off my hips,
down my thighs, kicking them off but leaving my black leather pumps
on, feeing wickedly dirty doing so.

She worked her tongue against my
nipples, getting them wet and hard, looking up at me with sexy,
seductive eyes. I caressed her breasts and rubbed my sex against
her stomach. She had the cutest little muffin top roll.

Then I forced her back on the bed, the
way she’d done to me, feeling confident, encouraged. I hung my
boobs over her face, letting her continue to lick and tease them
with her tongue. In a husky voice, I whispered, “I want to go down
on you. Can I?”

“Of course.”

“I’ve never done anything like that
before.”

“It’s okay.”

“Okay.”

She climbed further back on the bed
and opened her legs. Her bald snatch was pink and fresh. Her skin
baby soft. I snaked my arms around her bent legs and lowered my
face, my tongue out, excited and scared to take my first taste of a
woman’s pussy.

I kissed her petal-soft lips. She
giggled.

I touched her sex with the tip of my
tongue, tentatively. Chloe cupped my head, stroking my hair. “It’s
okay.”

With a little more gusto, I ran my
tongue over her lips, splitting them, tasting her. Warm. Tangy.
Delicious. Chloe moaned.

She leaned back on her elbows,
watching me. Her hair tucked behind her ears.

“Is that good?” I asked.

Chloe nodded. “Uh huh.”

I kept doing it. Her head lolled back.
Her eyes closed. “That’s it. That’s it.”

I worked my tongue around her lips,
moving it fast, glancing up over her body, trying to gauge how I
was doing. From Chloe’s increased moaning and breathless pants, I
figured not bad. I found and kissed the tender hood protecting her
clit, I suckled it, pulling at it gently with my lips.

Each time I flicked my tongue against
her little button, she gasped.

I reached up over her body, cupped her
breasts, squeezed, caressed them, my tongue moving faster, more
insistent against her clit. Her breathing became more urgent. She
squirmed under me. I’d never gone down on a woman before, but I’d
experienced enough orgasms to notice one gathering inside my
daughter-in-law. Ex.

“That’s it, that’s it,” she
moaned.

“Am I doing good?” I asked without
looking up, without stopping.

“Uh huh.”

Chloe put her hands behind her knees
and drew her legs up. “Use your fingers, Nora. Use your
fingers.”

I rubbed my wet fingers along her
swollen lips. She moaned. I used my tongue on her clit then rubbed
my fingers over her some more. She moaned louder and faster. I
pushed my finger inside and she clutched up, gasping. “Oh,
Yes.”

Slowly I pushed my finger in and out
while I licked and sucked on her clit.

“Uh, that feels so good.”

“Does it?” I wiggled my
finger.

She jerked. “Oh, yes.”

Then she said, “Come up
here.”

I climbed up her body and gave her
nipples a kiss. First one and then the other. Then I kissed her
mouth, lolling my tongue around inside her mouth. She instructed me
to roll over. I did. She twisted around and climbed over me.
Straddling me, with her hips over my face, she dropped her head
down between my legs. Her tongue ran along my wet sex. I did the
same to the lovely bald pussy hovering over my face.

Doing so, I rubbed my hands over her
body, over her hips and ass, then I plunged my tongue into her
hole, like a little, spongy dick. She worked her tongue into my
hole, too. I could barely breathe. I took a break, replacing my
tongue with a finger. Chloe did the same. A shiver shot through me.
My entire body quivered.

It had been so long since I’d
orgasmed, I’d almost didn’t realize what was happening.

Chloe wiggled her finger around inside
me. I clenched my ass, rotated my hips, pressed my crotch against
her face and finger. My moaning had become one long groan.
“Ohhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh!”

I munched on Chloe’s pussy, teasing
her clit with the tip of my tongue, feeling her body quiver, her
arms and legs shake as her orgasm gripped her at the same time as
mine. She moaned, low and long. “Ah, ah, ahhhhhhhh!”

She kept working her fingers inside
me, it felt like two now. I squirmed, rocking my hips until the
tsunami of my orgasm washed over me and left me spent. Chloe rolled
off to the side, panting. Her stomach heaving. “Oh my God, Nora.
That was fantastic.”

I reached out for her. “Come here.
Kiss me.”

She did, leaning her body against
mine. Our flesh warm, and glowing. She put her hand on my breast. I
rubbed the back side of her upper arm. “Did you like
that?”

“I did.”

“You’re not just saying?”

She kissed me. Her hand still
caressing my breast.

“It was everything I dreamed it would
be.”

I leaned in and kissed the slope of
her breast. I finger-combed her hair from her face, feeling sated,
but drowsy and spent. I kissed her mouth a second time. My eyelids
closed.

-----

The next morning, I woke up with the
bedroom bright with sunlight. I immediately noticed two things: my
head throbbed like an invisible vise was squeezing it and I was
naked under the covers while spooning Chloe’s naked
body.

I blinked sleep from my eyes and held
my hand to my forehead. It did nothing to relieve the ache. Chloe
stirred and rolled over. She yawned. When she opened her eyes, she
seemed surprised to see me. That made two of us.

“Nora?”

“Chloe. Did we?” Vague flashes of
memory popped into my head, like the flashbulb from a camera.
Bright. Disturbing. Relentless.

She said, “I think we did.”

I sat up, pulling the covers up to my
chin, covering myself. “Oh God…I can’t believe this.”

