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Chapter 1

It was a beautiful November day and the weather was slightly cool but clear.  The perfect weather today reminded me of out west where I had grown up.  However, I had not lived there since my early twenties, and that had been practically a lifetime ago.  Since then I had married, had a child, divorced, had a career, and was now retired.  After over two decades I had recently retired from the manufacturing company that I had called home for so long.  I did enjoy my new lifestyle but missed working all at the same time.  During the past year I had rebuilt my life and had added structure to replace the consistency I lost when I left my position, such as getting up in the morning, getting moving, and going to work.  One of the things I was doing routinely was getting up and doing yoga each day.  That is where I had just come from this morning, so I was still in my workout apparel of yoga pants and a sports top.

I had lived in my house for almost twenty years and it was a great place to call home.  It was a picture perfect little cottage that I had furnished and decorated myself and I was quite proud of my place.  Everything about it was reflective of me and my personality.  However, today I was waiting on a real estate agent to arrive, so he could look over my home, as I was interested in selling.  I had never met Mr. Morgan Wells, but he was referred to me by a member of the homeowners’ association.  He had apparently sold several properties in our subdivision the past few months and for over asking price on every one of them, and that sounded good to me.  My plan was to sell my place, pay off the small amount of debt I had including the mortgage, and move into my son and his wife’s mother-in-law quarters.  They had a busy family and our goal was that I would be able to help with the kids as well when needed.  This meeting was something I was looking forward to and today would be the start of that process.

The doorbell rang, and I opened the door.  Before me stood a distinguished and good-looking man of about six-foot, early fifties, short haircut, and very well dressed.  He was wearing a black suit, white shirt, purple tie and a matching purple pocket square in his suit pocket.  “Hi, I’m Morgan, “he exclaimed, and extended his hand for me to shake.  I shook his hand at the same time as he shot me a heartfelt smile.

“I’m Sherry, won’t you please come in.”

He walked in and I closed the door behind him.

“Thanks for having me out today ma’am. “

“The pleasure is all mine and please call me Sherry.”

I was about fifteen years his senior at age sixty-five, but he did not have to call me ma’am.  He was extremely polite and was clearly well raised and very respectful to women which I liked.  A quality of which there was not enough of in this day and time as far as I was concerned. 

We exchanged some small talk about our personal lives as well as the property itself.  We also discussed what needed to be done to prepare to show the home including pricing, closing, and all those details that are a necessary evil when it comes to selling one’s humble abode.  He asked if I would like to give him the grand tour of the property so we started walking from room to room talking about staging, paint and other trivialities. 

We concluded our tour in the master bathroom finishing up with the walk-in closet.  As we turned and started to walk back out of the bathroom we passed in front of the very long mirror over the vanity area.  As I was leading us back toward the bedroom I looked slightly toward the mirror and noticed that he was checking out my rear end.   Was I imagining this?  Maybe he was just looking down and not at my booty.  Why would he look my derriere?  After all, I’m fifteen years older than him and he could have any woman he wanted, if his wife would allow it that is, which I doubted.  Maybe it’s because I’m wearing skin tight yoga pants and I’m right in front of him.  I must admit that the thought of a younger man checking me out was somewhat of a turn-on.  I could feel myself tingling and getting a little excited at the prospect a younger man was interested in “me.”

Back in the living room we talked a little more about the timeline for selling the property.  We made the joint decision of waiting until after the first of the year to put the property on the market, and even set a date on the calendar. 

We walked to the door and he said, “I look forward to seeing you soon.”

He stuck out his hand for me to shake.  For some reason which I cannot explain, I announced, “Morgan in our family we don’t shake hands we hug.”

I opened my arms to hug him and he returned my embrace.  Well done Sherry.  He had a manly scent about him that was irresistible.   He was taller than me which I absolutely adored as I’m a petite little lady at 5’1 in my bare feet, but for some reason I just love tall men.  I always have and cannot tell you why.  As he pulled away I was sucked into his gorgeous green eyes and felt it difficult to break the gaze.  I knew I had to stop as staring was impolite.  After all I did not want him to think I was a man crazed cougar of some sort as I still had a property to sell, and I wanted him to be the one I worked with.  I don’t want him firing me before we even get started.

“Talk to you soon Sherry.  I hope you have a great Christmas and a Happy New Year,” he said as he walked out of the door, which I closed behind him.

Standing there in my yoga pants I could feel that my crotch was slightly wet.  I had gotten turned on just by being around this man the past couple of minutes and I was all stirred up.  What was wrong with me feeling this way about a man I had just met?  I kept telling myself that he was way too young for me, as well as way too married, and I’m sure he does not think of me like I’m thinking of him.  I was positive that he hugged me out of politeness and that was all.  Then again, I caught him looking at my booty, so he must have seen something he liked.  Or am I imagining that as well? 

After I divorced I had not really dated, nor had the interest.  I had spent the past twenty years living my life, spending time with friends and family, travelling for work, and generally staying busy.  Romance had been the furthest thing from my mind.  So, what was happening to me now?  What had awoken my desires on this late November day?  I did not have the answer, that was for sure.  I did know that the next month was going to be a long one and that I was very much looking forward to seeing Morgan again, and the sooner the better.  What I did not know was that I would soon be finding out more about myself than I ever imagined.


Chapter 2

Today was slightly warmer than it had been the day before, and It had been a full day since my real estate agent Morgan had come and gone from my home and life.  Overnight I had been unsettled and had even had trouble sleeping since my visit with him.  He had not done anything to me personally, but I could not stop thinking about him.  However, the plethora of feelings and emotions I had experienced the past twenty-four hours had left me feeling as if my world had been turned upside down.

Today I was meeting my friend Candace for lunch.  She still worked at the manufacturing company from where I had recently retired.  We had worked practically side-by-side for almost two decades.  She was not quite as ready to retire as I had been, so she was still getting up and hitting it each day.  We were getting together for lunch at our usual hangout as we normally did once each week.  Since I had retired this was something that I truly looked forward to doing.  It helped to fill at least one of my days each week.

Candace was about five years younger than me and a beautiful woman, not only physically but she had a heart of gold as well.  Like me she was single.  Not because she wanted to be but because she had not met the right man with whom she wanted to settle down.  She desperately wanted to get remarried and have a gentleman to call her own.  As beautiful and outgoing as she was I was always surprised she had not reached her goal.

We sat down at the booth in the restaurant and began to chat.  She filled me in on what was going on in the office.  New staff, who quit, and all the usual stuff.

“Enough about the old workplace, what about you?  What’s going on in your world?” she asked.

“Remember me talking about selling my place and moving in with my son and his wife?  I’ve taken step one.”

“Wow, so you are really thinking about doing it?  Ready to give up having your own place?”

