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There’s this girl at work, Sheila.
She’s a relatively new employee working in our AP Department. A
nice girl, fresh out of college, young, pretty, smart. Very
energetic. I’d even go so far as to call her perky. When I first
hired her, we talked over coffee and pastries, a ritual I do with
all my new hires. I knew she was fresh out of college, that she
lived on her own with a roommate not far from the office, and that
she had great auburn hair with goldenrod highlights.

Beyond that, we didn’t interact much,
until that afternoon when she knocked on my open office door. “Mrs.
Johnson?”

Doing paperwork. I looked up, taking
my reading glasses off. Seeing it was her put a smile on my face.
There was that something about her…

“Yes, Sheila?” She
appeared a bit distressed. Worry in her hazel-colored eyes. I put
my pen down. “Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah, sure. It’s
just…” She stepped into my office wringing her hands. She had on a
gray skirt and a peachy, button-down blouse. It was a pretty outfit
for a pretty girl. Her hair tied in a ponytail.

“I shouldn’t be bothering
you with this.” She turned, started to leave.

“Something’s wrong. What
is it, hon?”

“It’s not a big deal,
really, but I don’t really know anyone else here that…”

“Just tell me, Sheila.
Whatever it is, I’m sure I can help.”

“Thank you, Mrs.
Johnson.”

I smiled. “And you don’t need to keep
calling me Mrs. Johnson. We’re very informal around here. Amy is
fine.”

“Oh. Okay, Amy. I…it’s
just my car’s in the shop, getting worked on. I got a ride into
work this morning, but my girlfriend can’t pick me up like she said
she would.”

“Girlfriend?” Did she mean
girl friend or girlfriend? In my head I heard the HR manager
admonishing me. Sexual orientation is not
of your business and should never be discussed. Remember your
tolerance and sensitivity training.

“Forget I said that. You,
you’re…” I cleared my throat. “You’re saying you need a ride
home?”

“Yes. Do you know anyone—”
She nervously fidgeted.

“That’s no problem. I’ll
be happy to give you a lift.”

“You? No,” Sheila said. “I
just was wondering, if you knew someone who maybe lived near me,
someone I could ask...”

“Nonsense,” I said. “You
live just a few blocks away from me. It’s on my way.”

“You know where I live?”
Her expression was hard to read. Was she flattered I knew or did
she think I was some kind of creepy stalker lady? A woman who’d
already insinuated the girl might be a lesbian by the way she said;
girlfriend.

“You told me where you
lived when we spoke over coffee. During your orientation,
remember?”

“Oh, right. Of course.”
She smiled. “You’re sure it’s okay, Mrs. Johnson? I don’t want to
put you out or anything?”

“It’s fine, Sheila. I’m
happy to do it.”

“Thank you, Mrs.
Johnson.”

“And it’s Amy. Please. All
that Mrs. Johnson stuff made me feel old.” Which at fifty-five I
definitely was not. The new forty-five, I reminded
myself.

“Of course…Amy.” She
forced another smile. “Thank you so much.”

She left and I watched her go. Staring
actually, before I felt my face flush, realizing my gaze was locked
on her tight little ass as it swished seductively under that
hip-hugging gray skirt of hers.

 


After work that evening I pulled my
car up to the employee entrance and waited for Sheila to come out.
All afternoon I found myself thinking about the girl. Like I’d
said, she was young and pretty, perky, but we had a lot of young
and pretty girls at work. There was something…different about her,
appealing…

And it’s not like I’m interested in
girls. I’m not.

And even if I were—which I’m not—those
days were behind me. I’m a fifty-five-year-old widower who’d been
married for thirty years…to a man. He was the love of my life, my
soulmate, until the cancer ravaged his body and took him from me
three years earlier. Fucking cancer.

But the way she’d
said: girlfriend.
It stuck with me. Like the chorus of a favorite song, playing over
and over. I had no idea why.

The door opened.

Smiling and bubbly, Sheila slipped
into the passenger seat and pulled the door closed. “I can’t tell
you again how much I appreciate this, Mrs. Johnson.”

“Amy,” I insisted, putting
the car into gear. I pulled out of the parking lot and into
traffic. “It’s no bother at all, Sheila.”

