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1: This Can’t Be Good…
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When I woke up I stretched my arms, to find Don’s side of the bed empty, not a trace of warmth. I pulled myself up, about to get out of bed when the door opened. At the sight of him carrying a tray, laid out with coffee and an omelet, warmth flooded through me and I sank back into the pillows. I wouldn’t have to suffer through another day, alone, waiting for the doctor’s call.

“Good morning. How’s the hangover?” He set the tray on my lap and walked to the other side of the bed.

Oh yeah. I should be feeling a bit rough around the edges but, surprisingly my head was clear.

“I’m good. How about you? Shouldn’t you be at work?”

“Yeah, but I called in. Joe will cover the most pressing appointments; the others can wait. It’s more important to be with you right now.”  He lay back on the pillow and patted my leg. “Besides which, I’m tired. You really took a round out of me last night.”

I sat staring at the coffee in front of me and felt my throat constrict. The sex had been really good, a little out there, sexier. How many more times would we be able to do that? I sighed and let my head fall back, bump the headboard, staring at the ceiling. “Oh Don…”

“I know.” He leaned into me and put his arm over my shoulder. “Look, I’m calling her office and try to speed things up. This sitting, waiting is not doing either of us any good.”

The knot in my stomach loosened and I turned to face him. The look of concern in his eyes, and the set of his mouth, straight, take no prisoners, shot straight to my heart. We were a couple, and I could count on him to be there, no matter the outcome.

He glanced at the alarm clock and hopped out of bed. He grabbed the phone off the highboy and held it in his hand. “What’s the number?”

“634-0255.” My voice was barely more than a whisper.

His dark eyes narrowed as he punched in the numbers and then held the phone to his ear. It seemed that for too long a time, I had to be brave, be strong to handle any problem that came along. Right now, having him help, take charge of the situation meant a lot. I could almost believe that things WOULD work out.

“Hello. It’s Don O’Brien, Sara Elliott’s husband. I’m calling about the test results. Did Dr. Marker get them? We’d like to come in and talk to her.”

His head bobbed backward for a second and eyebrows raised. A blank look came over his face.

Oh no. What was going on?

“Thanks.” He clicked the phone off and his expression was serious when he looked at me. “She has the results. We’re seeing her in two hours. They were just about to call us.”

I exhaled slowly, unaware that I’d been holding my breath. Why would the doctor want to see me if the test was negative? All along, I’d had the secret hope that I’d get the call and she’d tell me it was just a cyst. But she wanted to speak with me in person. That couldn’t be good.


2: Life Is Short
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Don held my hand when we left the doctor’s office. The snow that had been in today’s forecast had started--wet, slushy flakes, destined to melt before Christmas. He pulled me along, navigating our way to the truck.

Inside, with the heater blasting on my feet and the windshield, he turned to me. Lines crossed his forehead and separated dark eyebrows, as his eyes focused on mine. “Sara, remember what she said—the ultra sound was inconclusive. It may still be a cyst. We’ve got to think positively on this.”

I shivered despite the fact that the truck was warm. “But if it was nothing, why did she schedule the biopsy for this afternoon? Oh God…” My hands covered my face and the tears flowed.

He pulled me into his arms and stroked my hair. “She’s a good doctor. Whatever the hell this is, she’s looking after it.” He pulled back from me and gently pried my hands away. “We’ve got an hour to kill. What do you want to do—get some lunch, just drive around…you name it.”

My stomach left like a solid block of concrete. I pursed my lips and exhaled loudly. “No, I couldn’t eat a bite. Why don’t we just drive? Maybe it’ll take my mind off this for a while.” I pulled a tissue from my purse and blew my nose. When I pulled the visor down to check my eyes, sure enough mascara was smudged under them.

As I wet my finger and tried to erase the raccoon look, Don drove the truck from the parking lot.

He glanced over at me and smiled. “When this is all over and the test shows it’s nothing,” he nodded his head up and down a few times, “I’m taking you out to dinner and then we’re going dancing.”

The thought of dancing, with this weight on my shoulders, made my legs weak. I glanced at him and my heart was full. I loved him so much watching him try to cheer me up, think positive. I took a deep breath and smiled in spite of my fear.

“If and when this is all over, and it turns out to be nothing, I’m going to make some changes in my life.”

His face was drawn, eyebrows pulled together when he looked at me. “Oh yeah? What kind of changes? You’re perfect now.” He reached over and rubbed my thigh.

The knot in my stomach loosened a little. “You’re sweet. I’m not perfect, not by a long shot.” I looked out the side window at the people on their lunch hours, trying to get some Christmas shopping in and also get something to eat. I knew what THAT was like at this time of year when the days leading up to Christmas started to fly by at warp speed.

I looked over at Don again. “One thing I’m going to do is slow down on the things that really don’t mean anything in the long run. You know, work, especially working overtime. Life’s too short.”

He glanced at me and then back to the road, nodding his head.

“I want to have more fun. Do crazy, exciting things and laugh—be more ME than I’ve been in years.” I used to be like that in high school, before I married Jeff. What happened to me? I sighed. Life happened to me.

It’d been a bit of a struggle after the divorce and I HAD to be careful…careful with money, looking after the house, meeting men.

Careful, really boiled down to one thing—fear.

But aside from the obvious now, fear of the Big ‘C’, what did I have to be fearful of? I had Don. We loved each other, had more than enough money and security...But there was something still missing.

“Okay, so you want to do crazy stuff…like what?” His head swiveled and eyes opened wider. “Are you talking about sex?”

I gulped a breath through lips that were parted and blinked a couple of times. Yeah. That was something which could get crazier, more fun and excitement between us. Our sex life was good, loving and always satisfying… but…

“Sara?” He glanced at me a couple of times. “What we did last night…you talking dirty, watching the video with the couples swapping…It WAS hot. Is that what you mean?”

I pictured us in bed, how turned on I’d been and felt a flutter low in my stomach. “Yeah. It was different,” I smiled at him, “a little dirty and naughty even. I’m ready to try it again. ”

He grinned at me and squeezed my leg. “More group sex videos? I’m in. I can download all the gangbang flicks you want.”

I squirmed in my seat at the sudden thrill that shot through my pussy. The thought of laying in bed with Don, watching porn was always pleasant but now, what we’d be seeing was even more exciting and…forbidden. This time it was my hand that stroked HIS thigh, rolling it ever north, not really surprised to find the chubby in his groin.

We turned a corner and I looked around, my stomach once more sinking through the trucks leather seat. The hospital and the test were just up ahead. Back to reality.

Don’s hand reached out and he stroked the back of my head. He was silent but his eyes communicated volumes. He was as worried about this as me.


3: It Doesn’t Matter, Don
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Once more I lay on the sterile white surface, arm draped up, behind my head, bare from the waist up. It was a different room, different ultra sound tech, even having Don present was different. Inside my guts were churning and my heart raced, the same as it had the first time.

The tech was a middle aged, pretty brunette with a warm, reassuring manner. She was about to squeeze the warmed gel onto my breast when the door opened and a doctor wearing green scrubs walked into the room.

“Mrs. Elliott.” He smiled at me while squeezing his portly body by the chair Don was sitting in, and finally stood next to the tech. “I’m Dr. Skylar.”