“Yes, Candace I am.  It just makes sense and seems like the thing to do.  Besides, the neighborhood is changing, and I don’t feel as safe there as I always have, so I think it’s time for me to move on.  Plus, my family could use a little extra help now and then.  You’ve seen the great mother-in-law quarters they have.  It will be like having my own place at their place.”

“If that works for you Sherry then there’s no arguing.  All that matters in this world is that you are happy.”

“Yesterday I took step one and had an agent out to talk with me.  I wanted to find out what was involved.  So, I had the agent your sister recommended over to the house.”

“Yes, he’s a sweetheart.  He’s smart and good looking too,” she said.

“Candace he is so cute.  I could barely keep my eyes off him.  There was, or should I say is, something about him that is just irresistible.” 

Candace let out a heartfelt laugh.  “Girl, I’ve never heard you talk like this.  Sounds like you’ve got a little crush on him.  It is understandable as he has a lot of great qualities, plus he’s super cute.”

“Candace I must sound like a complete fool.  He’s way too young and way too married.  I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

“He may be too married, but not too young.  Have you never heard of a May-December relationship?”

“Of course.  Where one person in the relationship is older.  I guess that makes me the December part.”

We both chuckled.

“Sherry I’ve know you for a lot of years.  You’ve got a school girl crush on him, and I love it!”

“You love it? Why?” I asked.

“You’ve had no romantic interests since I’ve known you.  You lead a pretty quiet and routine life.  This fire in your eyes, heart, and soul is good to see.  You seem really alive.”

I thought for a moment about what she had said without responding.  She was right.  I did feel truly alive, for the first time in a long time.  Maybe all I needed to do was enjoy the feelings I was having and everything else would fall into place, one way or another.  The one thing I am constantly guilty of is over thinking.  Everything.  Maybe it’s time to let go a little bit and let nature take its course and just go with the flow.  Right now, all I want to do is enjoy the feelings that I’m having.

We finished our lunch and I headed back to my place.  As I walked in I kicked my heels off and put my purse down on the kitchen table.  Right about that time my cell phone rang.  The caller id showed it was Morgan.  My heart started to beat faster, I felt short of breath.  I pressed the answer button.

“Hello?”

“Hi Sherry, It’s Morgan.  How are you?”

“Oh I’m great.  How about you?”

“Fantastic.  I was wondering if you had a minute to talk.  I’ve done some additional research on the property values in your area and wanted to discuss the price at which we should list your property.”

“This is a great time to talk.  What did you find out?”

We chatted for a couple of minutes and he told me that my property was worth more than we even suspected.  He also told me how much he thought it would sell for in the current runaway market.

“That’s great news,” I exclaimed.

“I thought it was good news as well and just wanted to share with you what I had found.  Well I know you’re a busy lady and I won’t take up anymore of your time.  I’ll plan on talking to you after the first of the year,” he said.

I said “Sounds good.  Look forward to talking to you soon. Bye.”

As I pressed the call end button I was grinning from ear to ear.  Today had been a good day and I was feeling on top of the world.  I know that nothing will probably ever happen between us but I’m going to enjoy the good feelings that I’m having, at least for the moment.


Chapter 3

It was early December and the weather was unusually warm, making it the perfect day to get a pedicure.  I had just left my yoga class and the nail place was on my way home so I decided to stop in and see if they could work me in versus having to make an appointment.  I was in luck and they were able to get me in right then and there.  After Ms. Nguyen was finished working on my toes I walked out of the salon in my flip flops sporting my newly polished ruby red toenails.  I had just stepped out of the door of the nail place when I heard a voice behind me.

“Well hi there.”

I turned and standing there before me was Morgan dressed in a suit and looking as dazzling as ever.  At the sight of him I became extremely nervous and could feel my heart in my throat.

“Well hi yourself,” I managed to spit out.

“What are you doing in these parts?” he asked me.

“I was one the way home and stopped by for a pedicure.  See?”  I said looking down at my newly painted toes.

He looked down at my toes as well.

As his eyes rose to meet mine he said “Very pretty,” and smiled at me.

Just as he and I were starting to have a good conversation, a slightly curvy woman with dark brown hair walked up beside him.

“Sherry this is my wife Kim.  Kim this is Sherry.  I’m going to be working with her helping her sell her house next month.”

“Yes, I remember you mentioning her.  Sherry it is so good to meet you.”

“It’s great to meet you as well Kim.”

As I stood there looking at her I could not help sizing her up.  She was younger than me and was equally, but not more beautiful than me, if I did say so myself.  She had shoulder length dark brown hair like mine and beautiful green eyes.  Personally, I think my ocean blue eyes are more attractive but that’s just my opinion.  Also, I was thinner and more petite, so there.  What the hell is wrong with me?  I’m not in competition with her.  This man is her husband.  I’m going to have to get a grip.

“I see you use the same nail place as I do.  Ms. Nguyen is who I use,” said Kim.

“Me too.  She does a great job,” I said.

“I just love that color she used on your toes.  I may have to get her to use it on me the next time I go in.  Don’t you think that color would look good on me baby?” Kim asked.

“Yes, yes, I do,” Morgan said.

I’m sure he just said that because he had to, and he would like my toes better any day of the week. 

The three of us stood there making small talk chatting about current events, the neighborhood, and life in general.

“Sherry we are going out for dinner tonight at Sal’s.  Have you ever eaten there?” asked Kim.

“Absolutely, I love their food.” 

“Why don’t you join us for dinner.”

“Are you sure?  I don’t want to be a third wheel.”

“Nonsense,” exclaimed Kim.

“Come on,” said Morgan.

“Okay, if you guys insist,” I said.

“Great.  Why don’t you come over to the house and ride with us to the restaurant?  I’ll text you our home address,” said Morgan.

“And Sherry it’s on us.  I’ve got a gift certificate that should cover all of our meals, plus we will bring wine,” said Kim.

“Great.  About 7 p.m.?” I asked.

“Perfect.  Morgan and I will see you then,” she said.

As they walked away I headed to my car.  This new friendship had turned from a personal fantasy in my head to reality.  Not the one I had envisioned, as my date with him tonight also includes his wife, who was the one who invited me.  I wasn’t doing anything tonight anyway so what the heck.  I’m going to go and have fun and a free meal to boot.


Chapter 4

As planned we met at their house and then rode to the restaurant together.  It was not too crowded tonight which was a plus.  One thing you could always count on was that the food would be tasty, plus the place always felt like home.  I did discover that Morgan and Kim were down to earth and a lot of fun to be around.  After a fantastic dinner we drove back to their house where we settled down into their living room and started talking.  Their house was nice but very modest at the same time.  I could see that they lived somewhat frugal but did not do without.  As we were chatting Morgan’s cell phone happen to ring and he picked it up and looked at the caller id.