As we drove, Sheila talked about how
much she liked her job and working for me, even though I wasn’t her
direct boss. There was a supervisor between us. And she went on
about her college days and how much she missed them. She’d
graduated less than a year ago.

Wait until your college days are
thirty years in the rearview mirror, sweetie. Then come talk to me.
But I liked listening to her go on.

“Over there.” She pointed
through the window at a low, two-story apartment complex. “To the
right.”

It was late fall, and so night arrived
early. The sky already a deep purple.

The photo-sensitive parking lights had
come on in the gathering twilight. Small maple saplings dotted
lined the green space between the curb and sidewalk. Their leaves
had turned red and orange and yellow but still clung stubbornly to
their branches. They shimmered in a gentle breeze. The dappled
streetlamp light shifted playfully across the dashboard.

I eased the car into an empty space.
The brakes of my old sedan squealed to a stop. With the car in
park, the headlights reflected over a low cinderblock wall
surrounding the building ahead. The dashboard lights filled the
car’s interior with an ethereal glow.

“Here we are,” I
said.

“Here we are,” Sheila
repeated. She made no move to get out. Her face awash in the
dashboard lights. She stared at the white headlight reflecting off
the wall ahead of us.

The silence between us grew. I was
about to ask Sheila if she was okay when she shifted suddenly in
her seat. The seat squeaked where the bare skin of the back of her
legs rubbed against the leather.

She stared at me. “Mrs.
Johnson?”

“Yes, Sheila?” I’d given
up on the whole call me Amy thing.

“Thanks for giving me a
ride home.”

“You’re welcome, sweetie.
Anytime.”

She threw her arms out and wrapped
them around me in an unexpected hug.

Taken by surprise. “Uh,
okay.”

In the front seat of the car, it was
awkward but I leaned over, banging my elbow against the steering
wheel in the process, and embraced her back.

A petite girl, Sheila felt small in my
arms. I started to pull back but Sheila held on to me, as if afraid
to let go. Later she told me, she was gathering her courage.
Working up the nerve to do what she did next.

As she started to pull away, her cheek
against mine, rather than pull straight back, she turned her head,
sweeping her lips across my mouth. A warm chaste kiss, that felt
almost accidental, until it wasn’t. Sheila opened her mouth. Her
tongue raked across my lips, and as I opened my mouth to protest,
across my front teeth.

I pushed back. “Sheila!”

“I’m sorry,” she said,
flustered. “I just…I’ve wanted to do that. Ever since the day I met
you.”

“What?”

“I’m serious,” she
insisted. “It’s true.”

My girlfriend can’t pick
me up. I guess my instincts weren’t wrong
after all.

“This is…” It was my turn
to be flustered. “So inappropriate. I’m your boss. And over twice
your age and…and…I’m not even gay.” I looked at her. “A lesbian.
Whatever the correct term is these days.”

“You’ve never been with a
woman before?” she asked. “Someone as beautiful as you.”

“I was married. For thirty
years. To a man.”

“You didn’t answer my
question. Never?”

“No,” I lied. Sort of.
There was this one time when I was really young, but I digress.
Sheila didn’t need to know about that. Would only complicate things
more. “No.”

“Ever thought about it?”
she asked.

The interior of the car was getting
stuffy. The heater blasted warm air through the vents. I wanted to
wave my hand over my face, fan myself. “Sheila. I’m flattered. But,
I’m old enough to be your mother, probably older than
that.”

“I know.” The corner of
her pretty mouth twitched. A smile. “It’s great, right?

I mean, I’ve always been into older women. They’re strong,
confident. Put together. Like you. And you still haven’t answered
my question. Ever thought about it?”

I sighed. “Well, of course, I’ve
thought about it. Every woman does at some point.”

“What about now? Aren’t I
pretty enough?”

“Oh my God, of course, you
are. You’re beautiful.”

Late October and I had a sudden urge
to turn on the air conditioner. That and to knock back a really
strong drink. She reached out and combed a stray lock of my blond
hair behind my ear, staring adorningly at me as she did so. The
feel of her finger rubbing along my ear sent a warm shiver through
me.

“Sheila, even if I wanted
to—and I’m not saying I do—it wouldn’t be right. My age, for one
thing.”

“I don’t care about
that.”