I murmured a small hi but couldn’t quite manage a smile.

He leaned close to the monitor where the image of the first scan, done a couple of days earlier, showed. He clicked on the mouse and the image became larger, focused more on the mass, or so it seemed to me. I watched his head tilt to the side and his eyebrows pull together. The tech paused with the tube of gel in her hand, her eyes also focused on the screen.

They exchanged a glance and his eyebrows rose.

My heart thundered in my chest.  “What’s wrong?”

Don rose and walked to the other side of the bed next to me.

“Let’s get a new image, Rose.” He turned to me and his mouth pulled up at the corner. “I’ll know better in a few minutes.”

Rose squirted the gel and applied the wand to my breast, rolling it slowly over the lump. Don held my hand and we watched the face of the tech and the doctor.

“Right there. Keep it there for just a few more seconds.” His voice was low, almost inaudible. He continued scanning the monitor for a few moments and turned to me. “There appears to be a lot of fluid in the mass which makes it more likely to me, that it’s a cyst we’re dealing with. The picture today shows that more clearly than the first set of images.”

I gasped and raised my head. “A cyst? Oh my God, that’s good news, right?” I felt Don’s hand squeeze mine and slowly exhaled, staring into the doctor’s dark eyes.

“Yes.” He nodded and gave me a tight lipped smile. “But just to be on the safe side, I’m going to take some fluid and tissue. Don’t worry, the freezing will hurt more than the needle, and it’s just a pin prick.”

I closed my eyes and for the first time took a really deep breathe, felt relief flood through my body.

“Why didn’t you guys see that the first time? She’s been a nervous wreck.” Don’s words were fired like bullets from a machine gun.

I opened my eyes and saw the set of his jaw, the muscle working.

“It doesn’t matter Don. This is good news.” I gripped his hand, straining upward from the pillow.

“Sometimes, just a couple of days makes a difference in something like this, to get a cleaner image.” The doctor held a syringe in his hand, squirted it and then injected it into my breast.

I jerked but it was probably more from the shock than actual pain. I’d had worse needles at the dentist.

“I’m going to use a thin needle to take some fluid. With the ultra sound I’ll be able to see the mass and get deep into it. It won’t take long.”

He pulled up a chair and reached to a tray of instruments to the left of him. That was when I turned to face Don. I don’t mind needles but I hate looking at them going into me.

Don’s eyes actually were watery looking down into mine. He blinked a few times and smiled.

“How long until I’ll know for sure?”  I turned my head and watched the doctor’s face.

He was focused on the monitor, watching it closely. “The pathology report takes a couple of days generally speaking. It will be sent to your doctor.”

“But you’re pretty sure it’s just a cyst right? How sure?” Don was direct but at least he wasn’t as angry sounding as he’d been.

“Well…I’m pretty sure it’s a cyst. If I had to put a percentage on it, I’d say ninety-five percent certainty, and if that’s the case, then your chances of any further complications are almost nil.” He sounded so casual.

My eyes filled with tears, but this time they were from relief. Thank you God. “Nil. Did you hear that, Don?”    

“Sure did.” His voice cracked and he leaned over and kissed my forehead, stayed there for a few extra beats. When he rose, there were tears spilling over onto his whiskery cheeks.

“Hey mister, you promised me dinner and dancing.” I bobbed my chin up, grinning up at him.

“First we’re going shopping—get something really special for you to wear.” He squeezed my hand and winked.


4: Slutty?
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When we got back to the truck, we held each other for a long time. The doctor hadn’t said for absolute certainty that the lump was a cyst… there was still the pathologist’s report but something told me that everything would work out fine.

Don eased back from me and his face was somber when he looked into my eyes. “I did some thinking about what you said earlier. You know, living for today, having more fun and excitement.” He held my cheek in his palm. “When I think of how scared we were…what could have happened—“

For just a moment my throat grew tight. “Still could, Don.”

“No way. That doctor looked like a pretty sharp guy. There’s no way he would have said anything, given us any false hope, if he didn’t know. You’re going to be okay.” He pushed a lock of hair that had fallen onto my face, back. “What’s more, you’re getting a really sexy dress for tonight. I’m going to show you off. Other guys are going to wish they were me.”

I grinned at him and took his hand, kissed the palm. “Then we’d be even. I know other women envy me when they see me with you. Look at that Laurie chick in the grocery store. And she’s not the only one. I see other women checking you out.”

“All I see is you.” He shifted in the seat and turned the engine on.

The snow had stopped, leaving a fresh blanket on the ground. Even though it was late in the day, the sun tried to make a showing, spreading glistening sparkles of light on the pristine surface. It was a day for new beginnings.

****

I slipped out of my coat and hung it up in the change room. The florescent lights overhead lighting the row of small cubicles usually bugged the hell out of me. It was a wonder anyone bought anything at all after seeing themselves in such horrid, glaring light.

I pulled the sweater over my head and then slipped my leather boots off. When I turned sideways, peering into the mirror, there was hardly any fullness in my tummy and my ass was still shapely and high. I wasn’t even going to bother checking out my boobs. They’d had more than enough attention in the past few days. All in all, I looked pretty good for a woman in her mid forties.

I slide the jeans over my hips and then reached for the first dress. It was red, low cut and tight enough to show every curve of my body. Don had picked it out. The ones I’d picked were more conservative, black, simple elegance.

When the dress was on, my mouth dropped open. Holy hell, it didn’t leave much to the imagination. A seam from the V of the neckline to the scalloped curve of the hem drawing high between my thighs, drew the lycra fabric tight. The cloth on both sides of that line puckered, the same way bathing suits designed to draw the eye to feminine detail are designed. And just like a bathing suit, the fabric clung to me, hugging every curve.

I opened the door and scampered out of the room, going out into the main store area as he’d requested.

His eyes, the gaping mouth and double take, told me I didn’t need to bother with the other dresses. He’d hit it out of the park, picking this dress. “Holy cow, Sara. That’s hot. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you in anything that short and the neckline…whoa Mama.”

I grinned at him and struck a pose, all Madonna like, hips thrust out and arm high in the air. To the left and behind him, a man, probably in his thirties out shopping with his wife, stopped mid-step, his head tilting to the side. His eyes roamed over my body, slowly down and then back up to my face. Oh my God. He’d gone beyond ogling and was in fantasy land.

Don turned to see what I was looking at and then faced me once more, a broad smile on his face. I saw the guy’s wife glare at me and then tug at her husband’s hand, dragging him away.

Wow! I pulled my shoulders back, girls pointing north and wiggled my hips walking back into the change room. A young guy, in his early thirties checking me out? Sure, guys often gave me the eye but this one…if he’d been a dog, he’d have been humping my leg!

In the cubicle, with the door closed, I looked at my reflection from my legs to my face, turning this way and that, as if seeing it for the first time. It was no wonder that Don and the young guy had reacted. I was fucking hot in this dress.

When I’d struck the pose, playful confidence had shone through, an effect I’d seen countless women display. Even women who weren’t all that pretty could catch a guy’s eye if they ACTED confident and desirable.  Sure I was pretty, I knew that. Flawless skin, high cheekbones and wide blue eyes. Hell, my body was almost as shapely as I’d been in my twenties.