“Ladies I have to take this, and I call tell you right now I’m going to be on the phone for a few minutes,” he said.

“Go ahead and take care of business baby, Sherry and I are having a great time.”

We truly were having a great time.  The three of us had polished off a bottle of wine and now she and I were having Brandy.  I was not intoxicated, well not too much, but I was feeling no pain.

By this time Kim and I had kicked our shoes off and were lounging around with our feet on the couch.  I was amazed at how comfortable she felt with me, and I with her.  It was almost like she had adopted me as one of her new best friends.

“I’m very lucky to have him Sherry.  He’s a great guy and a good-looking man,” she said.

“He certainly is Kim.”

“Let me ask you a personal question Sherry.  If it’s embarrassing, you don’t have to answer.  Do you think he’s attractive?”

“Yes, I think he’s a very handsome man,” I said.

“Now let me ask you this, are you attracted to him?” she asked.

At this point I had no clue where this was headed, and I had no idea how to respond.  Was she able to read minds?  Did Kim know that I found him drop dead gorgeous?  Was she jealous and getting ready to put a stop to this?  Actually, there was no ‘this’ to even put a stop to, as everything was in my mind and not part of the real world.

“Kim, you know how you said earlier that if it’s embarrassing that I don’t have to answer?” I asked.

She burst into laughter and said, “Fair enough.  However, you have answered my question.”

I think the alcohol had increased my level of courage as I said to her, “Kim, your husband is drop dead gorgeous.  Is that what you were wanting to hear?”

She smiled at me.  “Yes Sherry, but I already knew you thought that.”

“Do tell.  How could you possibly know if I did or did not?”

“After all this wine, plus the brandy we are now enjoying, my senses are enhanced.  I’m like a Wonder Woman that can read minds.”

We both burst into laughter.  We were laughing so hard that we were keeling over on the couch and could not stop.  Finally, we calmed down and regained our composure. 

“Sherry, on a serious note, I could tell that you found my husband attractive from the first time I met you.  I could see it in your eyes,” she said.

I sat silently waiting to see where this was going.  I had no idea what was on her mind.

“For some time now, Morgan and I have not had much of a sex life as my libido is at an all-time low.  I’m just never in the mood.  Even when we do make love I’m just lying there, which I know he does not find fun.  Who would?  It’s a real problem and I don’t want it to be something that damages our relationship.  On top of that he has a super strong sex drive, one I am not able to take care of right now and haven’t been able to for some time.  I’m hoping that the hormone therapy I have started will turn this around, but that will take some time.  Until then I don’t want him straying off because he’s not getting what he needs at home,” she said.

“Kim you must trust me a lot to tell me something so personal.  I promise to keep this to myself.”

“Sherry I want you to do more than that.  I want you to take him as your lover,” she said.

At this point I was at a complete loss for words.  I think if I had tried to speak I would not have been able to utter anything at all.  The prospect of making love to her husband was appealing, and one that I had actually fantasized about but never thought would be reality.  And now I’m getting full approval?  This is a lot to take in, especially in one sitting.

“Kim, you met me earlier today.  You’ve known me about twelve hours.  How do you know you can trust me?  How do you know that I’m not a fatal attraction type psycho?  How do you know that he won’t get a taste of me and leave you?” I had a lot more to say and a lot more to ask but that was all I could think of at that moment in time.  I was still a little shocked.

“I’m a pretty good judge of character and I can tell you are a good person.  I just know that you will take great care of him when he’s with you.  I also know that he will be safe with you.”

“If I did say yes how do you know he won’t like me better and leave you?” I asked.

“Sherry, I don’t mean this in a bad way okay?”

“Okay.”

“You’re a little older than him.  About fifteen years I suspect.  I don’t think he will leave me for an older woman.”

That’s a little arrogant I thought.  You think he won’t leave me just because I’m a little older?  We’ll see about that missy.

“I know this is pretty heavy so I’m going to ask you to please keep this to yourself.  My husband has no idea I’m even having this conversation with you.”

“I promise I will keep it confidential Kim.”

“If you decide to pursue this or not you don’t even need to let me know, okay?  I would prefer he be with a quality woman like yourself versus some woman he eventually picks up somewhere because he’s lonely”

About that time Morgan walked back in the room.

“Hey girls, did I miss anything?”

“Not a thing my love,” said Kim.  “Just girl talk.  Nothing you would be interested in I’m sure.”

Kim and I looked at each other and smiled and clicked out Brandy glasses together.  I think she was toasting to finding a potential partner for her husband.  I on the other hand was toasting out of politeness, not sure where all this was going.  I was excited and scared all at the same time.

After I sobered up and had a cup of coffee with Morgan and Kim I drove home.  I think my head was still spinning from the evening, where I had been offered a chance to have an affair with Kim’s husband.  Wait, is it still an affair if you have approval from the wife?  I had never done, or considered, anything like this before.  This was a prospect that I was thinking about, while telling myself absolutely not at the same time. 

After getting ready for bed, I climbed onto my bed without turning down the covers, fluffed my pillows, and started reading a book.  A few pages into my reading I was feeling distracted, clearly from the events of the evening, so I stopped and looked up at the ceiling and began to day dream.  I began to think, what would it be like to make love to him.  Would he be good in bed?  Would he ravage me? Or would he slowly and gently make love to every square inch of my body?  Or, maybe this was something I should not even entertain.  After all, Morgan is married, with the world’s greatest hall pass.  The funny part is that he does not even know that his wife gave me a hall pass, tailor-made for him!  How would he react if he knew?  Would he even be attracted to an older woman like me?  Then again, why not?  I may be a little older and not as firm everywhere as I once was but I’m in great shape.  Would he like my body?  The thoughts I was having started to turn me on and I could feel myself starting to tingle and become wet.

I was wearing a spaghetti strap burgundy nightgown that went about half way down my legs to my knees.  I looked down at my feet and began to move my eyes upward.  I gently raised my night gown up past my belly button exposing my pubic landing strip.  Everything below it was bare which was how I liked it.  I then lowered the gown’s straps from my shoulders and let if fall below my breasts.  My breasts are a B cup, not huge but that was okay with me.  So many of my friends with large breasts had back trouble plus now that they were older also had saggy boobs.  Mine were still VERY firm and I was proud of them, plus you know what they say, more than a mouthful is a waste.  Surely Morgan would like them, if he ever got the opportunity to see or touch them.