“And I’m your boss,” I
said, then hastily added, “I’ve never and am not a—”

She leaned in close to me. The leather
seat squeaked under her again. “We could change that.” The citrusy
cedarwood scent of her perfume tickled my nose. Her arm wrapped
around my shoulders. She pulled me in, kissed me again. Open-mouth.
Wet. Full of tongue. My hand found its way to the nape of her neck.
Her streaked auburn hair was full and thick.

It had been so long since…

John had been so sick. And it wasn’t
like I was opposed to the lifestyle. With that thought, I closed my
eyes and suddenly found myself kissing her back. She moaned, a
happy sound, and we made wet, kissy-smacky noises.

As we kissed, Sheila’s hand rubbed
over my bare leg. Like her, I wore a skirt. Office dress code. Her
touch on my skin was electrifying. She palmed one of my boobs and
her tongue plunged deeper inside my mouth.

What are you doing?
The words screamed inside my brain, directed at
me and at her.

But I knew the answer. It had been so
long, too long. John had fought the cancer for ten years before it
finally took him. For years before he’d finally succumb, he’d
hadn’t had the strength for sex, much less anything else. I had
accepted that, of course. But, now, after all those years without,
I had needs, desires, longings, that I wanted satisfied.

A girl, I thought, deciding at that
moment, why not? Any port in the storm. Not that Sheila wasn’t
beautiful and sexy and wantonly enticing. And I’ve watched lesbian
porn videos, enjoyed them while taking care of business on my own
and with things battery-operated. But, until that moment, I’d
accepted that to be the extent of my sex life, too old for anything
more and not really interested in developing a new relationship.
Being with another man, that wouldn’t felt like cheating. But, a
woman…

I wore a blazer over my
blouse.

Sheila unbuttoned it.

I went to pull it off and banged my
elbow on the steering wheel again. Through the pain, I peeled the
blazer off my arms. My blouse was sleeveless, revealing fleshier
arms than I would have liked. Sheila didn’t seem to notice or if
she did, didn’t care. She helped me untangle the blazer from my
wrists, turning the sleeves inside out and kissing me all the
while.

She took my hand and pressed it
against her breast. Smaller than mine, I could feel the lace bra
she wore under her blouse. Black, so it was visible through her
peach-colored blouse. Together we fiddled with the buttons to get
them open. She tugged her blouse out from her waistband. Tangled
up, she banged her arm against the dashboard. She twisted in the
tight space and banged her elbow against the closed window. The
glass already starting to fog.

“Ouch,” she said playfully
with a giggle as we stripped the blouse from her body.

I rubbed my hands over her skin,
across her bare back, and down her arms, then over the slope of her
breasts. She kissed the side of my neck and again cupped one of my
overly large breasts. The one good thing about putting on a few
extra pounds over the years, it gave me big, fleshy boobs. I always
wore my blouses a bit too tight and a button lower than many
thought appropriate. Sheila took full advantage of my exposed
cleavage now as she kissed the fleshy deep valley formed between my
boobs.

I tossed my head back and bit my lower
lips. “Oh.”

A too long forgotten warmth stirred
deep inside me. Like the rings from a plunked stone on a pool of
warm water, it spread through me. Warming me, exciting me, making
me breathless.

Sheila stopped kissing me long enough
to unbutton my blouse. She peeled the material aside, revealing my
expensive red-silk push-up bra. She cupped the massive breasts they
contained and kissed the bubbling creamy white flesh between the
deep valley of my cleavage.

I squirmed, shifting position. I
banged my knees against the console.

She leaned in awkwardly, moving to
avoid the gearshift between us.

Headlights swept through the car’s
interior. I froze, like a criminal caught in the middle of a crime.
A car entered the parking lot behind us. I watched without moving
as the dark car passed and found a spot several spaces away from us
to park in. The headlights went out.

“Relax,” Sheila whispered
in my ear. Her breath hot against my skin.

“I’m fifty-five years old,
making out in a car like some horny teenager.” I whispered it like
someone might hear us outside the car.

“You’re horny?”

“Yes,” I admitted,
breathless.

“We’re not doing anything
wrong.”

“I know, but…”

A car door slammed and the driver a
few spaces down—a woman—carrying a bag of groceries and fidgeting
with her keys walked by. She locked her car with the fob. The
lights flashed and the horn beeped.

“Sheila,” I said after the
woman had passed. “Maybe we shouldn’t be doing this.”