I frowned into the mirror. When was the last time I flaunted, strutted my stuff? I clutched the soft red fabric of the dress to my breasts. Probably when I was in high school, with Phil.  And now, with Don, I was sexy (God knew I could match his sex drive and then some!) but I was never…what? Teasing? Enticing? Even Slutty?

Sure, sometimes I’d wear negligees, sheer wisps of gossamer, cloaking my body, but suggestive—kind of like the curve of a cheerleader’s thigh before the crease and swell of her ass. That had been as far I’d gone in the past while.

But this dress!  It blew past flirty, mainlining straight to seduction, as enticing as the dance of a stripper.  I just needed the heels of the ‘fuck me pumps’ to complete the message of the dress. 

Don enjoyed the sexiness of the dress and was delighted when the other guy had been turned on looking at me. That was going to happen more often. I may have to ditch my turtleneck sweaters, start buying tighter jeans, wear dresses more often…It was worth it to see the look on his face and…I smiled into the mirror…it made me feel good too.

After what I’d been through in the last few days, I sure as hell deserved to feel good.


5: Step One
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“A change would do you good.”

Yeah. Sing it Sheryl! Don’s arms went around my waist when I spun on the dance floor, my back and ass tucked into his body. We moved together, swaying our hips from side to side, my bum softly rubbing against his crotch.

The dance floor in the bar was half full, the DJ playing popular hits of the nineties to a crowd fast approaching middle age.  So what if it was Thursday night? A lot of people liked to get a jump start on the weekend. Me? I was getting a jump start on a new life!

Don was a great dancer and we moved well together. It was a toned down version of the dirty dancing we’d sometimes do when a song we both liked came on the music channel at home, dipping and diving in the kitchen.

From the corner of my eye, some of the other couples were smiling, watching us as they tried to keep the beat with their partner. And from the look in a couple of the guys’ eyes, it wasn’t my moves but the flash of thigh and cleavage that had their attention. Yeah, this was a great dress and I’d had just enough to drink to really show it off.

“Let’s take a break.” Don’s words were followed by his hand taking mine and a long scowl at the tall, dark haired guy who’d been giving me the eye.

He led me back to the table and once more gave the guy the evil eye before taking his seat.

“What’s wrong?” I eased close to him and put my hand on his thigh.

“Didn’t you see that guy? Fuck, he couldn’t keep his eyes off you. If I’d stayed up there I would have said something to him.” His eyebrow raised and a smirk appeared on his face before he raised a finger signaling to the waitress for another round.

I looked at the guy he was talking about. Sure he was pretty good looking, about our age give or take a year. Ahhh…Unlike the young guy in the department store, who’d been in his thirties and married to boot, this one, in Don’s eyes, was more of a threat.   

A smile spread on my lips. I couldn’t stop smiling, even though Don’s lips and eyebrows were straight lines, obviously pissed off.

“You don’t have to be jealous. There’s no other guy for me in this room, but you. Sure, that guy finds me attractive, and I’m flattered, don’t get me wrong… but, he can’t hold a candle to you.” My hand rose to stroke his face and I leaned into him and kissed his lips softly.

“Jesus, Sara, he was undressing you with his eyes. It’s a wonder his wife or girlfriend or whatever she is, didn’t slap him.” He shook his head, doing an eye roll.

The waitress appeared with another beer for him and a gin and tonic for me. Blonde curls fell over a toned, bare arm, and the low V of her blouse gaped, revealing a flash of ivory flesh and pink lace of her bra. Her gaze travelled down my bosom and stayed there for a couple of moments. When she looked into my eyes, her lips parted and there was just a twitch of her eyebrow.

I was frozen in my chair, spellbound, in her blue eyes. They were startling in the lightness, framed as they were with long dark lashes. She took the twenty that Don held up, only glancing away briefly to gather change from her pouch. When she turned to leave, the corner of her lip rose in a small smile.

My hand rose to my throat, feeling a tingle. “Don?” My voice was soft watching her walk away, the sway of the short pleated, plaid skirt, just barely covering the curve of her ass.

I looked at him and gave my head a small shake. He too, watched her walk away, eyes focused on her ass.

“Don!”

His eyes swiveled to me. “What?”

“The waitress…I think she was checking me out, kind of coming on to me.” There was a fluttery feeling in my stomach, my jaw almost on the floor.

This time he did a double take, his eyes narrowed. Slowly the corners of his mouth curled up, a slight shake of his head. “WHAT? You’re kidding.”

“NO!” I patted his arm as he reached for his glass of beer. “I’m serious! I don’t think I’ve ever had a woman check me out and give me the eye like that. She never so much as glanced at you! No, she was interested in me AND my boobs.”

Don sat back in his chair, still watching me, lips slack. He was silent for a few moments and there was kind of a glazed look in his eyes. “That’s sort of,” His eyes widened. “Hot.”

I leaned into him, head tilted. “What?” For a moment, my eyes closed and I shook my head from side to side. “Some guy ogles me on the dance floor and you’re ready to punch his lights out. Got it. The waitress, who’s not bad looking I might add, gives me the once over and it’s….HOT?”

“Yeah? Jeez Sara, the porn movies always have girl on girl action. Ask any guy and he’ll tell you how sexy that is, watching it.” His gaze wandered to my chest and his finger rose to stroke the curve of my breast. “Holy cow. Just today we were worried about this…and now…”

“Now they’re on display attracting ALL kinds of attention.” I started to laugh. My fingers rose, stroking through my hair, holding my head and still the laughter would not stop. What a crazy life.

“C’mon. Finish that drink and then let’s get out of here.” Don was chuckling too.

I took two big swallows and set the glass down. “I’d better hit the ladies room.”

On my way to the washroom, skirting the dance floor, I noticed the pretty, blonde waitress serving another table. As I passed by, she looked up and our eyes met. I gulped and held my breath, unable to look away.

Once more she checked me out, from the low neckline to the curve of my calf. When her gaze once more locked with mine, the smile that spread on her lips left absolutely no doubt in my mind.

I entered the hallway and saw the ‘Ladies’ room on the right. As I sat in the stall, relieving myself, her face was etched in my brain, the set of her lips, wide and full, high cheekbones and blush of her cheek. But it was the piercing blue eyes, speaking volumes, appraising and enticing me.

When I returned to the table Don rose and held my coat for me. I glanced around the bar as I slid my arms into the sleeves. The good looking guy who’d given me the eye on the dance floor was nowhere to be seen. He must have left.  Where was the waitress? I hated to admit it, even to myself, but it was really her that I was searching for.

We were a few feet from the door when she appeared, standing almost directly in front of me, forcing me to halt. My eyes opened almost as wide as my mouth.

“I’m working tomorrow night until ten. My name’s Ginny, by the way. I hope you’ll be here.” Her lower lip was sucked in, and she bit down gently, on it as she watched me. Me, not Don.

The silence seemed to hang as I struggled for words.

“Hi Ginny. I’m Don and this is Sara. We’ll try to be here, won’t we Sara?” Don grabbed her hand and shook it, glancing from her to me and back again.

“Yes.” My answer was automatic, hardly aware that I’d even spoken as I watched her.

They say that a journey begins with a single step. That yes was my first step.