I took my thumb and forefinger and gently caressed the hardened nipple of my right breast.  Then with my other hand I massaged the nipple of my left breast.   Laying here thinking about him had me so turned on I could barely stand it any longer.   Taking one of my spare pillows I slid it under my butt and propped my rear up.  I took my right hand and put my middle finger in my mouth to moisten it a bit.  I then lowered my hand to my love mound where I began to stroke my clit with my wet finger.  What was I doing?  I had barely masturbated at all over the years and now I was so horny I was about to explode.  As I let my middle finger gently enter my pussy I was amazed at just how wet I was.  As I pushed it in deeper I moaned with pleasure.  As I pulled my finger out of myself I pulled my legs back into the position they would be in if Morgan were getting ready to mount me.  I then took my left hand and inserted the middle finger inside myself.  With my right hand now very lubricated from being inside me, I stimulated my clit with my right hand while my left hand was going in and out of my cunt at ever increasing speeds.  All the while I was fantasizing about Morgan making wild, mad passionate love to me, and giving me the fucking that I needed so desperately.  The sensation kept building as I kept fucking my pussy with my left finger and stimulating my now hardened clit with my other hand at the same time. As I kept stroking myself I added another finger filling myself up a little more.  Finally, the waves of pleasure built to a peak and my body exploded as I experienced the most powerful orgasm I ever remembered having, and I ended up squirting as I climaxed which surprised me.  I cried out several times as I came, and I finally collapsed.  I was exhausted, happy, and felt wonderful.  I reached down and took the very wet pillow out from under my butt and threw it on the floor.  Then I pulled the blanket at the end of the bed over my naked body and was asleep in no time.


Chapter 5

I awoke the next morning after a full night’s sleep.  Sleeping all night uninterrupted and waking up refreshed is the best feeling you can have.  I felt on top of the world this morning.  I thought about last night and how I had made love to myself.  Normally, I’m a pretty tame girl, raised Catholic, watch the Hallmark Channel, vote Republican, and so on.  However, last night I discovered that I really enjoy masturbating, and don’t know why I have denied myself the pleasure of doing it all these years.  After all, it was a beautiful experience and the feelings I had physically and emotionally while doing it were remarkable.  I did surprise myself at times with the language that was going through my head as I was pleasuring my body.  I was talking dirty to myself, and the more I did it the more turned on I became. 

Still nude, I climbed out of bed and grabbed my warm terry cloth robe from the back of my bathroom door and slipped it on, as it was chilly this morning.  I had not slept nude in years, but it was kind of liberating, and I might have to try this again. 

It was time to get this day rolling, and as far as I was concerned this was going to be a great Saturday.  I made my way to the kitchen where I turned on my pre-set coffee pot as well as my cell phone.   As my cell phone powered up I saw that I had a voice mail.  I pressed the voice mail button and the message began to play, “Hi Sherry, this is Morgan.  I would like to talk to you if you have a minute.  Can you please give me a call? Thank You.”

I sat there for a minute and wondered if I should call back now or wait a few minutes.  I don’t want him to think I’m too anxious.  I can at least wait until the coffee is finished brewing.  I bet he had no idea that I pleasured myself last night while thinking of him.  Then again, that might excite him.  What the hell.  I picked up the phone and called him back.  He answered immediately.

“Hello Sherry,” he said.

“Hi Morgan, how are you?”

“Great Sherry, how is your Saturday morning going so far?”

“Morgan it’s going really well.  It’s going to be a wonderful day.”

“Sherry, one of the things I really like about you is you always have this really positive attitude.  You are an absolute pleasure to be around.”

I smiled as he said that.  It felt so good to hear his words.

“And sir I’m going to return the compliment as you also are an absolute pleasure to be around as well.”

“Sherry, I want to ask you something.  I know we are not scheduled to go on the market with your place until after the first of the year.  However, I have a cash buyer that would like to look at your house today.  I know this is a total surprise so if you are not interested feel free to say no.  I want you to feel comfortable and not pressured at all,” he said.

I thought for a moment and asked, “Okay, lets’ say they like to place and we strike a deal.  Are they agreeable to negotiating a move out date that suits me?”

“That’s right and it would all be done upfront.  That would be done at the same time you negotiated the sales price, contract and everything else.  They just want to have a place lined up as they are moving here from California,” he said.

“Morgan, I’m going to let them come and look, but that’s all I’m saying for now.  I’m not going to be pressured into making a decision that turns out of be a bad one.  Can they be here at 3 this afternoon?” I asked.

“I will set it up and will be there with them at 3 this afternoon.  I also want to emphasize that you should not make a decision about selling unless you feel good about it.  I also encourage you to talk with your family if you need,” he said reassuringly.

“Great Morgan, see you at 3 today,” I said.

I spent the rest of the afternoon straightening the house and getting everything as perfect as I could.  By the time I was done you could eat off the floors, or any other surface for that matter.  The whole house looked as though it had fallen out of a home and garden magazine of some sort.

After getting the house ready I got myself cleaned up as well.  Concluding my shower, I did my hair, put on my black polka dot dress, hoop earrings, pendant necklace, and several of my favorite bracelets.  I then slipped on my black high heel peek toe mules and decided to put on an ankle bracelet as well.  As I stood there in the mirror looking at myself I started to wonder if Morgan would think I was dressing up like this to get his attention, and that I should change into something a little less dressy.  After all, why would I be getting dressed up like this on a Saturday afternoon at 3 o’clock?  Right about that time the doorbell rang and I was committed to my apparel selection.

As I opened the door there stood Morgan in a dark gray suit.  At first, I was speechless and it seemed that I could not utter a word for minutes, even though it was actually about three seconds.

“Hi Sherry, how are you?” he asked.

He walked up and gave me a very warm hug which I returned.  As he held me in his arms for those few seconds, his musky scent captivated me.  It was unexplainable, but I’m convinced it was a biochemical reaction of some sort as all my senses were coming alive and I tingled from head to toe.  As he released me from our embrace I did not want to let him go but finally did.

He looked me over from head to toe and said, “You are absolutely beautiful today Sherry.”

At this point I was glad that I had dressed up after all.  I had been wanting him to say something sweet like that to me so all the effort I had put into getting ready had paid off.

“Sherry, these are the McPherson’s,” he said.

As they walked in I noticed the couple were early to mid-40’s, and very good looking.  He was about 6’0, black hair and wearing jeans with a white polo shirt.  She was about 5’9, very slender, also wearing jeans that she had been poured into, a white tunic top and a light sweater over the top.

“Welcome,” I said.  “Please come in and make yourself at home.  I’m going to go out on my patio and read while you look at the place.  Let me know if you have any questions,” I offered.

They were very nice and thanked me for allowing them to look at my home.  I took the book I was currently reading and went out onto my patio.  I sat down in my favorite chair and began to read.  Next thing I knew about 45 minutes had passed when Morgan walked out on to the patio.

“How did it go?” I asked.

“It went really well.  They want to talk about it.  Can I call you later?”

“That would be great.  You can call me when you know something, and we will take it from there,” I said.