I was getting cold feet. She looked at
me like a scolded child. “Doesn’t it feel good?”

“It feels…wonderful,” I
admitted. “It’s only that…”

“We can go upstairs,”
Sheila suggested.

“You mean…your
apartment?”

“Of course.”

“What about your
girlfriend?” I asked, assuming they lived together.

She smiled. “Oh, I don’t have a
girlfriend. We broke up months again. I took the bus to work
today.”

I felt my mouth drop open as the
lightbulb in my head flashed. “You planned this the whole
thing?”

“Yes.” Her smile faltered.
“You’re not mad? Are you?”

“I should be,” I said
sternly, but then let my expression soften. “But I’m not. I’m
flattered. This is…something I never expected to
happen.”

She smiled brightly. “Then come on.
Let’s go upstairs and I’ll really rock your world.”

We scrambled around the interior of
the car reclaiming our discarded clothes. We grabbed them without
concern about getting properly dressed and exited the car. I locked
the car with the key fob and we ran for the building entrance, our
blouses open and our shirttails fluttering. The autumn air cool and
crisp, the leaves in the trees rustling.

I clutched my blazer to my chest as we
stepped into the elevator. Sheila hit the call button for the third
floor but the doors didn’t close until after the woman with the
groceries stepped inside, clutching a handful of mail with her
grocery bag.

The elevator closed and started its
ascent.

The woman eyed us from the corner of
her eye. She gave us a disapproving look. I was sure my face was
beet red. Sheila kept looking at me and trying not to laugh. She
succeeded mostly.

We reached the second floor and the
woman stepped out. Over her shoulder, she said, “Enjoy your
evening.”

Sheila called out. “I’m sure we
will.”

When the doors closed again, she burst
out laughing.

“Oh my God,” I said. “I’m
mortified.”

“Don’t be. Who cares what
she thinks? Besides, she’s probably jealous. Be thinking about us
all evening, wishing she was us.”

“It’s just I’ve never done
anything like this before. Not even when I was young.”

The elevator arrived on the third
floor. Sheila took me by the hand and led me to her apartment door.
“I think you’re in for a lot of ‘I’ve never done that before’
moments before this night is over.”

She shouldered her way through the
stubbornly stuck door and pulled me inside. I slammed the door
closed behind us.

 


Inside was a tiny, but cute,
one-bedroom apartment. We went down a short hallway that opened up
into a big living room-dining room-kitchen combination that had a
sliding glass door out to a balcony. The glass door
closed.

“This is nice,” I
said.

But Sheila wasn’t into small talk. She
took the bunched-up blazer from my hands and tossed it aside. “You
won’t need this.” Then she slipped my unbuttoned blouse down my
arms. It dropped to the floor. “Or that.”

She was moving fast and I wasn’t sure
I could keep up.

“The bedroom’s down the
hall on the right. I’ll make some drinks and join you in a
minute.”

“Uh, okay.” The girl was
barely old enough to drink.

I went down the hall and found the
bedroom. Like the rest of the apartment, it was small but nicely
decorated with white furniture and a queen-size bed covered with a
flower-print comforter and a bunch of pillows piled up against the
headboard. The room smelled like lilacs.

I looked around, not sure what to
do.

Stay dressed, such as I was? Get
undressed? Sit at the makeup table chair? Climb onto the bed? Climb
under the covers?

I’ve never been one for indecision,
but suddenly I felt paralyzed.

Self-conscious and still not sure what
to do as I heard glasses clinking and ice rattling from the
kitchen, I climbed onto the bed. I’d never had a one-night stand
before—and outside of that one time, nothing even remotely close to
a lesbian encounter—I chose to remain above the covers. I leaned my
back against the pillows and I crossed my legs at the ankle. I
fluffed out my hair. Then folded my hands over my bare stomach.
Then unfolded them. Nervous. Was that what this was: a one-night
stand? Or did Sheila expect more? If so, what? A
relationship?

I re-crossed my legs and then kicked
off my shoes. They thudded to the carpeted floor.

As I waited, I felt an anxiety attack
starting to build. I don’t get them often, but sitting there,
feeling vulnerable and foolish, one was definitely coming on. I’d
just made the decision to get up and leave, to collect my clothes
and make my excuses when Sheila appeared in the doorway, drinks in
hand.