6: Close Your Eyes
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We left the bar and my gaze ping-ponged from the sidewalk, the streetlight and the storefronts as we walked. Inside my head, I was as disjointed as my vision, trying to assess what had just happened and more importantly, now that the wheels were in motion—how did I really feel about this?

I gulped and held my breath. To say that I was nervous would be an understatement—I was scared silly, but… it was also exciting. I sneaked a glance up at Don, walking beside me, holding my arm.

He was unusually quiet. Was he already picturing this, some sort of sexual rendezvous with the waitress, with Ginny?

I didn’t have to ponder this very long, when he smiled down at me and started speaking. “You find her attractive, don’t you?” It was definitely a question, not a statement.

“Yeah. Who wouldn’t? She’s got gorgeous eyes, a nice smile, and in that outfit, the short tartan skirt and tailored blouse—she’s got a body to die for.” I squeezed his arm. “I caught you checking her out.”

My eyebrows drew together. Why didn’t that make me jealous? I sure as hell hadn’t like Laurie flirting with him in the grocery store. Ginny was younger, probably in her mid thirties, totally hot. He was probably picturing her naked, on a bed. But, I’d also be on that bed...with her. He wasn’t interested in her per se ; it was the excitement of a sex and what’s more, the bi part.

“Guilty. But, only because she was coming on to you.  I mean, I have more experience checking out women than you do.” He grinned down at me.

“Yeah, you’re a real Yoda. Thanks.” I smiled up at him to let him know it was okay.

We arrived at the truck and he opened the door for me, holding my elbow as I stepped up onto the rocker panel.  When he got in and started the engine, the radio started playing.

Katy Perry? ‘I Kissed A Girl And I Liked It’? My jaw dropped open and my head spun to look at him. We both started laughing at the same time.

****

We decided to have a nightcap, taking our drinks into the bedroom with us. It had been quite a week and then tonight…there was no way either of us was going to sleep right away. And work tomorrow, a Friday? Forget that.

I sat on the bed, still in my stockings and bra, sipping my drink as I watched Don get undressed. He stepped to his highboy and took the beer sitting there and climbed onto the soft down comforter beside me.

“I’m glad you said yes to going to that bar tomorrow. I mean it’s all well and good to THINK about this, but it takes nerve to actually DO it.” When he looked at me, there was almost a smug look in his eyes.

“I meant it when I said, things are going to be different.” My mouth pulled to the side and my fingers toyed with the rim of the glass. “But, it’s still kind of scary. I mean, I’ve never been with a woman.”

“Trust me, it’s fun.”

I punched his arm and scowled before returning his grin. 

“Seriously, did you ever…you know…experiment when you were a teenager with a girlfriend. Even just a kiss to see what it was like?” His eyes were soft looking at me.

“Once. Just once and I was only twelve. My girlfriend and I had never had a boyfriend. We weren’t allowed. One night, on a sleep-over we were talking about having a boyfriend, what it would be like. Well, one thing led to another and we tried kissing.” I glanced at him and saw the look of wonder in his eye. “NOT French kissing. Just simple lips on lips--that was all.”

He set the beer on his night table and then shifted down on the bed so that he lay on his side, arm supporting his head. His hand drifted to my thigh, stroked it softly. “So you never wondered what it would be like…later?”

I shook my head but then stopped. “Well, in the porn flicks, there’s a lot of lesbian stuff.” I paused for a beat while he continued rubbing my leg. “I’ve always found that--”

“Close your eyes.”

My eyebrows pulled together but the look on his face was serious and…playful all at the same time. I closed my eyes and waited.

His touch on my thigh became silken, edging higher and higher. “Imagine it’s Ginny laying here. She strokes your thigh, softly, just like this. Her fingers rise to touch your bare skin, slide to the warmth on the inside of your leg.”

His fingers drifted higher and higher until they rested in the hollow, just below my pussy.  His hand nudged my thigh, pushed my legs apart.

The small smile Ginny wore, her eyes devouring my cleavage while she bent forward, revealing the swell of her own breasts in the pink lace bra, filled my mind. My legs spread wider and I shifted, tilting my pelvis up.

His finger brushed the line of my furrow, sending shivers up my spine and a pleasant warmth to my clit. When the finger pushed into my opening, slid up through the folds of my pussy and stroked my little nub of pleasure I gasped at the jolt of lust that shot through me. The touch was gentle, slowly rolling over the surface.

My hand slipped inside the cup of my bra, fingers pinched the firm nipple there. Another wave of pleasure filled my pussy. If this was Ginny’s boob, what would that be like? My fingers spread to take in all of the flesh, pulling and kneading it in my palm.

Oh fuck. Hot, smooth sensation was now on my clit—a tongue licking the underside, flicking the sensitive nerves to the summit, rolling over and down again and again and again. Oh sweet Jesus, the tongue…HER tongue was good. My pelvis arched up seeking more, rolling against it, moaning in my ecstasy.

It was sooooo good, really intense but I needed more.

“I need your cock. Fuck me.” It was a plea and a command. Still my eyes remained closed and now the tall dark haired guy who’d given me the eye on the dance floor entered my mind.

The mouth left my cunt and after a few movements on the bed, there was pressure on my opening.

“What about Ginny? Her pussy needs attention.” Don’s voice was a whisper before his forefingers, spread slightly open pressed on my lips. Oh fuck, he was creating pussy lips, Ginny’s pussy on my mouth.

He thrust deep into me and my hand shot to my clit. It was so good and I was almost there.

“Lick her.” Another deep thrust, filling me to my throat it seemed.

The tip of my tongue, snaked between my lips, licking and flicking as my finger rubbed furiously on my clit. I could almost feel her thighs on the side of my head, my nose pressed into her mons, tongue vibrating her bud with a whir.

“Oh fuck, that’s it…keep doing that…” Don grunted, his hand now harder on my mouth, becoming lost in his own lust, grunting each time he pounded into me.

“Seeuch anuther cook” I tried to get the words out, thrashing my head away from his hand for a second. “Need another cock. To hold it, suck it.”

His forefingers curled and entered my mouth. I licked and sucked them like they were his cock- any cock, the guy in the bar…

“Oh Jesus…oh yeah…fuck,suck…AHHHHHH!” The final thrust held for a few seconds …cock pulsing as he strained forward…

Oh my God…I was lost on the wave of carnal, decadent lust…drowning in all consuming pleasure in my clit-cunt-cock. Sooo gooood.

Exhaling through pursed lips, I collapsed back onto the bed. “Oh fuck….”

Don’s eyes were mere slits above the gape of his mouth. He blinked a couple of times and grinned. “Yeah, I’ll second that. Oh fuck.”

He lowered his chest onto mine and kissed the tip of my nose. I placed my hands on his cheeks and pulled his mouth onto mine. I could taste myself on his lips, smell the musk of our passion. It was wonderful.

He rolled off and hugged my body into his, stroked my arm softly. “You really got me going saying those things…like we were in some kind of group sex thing…”

I lifted my head from his chest and looked into his eyes. “Me? You started it, talking about a woman, Ginny making out with me and then the hand over my mouth…”

“Yeah. I guess you can tell it’s a turn on for me.” He gave me that lopsided smile that I could never resist. “But if you don’t want to actually DO it…I mean it’s a hot fantasy here, between us and—“

My gaze lowered to his chest, and I laid my head down again. My lips pulled to the side as I considered what he’d said. Here was my out if I had second thoughts about going to the bar the next night and seeing where this took us. The thought of not going was worse than the nerves in my gut at the prospect of actually going through with it.