“Thanks Sherry.  I promise to call you as soon as they tell me something.”

The buyers and Morgan thanked me again and I closed the door as they exited.  There I was, Saturday afternoon, all dressed up and no place to go.  I walked into the bedroom and looked at myself in my full-length mirror.  Morgan was right, I was beautiful.  I said to myself, “Sherry, you may be dressed up with no place to go, but you look damn good.  You’ve still got it girl.”


Chapter 6

I had not heard back from Morgan and was not all that surprised.  He did say he would call when he knew something and I’m sure he will.  Who knows, he may be working on selling my place at this moment and a great deal of discussion may be going on between him and the prospective buyer.  No need to even think about it as I would know soon enough. 

I ended up going out to dinner with Candace.  Since the two of us were both free this evening we thought we would get together and chat and have a bite to eat.  We met at a sandwich shop that we both like to frequent from time to time which is total girl food.  Most men say they never get enough to eat there but we seem to. 

It was about 7:00 p.m. as I walked through the door and she was waiting just inside the entrance to the restaurant.

“You’re right on time lady,” she said.

“Glad you did not start without me.  Do they have any good seats left?” I asked?

“Sandwich places like this are typically not overrun on Saturday nights, so we’ve got the pick of about any seat in the house,” she replied.

After walking through the restaurant we finally took seats in a nice booth and were soon greeted by our server.  She filled up our water glasses and gave us menus.  Looking the selections over was a quick task, as we almost knew the choices by heart.  We ordered our food and started to chat.

“So, I had a showing this afternoon.”

“What do you mean?  Like a real estate showing?” Candace asked inquisitively.

“That’s right.” I replied.

“How’s that?” she asked.

I told her the entire story of how Morgan had called, had someone in from out of town looking to buy, and so on.

“Wow, the market must be smoking hot right now.  Kind of like your boyfriend Morgan,” she said.

We both broke out laughing at her comment.  Candace is good at making suggestive comments like that and seems to do so quite a bit.  At this point I am used to her remarks.

“He is not my boyfriend and I’ve already told you that he is married.  Plus, you know I’m old enough to be his …….”

She was looking straight at me as I stopped talking.

“Big sister,” I said.

Once again, we broke into laughter.

“Sherry he certainly is a cutie.  He’s got a great build, gorgeous green eyes, and who knows what else.  I was over at their house with my sister once at a pool party.  You ought to see him in swimwear.  He is already handsome, but even more with his clothes off.  He fills out his trunks quite well, if you know what I mean?”

“Is sex all that you think about Candace?” I asked.

“No, but it’s close to the top of the list of things I think about,” she stated.

We both had another chuckle at our conversation.

I sat there pondering my conversation with Kim from the night before and was thinking about sharing it with Candace, but in the end I decided not to say a word.  One thing I had learned over the years was that there were three forms of passing information quickly in this world.  Telephone, telegraph, and telling Candace.  Despite that fact that she is my best friend in the world, I could not risk telling her.  If I did it might as well be on every news channel from London to Los Angeles.

Our food came, and our order was perfect, which thrilled us because the last time was came we both had to send our orders back.  We ate and continued to chat.

Right after a conversation about her daughter and son-in-law’s recent trip to Hawaii she completely turned the conversation around one hundred and eighty degrees.

“Sherry, what would you do if Morgan came onto you?”

“What?  Are you kidding?” I asked, I could not believe what I was hearing.

“I’m completely serious.  What would you do?  Welcome his advances? Tell him no?”

I sat there silently not saying a word.  I simply could not respond to her question.  The night before I had fantasized about him making love to me, so it was really hard, pardon the pun.

“That’s an answer,” she said.

“Candace, you’re pretty sure you know what I would do?” I asked inquisitively.

“I’ve known you for too many years, and for the first time I can see the passion in your eyes.  I’m completely in favor of you having fun.  I just don’t want you to get hurt.  Promise?” she asked.

“How am I going to get hurt?  You know the odds of him coming onto me are pretty astronomical,” I reminded her.

“Perhaps.  But then again, you can get also get hurt by not getting to be with him as well.  The expectation, the letdown.  It can be hard, I’ve been there myself more than once.  Anyway, you are a very attractive woman Sherry, much more than you know.  Don’t underestimate your power of persuasion when it comes to the opposite sex,” she said.

“Candace, I need to spend more time with you.  You are great at building one’s confidence.”

“Just calling it like I see it.”

“You know, his wife is really nice,” I said.

“Where did you meet his wife?” Candace inquired.

I proceeded to tell her about meeting Morgan and Kim in front of the pedicure place and then having dinner with them last night, as well as going over to their house.

“Girl, why did you not tell me this from the start.  You’re holding out on me,” she exclaimed.

“Candace, there’s just not all that much to tell.  It was a simple evening.  I’m sure they were simply being nice.  Plus, we talked about business you know, getting my place sold.”

“So, it was a business dinner?” asked Candace.

“I guess so.  It was fun.  Sometimes it’s interesting to meet new people and get to know them,” I said.

“And it would have been way more fun If Kim had not been there, right?”

“Candace, you are awful,” I said with an evil grin.

“Sherry you know me, I’m just trying to be funny.”

“That’s one of the things I love about you.  You always try and keep everything light-hearted.  And I appreciate and need it more than you could possibly know, so please don’t stop anytime soon,” I said.

We finished eating and decided to walk across the street to the local bookstore.  I love books and bookstores and could spend all day browsing in any bookstore for that matter. 

One thing I also love is cooking, so I started checking out the cookbooks.  As I was seeing if there were any great cookbooks on sale my phone rang.  The caller id showed it was my favorite real estate agent, Morgan.

“Hello Morgan,” I said excitedly.

“Well Hello Sherry, how are you? I hope I’m not calling too late?” he asked.

“Not at all sir.  You can call me anytime” I said.  Oh my god, I just told him that he can call me whenever he wants.  I hope I don’t sound like a tramp.  What’s wrong with me?  He does not even think of me that way.  I’m the only one thinking about him getting in my panties, or thong rather.

“Great.  Sherry I was wondering if you can meet me tomorrow.  You know the couple I brought over to your place earlier today?  They want to buy your place,” he said.

“Morgan, I certainly hope you know I’m not going to give this place away just because someone waves an offer in front of me?” I asked.

“I think you’re going to want to hear what they have to say.  If not, you can throw me out of your house and you will never have to see me again.  Fair enough?” he asked.

“Great.  What time can you meet me tomorrow?” I asked.


Chapter 7

It was Sunday morning and my favorite real estate agent was coming over to my home to tell me he had an offer that that I could not refuse.  Well, we will see about that.  Even though he was probably coming over with an offer that I could refuse, I was looking forward to seeing him, nonetheless. After all, he does have a hot ass.  Did I just say that?