“Hey.”

“Hey, yourself,” I said
nervously, feeling like a tongue-tied idiot.

She came around to the side of the
bed. I watched her approach. She’d removed her blouse and wore only
her black bra—it was lace—and her gray skirt. Her legs were toned
and athletic. Runner’s legs, I thought. She hadn’t taken her black
pumps off yet.

She handed me one crystal goblet and
set hers down on the nightstand. The glass was cool and wet, sweaty
from the ice and amber liquor. I took a sip. Bourbon.

Sheila sat on the edge of the bed.
“You okay?”

“Sure, why wouldn’t I
be?”

“I don’t know. You seem a
little nervous.”

“I am,” I admitted. I
hoisted the glass. “But not ‘drink this whole thing down in one
gulp’ nervous.”

She laughed. A musical sound. “I’m
glad.” She put her hand on my arm. Long, sensual fingers. French
tipped nails, one with a flower petal design. “I know you’ve never
done anything like this.”

“That’s not exactly true,”
I admitted taking another sip of whiskey.

With shocked amusement, she said,
“It’s not!”

“There was this time,
once, when I was in college. I bartended at a club. Closing up one
night, it was late, a woman came in. Older, chic. I never learned
her name. She asked me if I’d have a drink with her.”

“Did you?” Sheila asked,
sitting down on the bed beside me.

“I did. We went over to a
booth. She sat sort of behind me. We drank and talked about nothing
special. She played with my hair. It was feathered and big. That
was the in-thing back then. She slipped my dress off my shoulder
and asked if I’d ever been with a woman before. I told her no. She
asked if I was curious, and I said, maybe. It was the eighties
after all. She pulled the top of my dress down. I wasn’t wearing a
bra. Again. The eighties. I sort of tried to stop her.”

“Sort of?” Sheila
asked.

“I pushed her away.
Looking back, it was a halfhearted attempt. She kissed my neck and
then my bare shoulder. I remember the smell of her hairspray like
it was yesterday. She ran a circle around my nipple with her
fingertip, then she kissed it. Then she started to kiss my mouth.
That was the first, and only time I’d ever kissed another woman
like that.”

“Until tonight,” Sheila
said.

“Until tonight. This
woman, she peeled her top down and showed me her breasts. And then
she said, ‘Let me show you my pussy.’”

“Just like that?” Sheila
asked.

“Just like that,” I said,
lost to the memory. “She sat back and hiked up her skirt. She
wasn’t wearing any panties. Her pussy was thick and hairy, a
natural brunette. She ran her fingers through her dark forest of
hair…”

I stopped speaking.

Sheila stared at me, he expression one
of anticipation. “Then what happened?”

“The lights snapped on. My
manager had come back to lock up—he didn’t trust the bartenders
with keys to the place—and caught us. He took me into the back,
yelling. He fired me. By the time I collected my things from my
locker and went out front again, the woman was gone.”

“You never saw her
again?”

“No. Not ever.”

“And you were never with
other women?”

I shook my head. “I met John, my
husband, soon after and never much thought about it
again.”

“Liar.”

I smiled. “Well, sometimes,
sure.”

Sheila took my drink from me and put
it next to hers on the nightstand. Then she leaned in close to me.
“Well, don’t worry. No one’s going to be interrupting us
tonight.”

Her perfume had a fruity floral scent.
She clasped a hand around the back of my neck and pulled me in for
a kiss. Her lips were soft as rose petals. Warm and moist.
Delicate.

We kept kissing. Her hand roamed over
my boobs, still contained by my push up bra. We wagged our tongues
playfully and made more smoochy sounds. She leaned in against me. I
could feel her breasts pressing against my boobs.

Her hand caressed my belly, scrunched
up because of the way I laid, inclined, against the pillows behind
us. A self-conscious pang of panic struck me, as I mentally
comparing myself to Sheila’s twenty-something-year-old body.
Luckily the self-doubt was fleeting.

Soon Sheila’s hand moved south. She
rubbed my sex through my clothes. I moaned. It felt so good. I ran
my hand over her shoulder and down her arm, then over her breasts.
Small but like her, perky. Sheila pulled back and rubbed her hands
up my inner thighs, under my skirt. She hooked her fingers under
the elastic band of my red silk panties and pulled them down my
legs. Then, fully in charge, she hiked my skirt up over my hips,
exposing my sex.