I shook my head and looked up at him. “No. I want to go to the bar, see what it’s like. If I chicken out at the last minute…well, that’ll be that. But I’ll never know unless I actually show up.”


7: Final Results—Now Or Never!
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The next day, I actually DID accomplish some Christmas shopping. Don went to work mid morning, just to check in and give the guys who worked for him their paychecks—well actually paystubs, since their money was already deposited into their account. He was like that, conscientious, one of the things I admired about him.

The shopping was easy, for now, just the gift certificates at the Mall as Elaine had suggested for her boys. What I really wanted to do was visit the women’s clothing stores, beef up my sexy wardrobe—dresses, tight pants and of course a colorful assortment of lingerie.

Late in the afternoon, I pulled into the driveway beside Don’s truck. He must have been watching for me because came right out and opened my car door.

“Hi.” When I looked at his face my heart almost stopped. He was pissed.

“Do you have your cell phone turned off?” The words were clipped and loud.

My mouth fell open and I scrambled in my purse for it. Oh my God. It was and there was a message.

“The doctor’s office called and left a message that they were trying to reach you.”

My stomach fell and my arms felt heavy holding the small phone. I punched in my number and held the phone to ear waiting for the message. When the low melodic voice of my Doctor came on, I held my breath.

‘…arrived this morning. The test results were negative for cancer. I would still like to see you next—“

I puffed air from deep inside and held the phone out to Don. “I’m good! No cancer, they got the results!”

He grabbed the phone from my hand and hit the button to replay it as I sat watching. Thank you God. Just that confirmation, a message was everything I needed to hear. We’d thought it would be okay from the radiologist yesterday, but hearing my OWN doctor confirm it…oh my God.

Don slipped the phone into the pocket of his shirt and took my hand, literally pulled me up and into his arms, holding me aloft and doing a semi circle swirl, holding me tight.

“Oh Sara. Thank God.” His lips pressed into my neck and he kissed me when he set me down.

We just looked at each other silently for a few moments, eyes filled with tears, but this time they were relief.

He shook his head to clear it and looked into the back seat of my compact. “What the hell? Did you buy out all the stores or just…” He flipped the lever and the front seat popped forward. “Wow. New lingerie…” He scooped up a few of the bags and leaned into me. “I expect a fashion show.”

I couldn’t stop the grin on my face or the warm feeling that flooded through my stomach. “I got some things for you too.”  I reached into the car for the final things and followed him into the house.

He turned and wiggled his eyebrows. “They’re ALL for me Baby.” Inside the warm kitchen, he set the bags on the table and helped me out of my coat. “Seriously, you didn’t buy me anything, did you?”

I smiled at him and rifled through the bags until I found it. With a sly grin, I held up a pair of leopard skin, bikini underwear for men.

His head eased back, lips drawn back baring his clenched teeth, pulling a face at the sight. “I’m more the boxer short type, Sara.”

I scooped up the bags and gave him a wink. “We’ll see about that.” I walked down the hall to the bedroom, exaggerating, just a little, the sway of my hips.

****

It was an ‘afternoon delight’ type day. The naughty fashion show and the thought of going to the bar later, a special invitation that Ginny had extended, spiked our hormones to a teenage boy level. It was a wonder that either of us had the energy to walk into the bar at nine o’clock that night.

We lucked out in getting the same table we’d had the night before. As I walked past the long gleaming oak bar, I scanned through the people sitting on high barstools, to find Ginny. A beefy, red haired guy, florid smiling face, hands moving at hyperspeed serving up mixed drinks and beers stood next to a haughty looking, black waitress. But no Ginny.

I slipped the long wool coat from my shoulders and shivered as the cooler air drifted along my bare arms. It was a new dress, a little black number with a low, scooped neckline, revealing the swell of ample boobs and risqué desire. Don’s finger touched my wrist and his head nodded, signaling for me to check to the far right.

There she was, bending at the waist, leaning across a table to set a beer in front of a bearded customer. She wore the same short, pleated skirt that had risen in her movement, flashing a tanned shapely thigh, with just a hint of the crease under the swell of a round butt cheek. A mass of golden curls, gathered in at the nape of her neck, trailed in a mane across the white blouse.

When she straightened her head turned and blue eyes ensnared me, sending a thrill straight to my pussy. Her smile was immediate, full pink lips framing, gleaning white teeth, even a dimple in the blush of her cheek. In the low light shining down near the table, she seemed to glow; the small pendant caught in the hollow of her throat twinkled.

She scooped the bill handed to her, into the small dark apron hanging over her tummy and started coming our way. My breath hitched in my throat. She was every bit as beautiful as she’d been last night. Should I tell her that? I had no clue what to do or say and I sure as hell didn’t want to do the wrong thing.

Don’s hand slid into mine and he squeezed. “Relax. Remember, SHE made eyes at you last night.” Oh God, he’d picked up on how nervous I was, would she?

She stood next to our table, holding the black plastic tray on her fingertips. “Hi Sara.” Her eyes were friendly holding my gaze. For a second, she glanced at Don. “Hey Don. Can I get you guys a drink?”

“Gin and tonic and a domestic beer for me. You’re off soon, aren’t you?” Don managed to fill the silence and place our order.

I was still smiling up at her, trying hard not to get past the open V of her blouse and lower, where it hugged the curve of her waist, my mind scrambling to find words to speak.

She looked over at me when she answered Don’s question. “Not soon enough. Just another hour and my relief starts.” Her chin dropped to her chest and she looked through long thick lashes when she spoke. “Can I join you then, for a drink or…?”

My eyes became wide, while my heart skipped a beat. “Sure. That’s why we’re here. We were hoping you would…you know…have a drink with us.” The words tumbled out of my mouth before I knew what happened.

Her smile became a bright beacon, eyes locked with mine. “Perfect. I was hoping you’d be here as well. I’d like you get to know you.”

Once more she gave Don a quick glance before continuing. “You seem like a nice couple.” She finished by lowering her gaze, taking in the neckline of my dress.

Oh God. A thrill shot through my pussy, ricocheting like a pool ball against my clit before sinking into the wetness below.

Once more her chin dropped and her eyes twinkled flirtation. “Be right back.” With a flash of thigh once more, she turned and threaded her way to the bar.

I sat very still and exhaled slowly. She’d left no doubt in my mind, where things were headed. It was a road that was both scary and exciting at the same time—more like a rollercoaster ride, actually.

“Oh fuck. Did you see the way she looked at you? She is definitely, warm for your form.” Don’s eyes flashed at me for a second and then his smile turned downward. “Maybe she’s only into women.”

My head dropped and I looked down at his hand holding mine. Some of the luster disappeared from Ginny’s appeal. But she knew we were a couple, had even made a point of including Don when she spoke.

I leaned into him and spoke softly into his ear. “I don’t think so. But if that’s the case, I’m not interested.”

His head jerked back and there was a puzzled look on his face.