I had two hours before he was to arrive, so I thought I would have a quick soak in the hot tub.  No one was there but me, so I thought I would go au natural.  I slipped off my bath robe and got into the hot tub on my patio which I had warmed up a few minutes before.  There was something beautiful and sensual about my naked body being in the hot tub, free of clothing or a swimsuit, which society seemed to mandate.  It was just me and the hot tub.  I sat there free of all distractions and of the entire world.  The warm water, the jets of the hot tub stimulating me, God it felt so good. 

As I sat there and became more and more comfortable, I noted that one of the jets of water was stroking the lower part of my right buttocks.  It felt so good.  As I sat there with the water stroking my back side, and thinking or Morgan, I started to get turned on.  I could feel my pussy starting to tingle, slightly at first, and increasing with each passing second as the hot tub jets continued to pulsate against my body.  My breathing became heavy as I thought of my lover kissing me deeply, caressing my skin, and holding my head between his hands as he kissed me.  I could only imagine his hands travelling across my breasts, gently stroking my erect nipples, first my left, and then my right.  I turned to my right and raised my right leg.  The stream of water was now stimulating my vagina.  Oh my God Sherry, what are you doing I asked myself?  The moral side of me, from my Catholic school upbringing, was still fighting the sensual side of me.  It felt so good letting the water jet pleasure my pussy, yet at the same time I felt I was doing something wrong, but I could not stop.  I let the water continue to stroke my privates and the pleasure was incredible.  My breathing was heavy, and I was on the verge of starting to moan but I held it back so my neighbors would not hear my voice coming over the top of my wooden fence.  My right leg was now clearly elevated out of the water, so the water jet could keep pounding my cunt.  I was getting close to orgasm and was now sweating like crazy and the beads of perspiration were running down my face like a waterfall.  It took everything that I had to keep from moaning or crying out from the intense pleasure.  All the while I was thinking of him.  In my mind Morgan was screwing me in the hot tub.  His cock was in my pussy, exactly where it belonged.  He was fucking me because I was his and no one else’s.  This was his right, and my pussy was his exclusively, to fuck, anytime he wanted to, and I absolutely loved it.  I was his property, his lover, and would do anything for him.  Oh my God, I’m going to come.  I’m coming and can’t hold it back any longer.  I gently moaned as my body exploded with pleasure and I had a massive orgasm.  I’m almost sure that I blacked out for at least a second or two as well.  My eyes were closed as I climaxed, and as crazy as it sounds I saw fireworks bursting as my entire body and soul exploded with ecstasy as I came sending a flash of warmth throughout my entire being. 

My hair had been up throughout my hot tub experience.  I pulled the hair clip out and let it fall down.  The ends of my hair became wet, but I did not care.  My entire body was drained from the explosion of pure pleasure I had just experienced.  I was extremely overheated at this point and got out of the hot tub to cool down.  The water from the hot tub was draining off me as I stood there on the concrete patio naked as can be.  I had not brought a towel to the hot tub with me and all I had was the bath robe.  I grabbed the bath robe and took it with me to the living room where I draped it across one of the living room chairs and then sat down.  As I sat there I could feel the ceiling fan from above cooling my overheated body.  I had to admit it to myself, that I had feelings for this man and could not help myself.  Whether he could return these emotions or not was unimportant.  All that mattered to me was that I cared for him, and it was a feeling that I did not want to stop having. 

It was about an hour later when I woke up.  As I looked at the clock I figured I had better get moving as Morgan would be here in about an hour. 

As I had a shower and got dressed I decided I would not get over dressed as I had yesterday.  I would try and act more casual, so he would not think I was too interested.  I squeezed into my tightest jeans, put on a tunic style top that allowed me to show a good amount of cleavage for his viewing pleasure, I’m so bad, and finally finishing off my look with a pair of sexy blue heels to match my blouse and earrings. 

I sprinted around my house and got everything all tidied up, just like I love it.  I’m not sure why because no one is coming to look at the house.  I suppose I’m a little bit of a neat freak.

The doorbell rang, and I opened the front door.  There was Morgan and Kim.  Damn, why did he bring her with him?

“Hi Kim, it is so good to see you,” I said as I reached out to hug her, and she hugged me back.

“Sherry, it is good to see you as well.  Look at you, you are always so cute.  I wish I had your figure,” she replied.

In turn I hugged her husband.  He gave me a big warm bear hug and I squeezed him back very firmly.  God, he felt and smelled so good.  His aroma was manly, and I think it activated every hormone in my body because I was ready to have his baby right then and there, despite that fact that I could not have any more children.  Dare I ask what that cologne was that he was wearing?

“Sherry, great to see you.  Kim and I were just coming back from church and I was sure you would not mind me bringing her along,” he said.

“Not at all,” I exclaimed examining the two of them.  They were quite well dressed and had clearly been to church.

Little did he know that he might be getting laid right now if he had not brought her along. Then again, this is the same woman who gave me permission to bed down her hubby.

They came in and we sat down around the kitchen table.  He took out his paperwork and started to go over the details.  All that I can say is that I was truly amazed with what he told me.  I was being offered:

	$12,500 over the price we were going to list the property at next month 
	The buyer would also pay Morgan’s commission, which I was pretty sure was equivalent to the amount of money in Fort Knox 
	The buyer was not doing any inspections 
	We would close immediately 
	I would be able to live in the house 30 days for free after closing 
	Moreover it was to be a cash deal, so I would not have to wait around hoping the house would make appraisal, the buyer would or would not be approved for the loan, etc. 


After he finished going over the details he asked, “What do you think?”

“Are you kidding?” I asked exuberantly.  Where do I sign?”

We all laughed at my enthusiasm.

“The market must be really hot right now,” I said.  “This is almost too good to be true.”

“Yes, it is really good right now Sherry.  I’ m glad you are happy with this offer,” he said.

“Happy is not the word,” I said smiling at him.  I continued to notice that he had the most drop dead gorgeous green eyes.  Once again, I was working very hard to try not look at him for too long, which was incredibly hard to do.   Just sitting next to him was turning me on as I could feel I was getting slightly wet just being in the same room as he was.

He had apparently anticipated that I would take this offer as he had all the paperwork typed up just as we had discussed.  I guess he’s done his job long enough to know these kinds of things.  I signed a plethora of documents, most without reading them.  Like so many people I am trusting that my agent is telling me the truth and not cheating or lying to me.  The closing of the deal would be in about a week and then I would have another month to live there, which was plenty of time to move over to my son’s house and get rid of anything else I did not need or want.

When I had signed the last piece of paper he asked if the buyer could stop by this afternoon and take another look at the place.  “Sure,” I said.  “What time?”

“About five,” he said.