She sat up, rubbing her eyes and
looking as hungover as I felt. She put a hand on my wrist. “It’s
okay.”

“It most certainly is not,” I snapped.
“You’re my daughter-in-law.” I’m sure that had been an argument I
made the night before, not that it dissuaded either of us
apparently. My mouth tasted like cotton. The smell of sex permeated
the air. “Oh, God,” I said again. “And can you cover
up?”

“It’s not a big deal, Nora,” Chloe
insisted, but she did pull the covers up, clutching them between
her breasts.

“You’re my—”

She cut me off. “I’m not. Not anymore.
Stevie got married. Remember?”

“Did you tell me that last night? It
sounds familiar.”

“It’s because it’s true,” Chloe
insisted. “Think of us as just friends.”

“You were married to my son for five
years.”

“But I’m not anymore.”

She had a point. I clung to that like
a life raft. “I…you don’t understand. I’ve never been…you
know…”

“With a woman before. I know. You told
me.” She squeezed my wrist. “I’m glad I was your first.”

I pulled my hand away, then
immediately apologized. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be…It’s not
you. It’s just a lot to…take in. I can’t not see you as my
daughter-in-law. As my son’s wife.”

“But I’m not,” she
insisted.

“I know, but,” I sighed. “It’s not
that easy to forget.”

“Maybe we should eat. Get some coffee.
Maybe we’ll see things a little differently.”

“Good idea,” I said. “Especially the
coffee. That sounds really good.”

Chloe rolled out of bed, dropping the
covers. I caught sight of her nicely-shaped boobs, her bald pussy.
I watched her bare ass jiggle as she strolled out of the
room.

I covered my eyes. “Oh,
God.”

I don’t know how long I sat there, but
eventually the smell of coffee from downstairs got me motivated to
get up. I climbed out of bed, discovering I still had one black
leather pump still on. I kicked it off. In the bathroom I found a
robe and put it on.

In the kitchen, Chloe—who’d dressed in
a bikini top and flowered shorts—had bacon sizzling in a frying pan
and a carton of eggs set out on the counter. The coffee tasted good
as I popped two aspirin and nervously pulled on the sash of my
borrowed robe, yanking it tighter and tighter, to make sure it
couldn’t possibly gape open.

“We should talk about last night,” I
said, sipping my coffee.

Chloe turned to me. “There’s really
nothing to talk about, Nora. I had fun. I enjoyed it. But if all
you want,” she sipped coffee too, “is for it be some one-night
stand, that’s fine.”

“That makes it sound so…so
cheap.”

She stepped closer to me. “Are you
saying you want our…relationship to be something more?”

“No. I mean…” I put a hand on her arm.
“Its all just so much. You being my daughter-in-law.”

“Ex.”

“Ex-daughter-in-law. And being a
woman.”

She battered her eyes like an old time
Hollywood starlet. “Why thank you for noticing.”

“A beautiful woman.”

She twisted her hips back and forth.
“Gee.” A little more serious, she said, “It’s no big thing, Nora.
We hooked up. No one’s got to know. It doesn’t need to mean
anything.”

“But it does, honey. It changes
everything. How I feel.”

She moved closer, put a hand on my
arm. “How you feel? Can I tell you a secret?” She put her coffee
cup down and took mine from my hand, putting it on the kitchen
counter next to hers. “I’ve always had feelings for you. A thing,
if you will.”

“You have?”

“Sure. Ever since we met, I had a girl
crush on you. I thought about what, about how something like last
night could happen. I imagined you with some of the women I’ve been
with over the years.”

“You have?”

“Sure. Last night, you seemed to like
it.”

I ran my hand through my bed head,
pushed it from my face. “I think I did. What I
remember.”

Chloe deftly untied my sash. When she
pushed the robe off my shoulders and down to the floor, I didn’t
stop her. She was a master at seduction, I decided. I had a wicked
headache, but I didn’t have being drunk as an excuse this time. She
was so young. So beautiful.

And it had been so long for
me.

She rubbed her hands over my breasts.
My nipples ripened as a flood of last night’s memories returned.
She kissed and sucked on my nipples. My resolve
evaporated.

“What was so wrong with it after all?”
she asked.

I finger-combed her hair back, my
entire body suddenly tingling with anticipation. At that moment, I
couldn’t think of a single thing. Still, I asked, “Are you sure
about this, Chloe?”

“Uh huh.”

I drew her face away from my nipple,
from my breasts. I kissed her, our tongues meeting. I roamed my
hands over her breasts, felt the nipples under her bikini top
poking out through the thin material. She encouraged me with her
moaning as I kissed her neck, the slope of her breasts, and then
pulled her bikini top down, revealing her stiff nipple to my hungry
mouth. She leaned back against the counter, arched her back. I
squeezed her breasts together, kissed her cleavage, kissed her
nipples, licking them as her breathing shallowed.

“You like doing that, don’t
you?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Me, too.”

“I’m so horny,” I said.

She said, “Me, too. The hell with
breakfast.” She snapped the burner off under the bacon.

I took her by the hand. “Come on back
to bed.”

“Are you sure, Nora?”

“Yes, honey. I’ve never been more sure
of anything in my life.” I pulled her past me and spanked her butt.
“Now get up those stairs before I take you over my
knee.”

She giggled and smiled. “Sure. We can
do that, too.”

 


♥♥♥
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