I held my fists together in nervous
tight balls in front of my face, squeezing them tightly, like a
little kid anticipating a big Christmas surprise.

Then she pulled away. A
tease.

“First,” Sheila said. “Why
don’t you take off that bra. Let me see what you’ve been
hiding.”

I sat forward and reached behind my
back. With trembling fingers, I unsnapped my bra. I let it slide
down my arms and tossed it off the bed.

Sheila smiled appreciatively.
“Beautiful.”

“Thank you.”

“I wish I had big breasts
like you.”

“Yours are just fine,” I
told her. “Trust me.”

She climbed onto the bed and ran her
hand up my thigh again. Her gaze bright with desire. Her touch was
warm and light and turned my insides liquid. She laid down between
my legs and put her face into my sex. She kissed and then lick my
wet pussy lips.

I tossed my head back and sucked in a
breath. “Oh. Oh!”

She kissed and licked, the tip of her
tongue lovingly, teasingly, running the length of my sex, but
without penetrating deeply. I grabbed my boobs, arched my back, and
moaned. “That feels so good.” She squirmed on the bed, moving
closer to me, deeper between my legs. I rubbed my boobs. “Oh,
Sheila.”

“You like that,
Amy?”

“I do.” John didn’t enjoy
cunnilingus, so he didn’t do it often, even before he got
sick.

She found my clit with the tip of her
tongue. She circled it, flicking it gently while rubbing her thumb
up and down my wet lips. I continued to moan. She pressed her
tongue a little bit deeper with each licking pass. She was good.
Very, very good.

I’d worked my nipples until they were
thick hard pink pebbles.

“You taste so good,” she
said between licks.

I bit my lower lips. “Oh, oh, oh,
yes.”

My stomach clutched and my breathing
came in great gasps. I abandoned my grip on my boobs, and held the
sides of her head, holding her face in place. I rocked my hips,
half-sitting up as waves of pleasure bloomed from my sex, spreading
a wanton warmth through my body.

I was getting close. My orgasm growing
like a gathering storm. I wanted to come so badly. I need to come
so badly. I was so ready…

And she stopped!

What?

She pulled back and ran her fingers
over her gleaming, wet mouth.

A mouth I wanted to kiss so
badly.

“I don’t want you coming,”
she added with a smile. “Yet.”

Sitting up, she reached behind her
back and unhooked her bra. She slid the black lace down her arms,
revealing her bare breasts to me. Petite, perky, beautiful, capped
with small pink nipples.

I sat up and leaned forward, pulling
her into an embrace. Always a take-charge woman, I kissed her lips,
tasting my tangy pussy juices on her mouth. Then I ran my tongue
around inside her mouth. A wet, sloppy kiss.

She took my hands in hers and placed
them over her breasts.

Warm. Firm. Her nipples pressed hard
into my palms.

“Ever since I met you,”
Sheila breathed between kisses. “I dreamed of doing
this.”

I took her by the shoulders and leaned
her back. “Lay back.”

I climbed over her and wrapped my
mouth around one of her hard nipples. I kissed and sucked and
rubbed my tongue around it. Not knowing what I was doing. Having
never done this before, I tried to do to her what I liked having
done to me. She clasped the back of my neck, holding me, not
letting me go. Watching me with half-closed eyes.

I moved to her other
breast.

Then I kissed her stomach, working my
way down to the elastic band of her skirt. I kissed her belly
button—pierced—then I hiked up her skirt. And gasped. She wasn’t
wearing any panties.

“Just like your friend,”
she said.

“You were like this all
day at work?”

She nodded with a big smile.
“Uh-huh.”

“You’re a naughty
girl.”

Her smile grew wider.
“Uh-huh.”

She had a small rose tattoo to the
right of her blond bush. I spread her legs apart. Then rubbed my
thumb over her wet lips. They gleamed in the dim light of the room.
I kissed the warm flesh around her sex, enjoying the musky scent of
her pussy. I flicked my tongue over her slit, tasting her tangy
juices. I almost came right then.

As I licked and kissed her, Sheila
closed her eyes and moaned.

Her breathing grew shallow. Her
intakes of breath grew sharper. Whatever I was doing seemed like it
was being well received. She pulled her lips back with her fingers.
“Ah, ah, ah. Oh.” Her one leg trembled.