“I’m sorry but I’m not going to be here at that time,” I announced.

“How about you give me a spare key?  After I’m done I will leave it in a lockbox on the door.  I just happen to have a spare one with me.  The code is 45678.”

I agreed and after I gave him my spare key he ran out to his car to get the lockbox.  Kim and I were left alone sitting at the kitchen table.

“So, Sherry, have you given any more thought to my proposal?” she asked.

I was not expecting her to bring this up again, but she clearly was.  Was she really looking forward to me screwing the hell out of her husband?  I wonder how she would react if she really knew the number of times I had thought about fucking his brains out.

“Kim, what if I have?” I asked.

“That’s good.  I’m glad you’re thinking about.  Like I told you before, I trust you, and I think you would be good for him and he would be good for you.  I’m going to tell you a little secret.  One thing he loves to do is oral.  I’ve never really been into it, but he loves going down on me.  So, if you like getting oral just remember, he can stay down on you as long as you need.”

At this point I was so turned on I could hardly stand it.  The thought of his head buried between my legs and his tongue stroking my clit was driving me absolutely wild.  If she kept talking like this I was going to orgasm right here in my dining room chair.

Before I soaked my thong and jeans completely, Morgan walked back through the door with the lockbox.  He placed it on the door and then gave me instructions on how to open it as well as close it, plus how to remove it from the door if I wanted to.

“Sherry, I will be in touch with a more accurate closing date over the next few days,” he said.

We exchanged pleasantries and I walked them to the door where they exited.  Kim looked back and me and shot me an ear to ear smile and winked at me as they walked away.

As good of a girl as I had been all my life I was at a point where I feared I was getting ready to do something that I had never done and that was have sex with a married man.  All the morality I had been raised with was now in question.  It was taking everything that I had to resist, and I was not sure how much resistance I had left.  The one thing I wanted more than anything was to have Morgan make love to me.  I wanted to have him in my arms, between my legs, and deep inside me pounding away with everything he had and showing me no mercy until I screamed with delight.


Chapter 8

A week had come and gone, and it was finally closing day.  This was the day that I was going to sell my home of two decades and move onto another chapter in my life.  It was an exciting feeling as well as bittersweet.  I’ve never been one to look back, even though sometimes it’s hard, because looking back keeps you trapped in the past and keeps you from truly moving on. 

Morgan was going to give me a ride to the title company this morning, so I was waiting on him to pick me up.  I wonder if he did this for all his clients?  Probably not, just for the cute ones like me.  For the occasion I put on a dark blue V neck dress the came down to just above my knees and picked a pair of tan pumps as well.  Today was most likely the last day I would be seeing Morgan and I was determined to enjoy it even though it was simply riding to the title company and back in his car.  My dreams of seducing him were just that and were not going to happen, and that was okay because he was a married man.

I received a text message from Morgan letting me know he was outside, so I headed on out the door and locked it.  I got into his car and we took off down the road.  On the way there we talked about the news, the weather, as well as current events.  I discovered there was a lot more to him than I knew.  He was not only handsome, but he was also well read, had a wide variety of interests, and had travelled extensively when he was younger.  It was incredibly interesting that he also done a tour in the Peace Corp.

Despite the traffic we eventually got to the title company.  We entered the lobby and he checked in with the receptionist and we took a seat.  After a short wait we made our way to the closing room where we sat patiently sipping on coffee and munching on freshly baked cookies.  There was a closing agent who took care of our transaction that entered the room shortly after we finished our last round of lattes, who was pretty, blonde, about 30, and very well dressed.  She seemed acquainted with Morgan and I found out during the meeting that they had done a lot of business together in the past.  I wonder if he’s had sex with her?  After signing a huge pile of paperwork, I shook hands with her and we exited the room.  As we walked through the lobby he said goodbye to a variety of attractive, as well as flirty, female personnel that were employed by the title company.

We got in his car and headed back to my place.  As we drove I thought to myself that this was it. My home was sold and the new chapter in my life had officially began.  As we drove back to my place, well it would be at least for the next month, I sat there playing on my call phone.

“Sherry would you like to have lunch?  It’s almost noon.” He asked.

“I would but I have doctor’s appointment, so as soon as you drop me off I have to head out,” I said.  I sat there for a moment pondering on the real appointment that I had and decided to tell him the truth.  “Actually, it’s not a doctor’s visit.  I have an appointment to get waxed.”

I saw a smile come to his face and could see he was holding back a full ear to ear grin.  Apparently, he liked the thought of my bare and newly waxed twat, or he was just amused my comment in general.  “You know, I could meet you afterward,” I said.  “Maybe in about forty-five minutes to an hour?”

“That would be great.  I will drop you off at your place and will be back in about an hour.  I also need to get my lockbox from you,” he said.

I told him, “I never took the key out of the lockbox so just go ahead and go on in.  I will be back just as soon as I can.”

“Great,” he said.  “Be thinking of a place you would like to go for lunch.”

He pulled up to my house and I got out.  We waved at each other and he drove away.  I got in my car and headed off to my waxing appointment.  

After I got to the wax place my regular aesthetician Tanya took me back to the treatment room where I stripped and hung up my clothes as I usually did during a visit. “What will it be today Sherry?  The usual?”

With an impish grin on my face I said, “Tanya, take it all off.  I’m feeling in a sassy mood today.”

After Tanya removed every ounce of pubic hair from my body I put my clothes back on and we headed to the front desk.  I paid her and then gave her a twenty-dollar bill as a tip and she thanked me.  I then walked out, got in my car and headed back home, or should I say my house, or it would be for the next thirty days anyway.

As I arrived and parked my car in the driveway, I saw that Morgan’s car was already there.  I got out of my car and walked down the sidewalk toward the door.  I pressed the door handle and discovered it was already open, which was not surprising as I had told him to go ahead let himself in.

Upon entering I saw him standing there leaning over the kitchen’s breakfast bar using his phone.  He was typing away until he saw me when he put his phone down and shot me a smile.

“Hi Sherry.”

“Well hi yourself.  I’m glad you let yourself in.  Are you about ready to have some lunch?” I asked.

“I certainly am.  And by the way, congratulations on the sale of your home.  I thought you might like these,” he said as he reached down on the kitchen counter and presented me with a dozen red roses.

“Oh, my goodness Morgan, thank you so much.  I feel like a princess,” I said as I took the flowers from him.

“Sherry, didn’t you know?  You are a princess,” he said.

I reached up and hugged him and he returned my hug warmly.  I then stood on my toes and gave him a quick kiss on his right cheek, and then his left cheek.  Then a little bit to my surprise he gave me a quick kiss on my left cheek and then my right one.  “Thank you so much.  You don’t know what it means to me you giving me these flowers,” I said warmly.