“I’m not going off, alone with anyone. I’m not sure I’m ready for a threesome, even though we fantasized last night and then this afternoon about it. I think I’d rather play that by ear when the time comes. But I’m not doing anything if you aren’t in the room. No way. Not gonna happen.”

I was smart enough to know that yes, unless Don was part of it, it would be like cheating and I wanted no part of that. But also, I was a wee bit nervous and needed the security of his presence.

Ginny returned carrying our drinks and set then down in front of us. I swear, she lingered placing mine, bending just a little lower to reveal the curve of her breast inside the flapping wide blouse, buttoned only to her solar plexus, holding that pose for just a beat to make sure I saw.

When Don held the twenty dollar bill up, her fingers brushed his slowly as she plucked it into her hand. This time as well, she graced him with the warm smile, meeting his eyes.

When he turned to me, the grin on his face, showed that her overtures hadn’t been lost on him. He glanced at his watch and chugged half the bottle in one go. I took a long calming sip of the tart, icy drink in front of me, leaning forward to follow Ginny’s movements serving customers. Were there other couples that she chatted with?

Don turned to me and gave my thigh a soft slap. “Let’s dance. If we stay sitting, the time will drag and I’ll drink too much.” He rose to his feet and took my hand. “Besides, you’re the best looking woman here and I’m going to show you off.”

My head tilted and my smile was playful when I answered. “You won’t be jealous if some guy gives me the eye?”

He pulled me close and whispered, “I know you’re not looking back. They’re jealous of ME, believe me.”

I squeezed his hand and grinned.

****

Ginny brought a second round, her last as our server before sliding onto the chair next to me. The first drink had taken some of the edge off my nerves but still my heart thundered when she joined us.

She’d changed from the skimpy serving costume into a midnight blue, slinky dress that highlighted every curve and then some. The neckline was a low cowl, loose folds barely covering her nipples, let alone the swell of breast. She’d also ditched the bra. When she moved, sliding her chair closer to mine, my eyes were drawn to her chest, mesmerized, waiting for the light fabric to shift, exposing her breast.

I sneaked a peek at Don and found him staring as well.

Ginny’s fingers grazed the shoulder of my dress, leaning in and smiling at me. “THAT is lovely. I think I like it better than the red one you wore last night. Where did you get it?”

I proceeded to tell her where and when I’d bought it but I could tell my words weren’t registering. She watched my lips, took in my cleavage and then focused once more on my mouth. When her fingers slipped lower, seeming to hover next to my skin, it was hard to concentrate. From the corner of my eye, Don shifted in his seat.

Ginny turned to smile at Don and then back to me. “You know, I spend a lot of time in here. What do you say, we finish our drinks and go someplace else? Someplace quieter?”

My mouth dropped open and I stopped breathing, even though my pussy got warm and tingly. Oh God. This was it then. We were going someplace quieter…

“Um, where would you like to go?”

Did that croak come out of Don’s mouth? My head swiveled and I started to breathe again.

Her hand lowered to her side and then I felt it, hot and soft on my thigh.

Ginny’s head tilted sideways and she flirted with her gorgeous blue eyes, gazing from Don to me. “We could go to my place. It’s close, just around the corner and it’s quiet. The drinks are cheaper and we could get comfortable.”

Holy God, my pussy sure heard that message. Don shifted again in his seat; no doubt his cock was also on high alert. He grabbed the beer bottle in front of him and chugged it. No college boy in a drinking contest would ever have beaten him.

I took a deep breath and placed my hand on hers. Her gaze met mine, flickered a couple of times to my lips as I watched. Oh God, I fell into the depths of her eyes, her full lips, the color of pink candy floss that I longed to taste. “Ginny. We’d like to go but I think you should know…we’ve never done anything like this before.” My gaze dropped. “I’ve never—f”

Her finger tucked under my chin and she pulled my face up, snaring my eyes once more in her gaze. “I know.” Just a small dart of her tongue over her lower lip…”But you want to, don’t you?”

This time, it was my dreamy gaze on her mouth, “With you, yes.”

She took a long sip of her drink, eyes above the rim roaming from Don to me. With a smile she set it down and rose to her feet. “My coat’s in the back. I’ll meet you outside.”

We watched her walk away, the round curve of her hip swaying like a metronome, side to side, four beats slower than the thud of my heart. Don got to his feet slowly, taking his coat from the back of my chair, his eyes never leaving Ginny’s ass until she disappeared through a doorway.

“Wow.” He looked at me and his eyebrows drew together. “You’re okay with this, right?”

“Are you kidding? I’m scared, excited like a kid entering Disneyland,” I leaned in to whisper in his ear. “and horny as hell. Oh God, she’s built like a brick shithouse.”

He held my coat while I slipped my arms into the sleeves. “I noticed.”

****

Ginny’s place was small, really a bachelor apartment but tastefully decorated in a minimalist kind of way. The clean straight lines of rich blonde Ikea furniture succinctly complemented the cream walls.

She took our coats and hung them in a closet by the door. A small kitchen area was to our right, separated from the main room by a low granite-top counter. A king sized bed was the focal point in the room before us, competing with the large picture window looking down on the street and lights of the city.

She put her arm around Don’s waist on one side and mine on her other side, ushering us into the main room. “I know it’s small but it’s everything I need. Just have a seat and I’ll get us drinks.”

She turned and went back to the kitchen. Don and I looked at each other, the question there but unspoken, the whoosh of the fridge door opening, the clang of glasses and bottles a back ground noise. There was only one chair aside from the bed.

Don headed for it and stopped when Ginny called from the kitchen. “The remote is on top of the stereo. Can you click it on for some music?”

He took a step towards it and sultry jazz music filled the room. He sat in the plush tan leather chair and I sat on the bed, glancing around the room and at the view from the window. “Your place is great. What a view.”

Ginny appeared holding two tall clear glasses filled almost to the brim and a bottle of beer cupped between her hands. “Thanks.” She walked to me and held the drinks at waist level, switching fingers when I took one, her mouth in a sideways grin that she’d managed this without dropping any.

She skipped across the floor to Don and handed him the beer. Now free of her burden, she took a long sip and set the glass down on a small wooden table next to her.

“Now to get comfy.” Her grin disappeared in the folds of the dress she lifted over her head. She tossed it aside and stood before us, naked except for blue, G string panties.

My hand went stock still holding the drink an inch from my lips, head arching forward in a double take.

She was a wood nymph, totally free and at home in her nakedness. Her breasts which the dress had scantily covered were high, as perfect and firm as juicy ripe apples, topped with small, cone shaped, pink nipples.

My pussy melted in warmth, as I imagined kissing and licking those delicate jewels.

Her abdomen and belly were taut mounds above the V of her panties, hips nicely rounded, framing it above strong tanned thighs and shapely calves.

I stared unabashedly, my lips loose.

In a few steps she was in front of me, the perfume of her skin filling my nostrils.

My eyes roamed over her body to her face, her eyes soft and inviting.

She leaned into me, thigh pressing mine, breast brushing my cheek and took the glass from my hand. She turned and walked back to the table. In those few steps, the exquisite roundness of her ass, the thin line of blue fabric separating, toned flawless orbs…

I gasped, but my finger twitched at the thought of holding those cheeks. She was absolutely perfect and obviously had done this before.