Then I stopped, my turn to be a
tease.

She moaned, disappointed.

I climbed over her prone body, letting
my big boobs trail over her skin. I kissed her mouth. She kissed me
back. Wet and noisy. After some time, she pulled away, then pushed
me away. “Lay back.”

I did as she asked.

She shifted positions. The bedsprings
squeaked. I realized what she had in mind and adjusted how I laid
so that she could easily toss her leg over my head and straddle my
shoulders. She leaned forward and pushed my cocked legs apart.
Without another word, she lowered her hips until her sex was in my
face. Then I felt her mouth and tongue on my sex once
more.

I worked my tongue up into her sex,
licking her wet, tasty pussy, I probed her sex with my tongue,
poking it inside as I felt her doing the same to me. I didn’t know
about her, but I was so close to coming I could scream.

Her scent, her taste, her warm, slick
body squirming over mine. And the way she went down on me, the
things she was doing with her tongue—I shifted under her weight,
squirmed and rocked my hips, and moaned, “Oh, oh, oh.”

Sheila probably did this every night
but my dry spell—let’s just say it was a drought of epic
proportion. It was coming to an end and it was going to burst like
a dam bursting. “Oh, Sheila, Sheila.”

“Let it go. Come for me,
Amy. Come for me.”

She kept working my pussy, my clit,
with her mouth and tongue.

And my orgasm hit. I stiffened, raised
my ass off the bed. I bucked and screamed. “Oh, Yes.
Yes!”

I rocked my hips and Sheila shook her
face, her tongue inside me, munching.

My ass clenched and then finally,
explosively, my orgasm hit and then passed. “Oh my God!”

My body shuddered, jerked, and with a
gasping, breathless scream, I collapsed back onto the bed. All
while working my tongue and mouth around Sheila’s sex, licking,
panting, kissing, and sucking at her clit.

She clutched her arms around my legs
and started to moan. “Yes. Yes. Yes.”

Her breath against my hot sex, but
she’s mercifully she’d stopped licking. My pussy was too sensitive,
sore, and spent. I licked and poked. She urged me on. “Yes. Yes.
Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

I didn’t.

Not until she squeezed my legs as
tightly as I’d squeezed hers. Her body clutched; every muscle
contracted. She moaned in an incoherent cadence of; “Ugh, ugh, ugh,
ugh. Oh my God! Yes!”

Like me, seconds earlier, her body
tensed, shuddered, then relaxed, as if every ounce of energy had
been sucked from it. I felt her weight collapse onto me. “Oh my
God,” she exhaled. “Oh, shit.”

She rolled off me, off to my side
where she snuggled in against me the way a child—or a lover—would.
Our bare skin slick and warm against each other. Panting,
breathless, she rested an arm across my bare stomach. Sweat dotted
my brow and I too was out of breath, like I’d just run a
marathon.

“Oh my God, Amy. That
was…good.”

“Yes. I puffed. “It
was.”

She drew lines in my flesh with her
fingertips. I had my arm around her. Her head rested on my
shoulder. Her hair damp against my skin. “Was that
okay?”

“I…Jesus, yes. It was
great. Unexpected, but great.”

“And we’re
okay?”

“I am, yes.”

She looked up at me. “But us? Me and
you?”

I ran my hand up and down her arm.
“How do you mean?”

“Can we…should we do this
again?”

“You mean make it a
thing?” I asked. There was nearly a thirty-year difference between
us. “Make us a thing?”

She shifted, propped herself up on one
elbow. “I like you, Amy.”

“I like you,
too.”

“And this?”

“I liked it, too.” I
thought for a minute. How to frame the next question. “How do young
people do this? Do you date? Go steady?”

Sheila laughed. A musical sound. “Why
don’t we not get ahead of ourselves. Take it one step at a time. If
that’s okay?”

I thought about it, then said, “It
sounds okay.”

Sheila smiled big and broad. She
leaned over my body and grabbed our two glasses. She handed me one
and together we toasted.

I said, “You can’t tell anyone at
work,” I said. “There’s rules…”

“One step at a time,
Amy.”

We sipped our drinks. Then Sheila
said, “Want to do a sleepover?”

I smiled. “I’d like that.”

She said, “Me, too.”

 


♥♥♥
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