I risked a furtive glimpse at Don; his expression mirrored my own.

Ginny’s gaze was on my chest as she walked back to me. She reached for my hands and pulled me to my feet. We stood facing each other for a moment…

Time stood still, my mind devoid of any thought other than the closeness of her body and my longing to kiss her.

Soft hands slid around my waist pulling my body close.

The muscles in my neck turned to jelly, my face dropping to cover her lips with mine. My mouth opened and I kissed her, my tongue darting along the satin lining of her lip, seeking hers. Her mouth was so small and soft. It was like a jolt of electricity when her tongue touched mine—a bolt of pure lust infusing my pussy, filling my core.

Her fingers curled, clutching the fabric of my dress, pulling it higher.

Oh God… I pressed into her, sucked and nibbled on her lips and tongue.

She broke the kiss and eased back, pulling the dress over my hips and breasts, past my face, then tossing it to the floor.

My breath was ragged in my throat, watching her gaze drop to my breasts.

“Fuck, you’ve got awesome boobs.” Her fingernails scraped my back, tearing the hooks of my bra loose. She pulled it away from my body, slid it off my arms.

I held my breath standing before her, aware of the warm ache in my cunt ached, a longing ache. My nipples were hard as bullets, ready to be picked and suckled.

Her hands rolled the flesh, grasping and kneading as she bent to kiss my nipple. Her mouth was hot, tongue licking the tip before she took it between her teeth and nibbled softly.

It might just as well have been my clit in her mouth, the sensation, the lust, her kisses sent between my legs. I moaned and cupped her head in my hand, my head lolling backward.

Don’s hand was on his crotch, squeezing and massaging his cock through the fabric of his pants. The glaze covering his eyes lifted for a second and he looked into my eyes and smiled.

The lust and desire on his face made me wetter still.

“Let’s get these panties off and get really comfortable.” Her hand left my breast and hooked into the narrow strap of her panties and pushed them down, shimmying as they rode past her hips.

Oh my God. My breath became soft pants, legs kind of rubbery standing almost completely naked. This was it. I was about to have sex with a woman, a naked and luscious woman.

The next thing I knew, she’d stripped my panties off and I was stepping out of them. She pulled me into her and kissed me once more, her hands cupping and pawing at my breasts. At her urging, I lowered onto the satin surface of the bed. She broke the kiss and took my hands, standing before me, wearing a small smile.

I held my breath for a moment, waiting. I touched the back of her thighs, skimming my hands up her velvet skin to the underside of her bottom. All the while she continued watching me. It seemed that she enjoyed my inexperience.

She stepped to the side and climbed onto the bed, took my hand and pulled me close. Instead of kissing my mouth, she trailed kisses down my neck, lingering in the small hollow. Her fingernails teased my nipples, scratching the very tip, a sensation I felt in my clit.

Oh God. My heart pounded so hard, I was sure she could hear it.

She gave a gentle push to my shoulder, and raised her head, her gaze riveted to my breasts once more.

I lay on my back and watched her lean over and take my nipple in her mouth. Her tongue was hot, licking and sucking my flesh. I reached for her breast, filled my hand with it before doing as she’d done to me—pinching the nipple, feeling it harden under my fingers.

Her hand left my breast and slid down, over my abdomen and tummy, fingers toying with the small patch of pubic hair on my mons.

I froze and my body stiffened for a few moments. Her fingers were so close to my pussy. Oh God, I wanted her to touch me, yet I was a bundle of nerves at the same time.

Her finger pushed lower, into my furrow, rolled over my hot bud…

“Oh God…” It came out as a breath. The thrill of her touch… finger stroking the underside…oh fuck it was good. My legs parted and my pelvis tilted up, opening myself to the pleasure she so expertly used.

“Oh Sara…you like that don’t you?” She continued stroking me, nibbling my nipple for a few more moments.

Fuck, I was close. If she kept doing that, I’d orgasm soon. Part of me wanted that, the release but I wanted this to last, to touch her as well.

I pulled her hand away and eased up, my hand slithering along her waist and over the swell of her tummy. Would I be able to get her as aroused as she’d made me?

My fingers glided past her smooth mons to the fullness of her pussy lips. I pressed just a little in the moist furrow and felt it—that small pearl of pleasure.  Her hand rolled over mine, fingers directing me in how to stroke it, the pressure and area. Her hips rocked up, in tandem with our hands. Moans filled my ears.

Movement beside the bed caught my eye and I looked up to see Don standing there, his pants undone and cock in his hand. He stroked it slowly, watching Ginny’s pussy and our hands. I’d never seen him this turned on, his eyes half closed, lips slack.

Ginny pulled my hand away and rolled onto me, put her leg between my thighs, reaching towards Don. Her fingertips were on the thick knob of her cock, massaging the drop of pre-cum that had oozed from the slit.

I watched the pink fingernails stroking him, the smile on her lips as she focused her gaze on his cock. Another woman was fondling my guy.

The pure lasciviousness was mesmerizing—she’d just come close to getting me off and me her, and now she had Don at the same level of arousal. If I wasn’t so fucking horny for more, maybe I would have been jealous but then again maybe not. It WAS after all, ME she’d come on to. And who could blame Don for getting so turned on by her. Hell, she had ME going.

She turned and smiled at me. “He’s got quite a package. You’re a lucky woman.”

“Do you want him to—” Even as the words fell from my lips, I still wasn’t sure I was ready for that.

“Not yet. I’m more into women.” She kissed my lips once more, just the faintest of kisses, our lips barely touching. When her small tongue darted out and flicked from side to side quickly, I gasped. There was no doubt in my mind where she intended to put that tongue and what she would do.

She rose and shifted down on the bed until she laid between my legs. Her hands pressed the back of my legs, lifting and spreading them more. My mouth dropped open, panting air as I lay open and ready for her mouth. Don’s hand rolled up and down on his cock, watching us.

Her tongue licked the underside of my clit…fingers pushing into my opening.

Ohsweetmotherofmary! I moaned and arched into her. The sensation was so intense…the sight of her golden head eating me out so decadent…a woman licking my cunt…my body quivered.

Her fingers stretched and filled me, pumping in and out of my opening. It was almost like her whole hand was inside me…pulling the folds of my pussy tight…her tongue sucking my clit. One hand shot to the top of her head, pressing her mouth onto me. With the other I reached for Don…his cock.

The knob of his cock was in my palm, squeezing it when the first thrill of lust cascaded in my pussy.

“Oh yeah…keep doing that…suck it…” My hips rocked onto her mouth, legs trembled as I strained up.

Her tongue got faster, licking, pulling me higher. My muscles deep inside tightened on her hand…again and again, with each wave of lust till there was only the glorious feeling in my pussy. All else faded. There was only my cunt and the decadent lust for her mouth.

“Ahhhh…” one final surge…I gasped, my whole body becoming tight.

I heaved a great breath and pushed her cheek, jerked my hips to the side, away from her.

“Oh my God…” I breathed the words in wonder, watching her glistening face rise up from between my legs.

She bent and took my nipple in her mouth, hands kneading and pulling at my flesh. “I wanted to do that, the first time I saw you in the bar. Fuck, you’ve got gorgeous tits.” She switched to the other side and planted a kiss on the tip.

Don smiled at me, his hand slower on his cock.

Oh God. The poor guy. He’d have blue balls pretty soon.

I placed my hands on Ginny’s cheeks and tugged gently. At the same time I started to sit up and pushed her to the side. She lay on the bed, her lips parted, beautiful blue eyes soft, gazing into mine. Her body was lush, from the globes of her breasts to the swollen lips of her pussy. I leaned over and licked the tip of her nipple, holding the fullness in my hand.

“Take your clothes off and join us.” Her words were soft.

There was seduction in her voice, inviting my guy to the bed. I lifted my head from her and looked at his face. He smiled while his fingers flew to take off his shirt. Maybe it was because she’d said she was more into women…I didn’t know, but the only thing I felt was happiness for him.

Ginny was wanton and desirable. Why shouldn’t he want to join in? There may only be this night and if that was the case, then go for it. Live for the moment. If there was anything I’d learned in the past week, that was it.

I took her nipple into my mouth, pulling it between my lips. It lost its cone shape and was a firm nub to savor. Once more my hand drifted to her pussy, and my fingers stroked her clit the way she’d showed me. She was wet, the swollen pussy lips hugging my finger as I slid it down and inside. If I could only give her the same pleasure, she’d given me.

My tongue left her breast and trailed a path down her abdomen, toyed with her navel, and continued over the smoothness of her tummy. I shifted on the bed and knelt between her legs.

“Mmm…” She murmured as she pulled her knees outward, tilted her pelvis up. Her pussy lips spread just a little with her movements—the red swollen clit peeking through burgundy folds. I gazed at her for a moment or two before leaning in and tasting her. With just the tip of my tongue I touched her clit, felt a tingle on my taste buds of her sweetness. There was a soft musk infusing my nostrils and desire. My lips closed on her sensitive bud and I sucked it gently into my mouth. She moaned and thrust harder into me. Oh God, the decadent delight of her doing that—my first time eating pussy. It spurred me on. I wanted to make her cry out.

My fingers slipped inside, felt the tight, slipperiness of hot flesh. With pursed lips, her clit sucked into my mouth, I began to flick my tongue quickly over it.

“Oh yeah baby…that’s it.”

I looked up into her eyes, now mere slits, breath coming fast between her lips. I sucked and licked her like my life depended on it, all four fingers thrusting in and out of her hot hole.

She strained up and reached for Don’s cock. He stepped closer and her hand closed around the thick shaft. When she took him into her mouth, my thumb joined my fingers, stretching her cunt, pumping hard, as close to a real cock as I could make it.

Licking her clit while she gave Don head was licentious. This was total, raucous porn and hot as hell.

No, it was better. The scent of her pussy, the soft licking noise she made as she sucked on Don, the feel of her flesh—no porn video could ever capture the essence of this.

She pulled her head back from Don’s cock and massaged his cock, her hand jerking up and down quickly on his shaft. Oh God, from the look on his face, the way his hips rocked back and forth, he was going to come soon.

“Oh…don’t stop…I’m coming!” Her head fell back onto the pillow, her hips jerking upward into me.

I hung on, tonguing her clit, following her movements like a shadow. My hand and wrist was drenched in her arousal. Had she squirted? I thought that was a myth, something contrived in porn flicks. But my God, she was wet.

Her legs stiffened and quivered against my arms. Her pelvis jerked spasmodically into my mouth as I licked. My hand was going numb from the force of her contractions.

She shifted sideways and pulled my head away, panting with a faint smile on her lips.

“Oh fuck, Sara” More deep breaths as I rose.

Her hand was still on Don’s cock but not gripping and sure as hell not doing anything to get him off. But that was okay. She’d had a big orgasm and was still coming down from it.

I kissed her softly and then rose on my knees to face Don. The poor guy was hard as a rock even though he’d been abandoned at the last minute. I held his cock and rolled my hand on the up-stroke the way he liked.

“Oh Jesus, that was hot.” He spoke softly, his gaze fitting from me to Ginny and back again.

I smiled and took him into my mouth, my cheeks still dewy from Ginny’s lust. Deeper and deeper into my throat and back up. He rocked back and forth, fucking my mouth, holding my head in his hands.

There was a soft touch on my breast and then Ginny’s face was beside mine. Her fingertips were on Don’s groin, pulling towards her mouth.

Oh my. She wanted me to share his cock. I could only imagine the effect this would have on Don, watching two women suck him off. He may have been a little neglected when Ginny and I were going at it but this more than made up for that.

I eased back and watched Ginny open her mouth and take his cock inside. My fingers toyed with Don’s balls and I looked up into his face. His teeth were clenched and lips fell slack, breathing hard through his nostrils. Ginny’s head was bobbing up and down on his rod, deep throating as he pumped into her.

When she released him, her eyes had watered and she swallowed hard. Now it was my turn. Before I could take him into my mouth, hers was beside me, lapping the side of his cock from tip to stern. I joined her, his cock a giant lollipop that we licked and shared.

“Oh Jesus…” He arched forward, shooting the first load into my fingers cupping the knob.

Again and again he spurted, his breath raspy, legs stiff. Hot cum rolled down to my wrist but we didn’t let up. It was almost over when I eased back and licked it off my wrist. Immediately, Ginny’s mouth was on him, taking his cock deep inside.

He jerked away from her, his hand on her golden hair pushing.

“Oh my God…” He almost fell onto the bed next to me, sprawled out like a star fish.

Ginny grinned and leaned toward me, gave me a quick kiss on the lips.

“I need a break for half an hour. Let’s finish our drinks.” She rose and scooped up the glasses and beer.

At her soft footsteps and then the sound of the fridge door opening, I rolled over onto Don and kissed his neck. “What do you say? Think you can go another round?”

He lifted his head and grinned, his eyes framed at the corner in laugh lines. “Are you kidding! This is every guy’s fantasy—a threesome with two hot and horny women.”

I glanced to the kitchen to check on Ginny. She was busy plopping ice cubes in our drinks. I moved closer, so that my lips brushed his ear.“But she’s more into women. It’s not quite—“

His fingers shushed my words and he kissed my forehead. “It’s better this way, at least for our first time.”

Our first time. Yeah. But certainly not the last time.

The End

To Be Continued in Part 3: Here We Go! Click here to get it on Amazon!

Author’s Note:

Yes, this is based on true stories.

Occasionally at Swingers Clubs you meet a couple, hit it off really well and…well, we call it ‘play’. More often than not, it’s super exciting!

Now afterwards, after you all have your clothes back on and are back at the bar drinking, you get to know each other a little more. Yes, it’s a little inside out—usually we get to know the people we’re going to fuck, right? LOL

I’ve heard tales like Sara’s quite a few times: A woman in her 40’s or so has the hell scared out of her and decides to try stuff she’d only fantasized about before.

This series is my small attempt to honor these vivacious women!

Kim

Annette

Zoe…

And a couple of others, but especially you guys…

YUM!

I love you all.
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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!

JUST CLICK THIS OL’ LINK AND HAVE YOUR SAY!

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!
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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

[image: Accidental Swingers BM.jpg]

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...

[image: First Time Swingers Bundle For BM.jpg]

Click here to learn more!

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