At that point I decided it was all or nothing.  I gave him a quick kiss on his lips. 

“Sherry, I dare you to do that again,” he said.

I was quite surprised at his response, so I gave him another quick kiss on his mouth but kissed him a little longer this time.  Then I said to him, “Now it’s your turn mister, I dare you to kiss me back, if you’ve got the courage,”

He kissed me back with the brief kiss lasting about five seconds.  We were looking intently into one another’s eyes; our mouths were only inches apart.  I pulled his head down with my hands while standing on my tiptoes and pressed his mouth to mine.  He did not resist me at all.  Our mouths opened as we started kissing and our tongues became intertwined as we continued.  He kissed me passionately and deeply and held my head between his hands as we kissed.  Then he began running his fingers through my hair stroking my scalp tenderly.  Oh my God, I was on fire and I wanted him right now. 

I stopped our kiss and took him by the hand.  “Follow me,” I said as I led him to the bedroom.

In the bedroom I kicked off my shoes and climbed onto my bed.  His hand still in mine I pulled him onto the bed with me.  Our passionate kissing continued as we lay down and got comfortable.  His hands began to travel across my body and found my swollen nipples.  Reaching inside my dress and under my bra he caressed my nipples with his fingers.  I reached inside the front of my dress and undid the brassiere’s clip freeing my breasts for him, and as I did so they spilled out, so he could take full advantage of them.  He took my left breast in his mouth and started to lick my nipple slowly.  Then he began gently sucking on it stopping occasionally to run his tongue 360 degrees around it, and then repeating the process.  Reaching down I pulled up my blue dress and use my thumbs to pull down my silky blue thong.  I was able to get it down my legs and threw it on the floor.  I then reached down to the front of his pants and began stroking him.  His cock was rock hard, like granite.  I undid his belt and opened his pants pulling down the zipper.  Reaching inside past his underwear I could feel how wonderful his dick felt to the touch.  He was hard and erect and the tip was wet with precum from our make out session.  I gently squeezed him and stroked him a little more and got some more juice out of his love organ.  I took the precum and spread it across the tip of his cock and began stroking him with my hand. 

As we continued kissing we worked the rest of our clothes off and tossed them onto the floor.  By this time, I had taken his cock into my mouth and began sucking it and he was lightly moaning.  He was getting wetter and wetter with precum with each stroke and I enjoyed his salty taste as it touched my tongue.  I could feel how swollen his jewels were as I grasped them and massaged them lightly.  He then removed my head from his cock and rolled me over on my back.  His head sunk between my legs and he began sucking on my already hardened clit.  He took his tongue and licked my clitoris with long slow strokes, each one longer than the last. “Sherry, I loved the way you’re completely bare.  It is such a turn on,” he said while taking another long down to up swipe with his tongue.

“Maybe I did it just for you baby,” I said.

I was so horny and so turned on and could not take much more.  I just had to have him inside me, and right now.

I grabbed his head and pulled him toward me.  As he moved upward I spread my legs widely.  I reached down and grabbed his cock and rubbed it against my wetness stroking my pussy.  I then took his cock and gently pushed it into my cunt, being so extremely wet it slid in quickly and easily and filled me up as I so desperately needed.  “Oh my God Morgan, you feel so good,” I said while moaning lightly. 

He began stroking my pussy with his cock while making love to me at the same time.  As he went in and out of me he was sucking on my nipples, and gently kissing every square inch of my body he could reach without pulling out of me.  I whispered in his hear, “I want you to fuck me Morgan, I want you to fuck me right now,” I commanded.

Then he began to pound me harder, and harder, and harder.  It felt so good with him sliding in and out of me, all the while his balls slapping against me with each stroke.  After all this waiting, and thinking it might never happen, it finally had!  I was getting fucked by him, and like I had never been fucked before.  It felt so good and I could feel the orgasm building with each stroke of his cock.  My legs were hiked up into the air around his body with the bottoms of my feet bouncing on and off the top of his butt each time he plunged inside of me.  “Don’t stop, fuck me, fuck me as hard as you can.  Oh my God, I’m going to come.  Fuck me harder, harder,” I cried out.

I could feel the head of his cock swelling inside me growing larger by the second.  I knew he was not going to last much longer and neither was I.  We were both going to come at any moment and there was nothing in the universe that could stop us. 

“Sherry, I am coming.  I can’t hold it any longer,” he said.

“Don’t hold it back baby.  I want you to shoot it now,” I said loudly.

He was fucking me harder and faster with each passing moment.  He was ready to come.  “Come on, give it to me.  I want you to cum as hard and as deep in my pussy as you can.  Do it baby.  Shoot it!  I want you to fill me up inside,” I screamed.

I knew the moment had arrived by the look on his face as he shot his lode into me.  It was so beautiful as we came together, and he collapsed on top of me from exhaustion.  I was quite impressed as he had apparently come quite a bit as I could feel his seed starting to run out of me and down the crack of my rear end.  As we lay there on the bed with him on top of me I could still feel my body tingling from my orgasm.  I continued to stroke his shoulders and his back as we kissed gently. 

What was truly amazing was that as we lay there I could feel he was starting to harden inside me.  He was getting turned on again and as a matter of fact I was as well.  “Roll over”, I ordered.  He rolled onto his back obediently.  I now straddled him and got on top, as I had been wanting to do earlier but did not want to seem to aggressive.  I took his erect cock and gently eased it into my cunt, already soaked from his earlier deposit of cum, plus I was already wet from being turned on again.  With my eyes closed I started to rock back and forth on him slowly, and as I did so I became more and more excited. 

I started to ride him faster and faster.  “Sherry, you are so beautiful, and you turn me on like crazy.  God your pussy feels so good.  I’ve never had any woman that could pleasure me like you do.”

I’m glad his wife’s not around to hear that.

“Oh baby, it means so much hearing that from you.  I would do absolutely anything to make you happy,” I said.  His words seemed to turn me on even more.

I was riding him relentlessly and could feel the head of his cock growing inside me.  I was getting close to coming and was almost there.  Beneath me I could feel him gently fucking me back.  “Sherry, I’m almost there, I’m close.”

At this point I was riding him as hard and fast as I could. With each stroke I took I could feel him growing inside me.  I could not hold it any longer and I suddenly climaxed.  As I did so I gently screamed with pleasure.   My body felt warm from head to toe and my entire being felt more satisfied than it ever had.  Just as quickly he started saying, “I’m coming, I’m coming,” and he released his seed into me.  As he was giving me his lode I kept riding him as hard and fast as I could.  I was going to make sure that every ounce of what was in his cock and balls was given to me, as that was my prize.

We were both exhausted as I sat there on top of him, his manhood still hard inside me.  Kissing each other gently he talked to me about his feelings.

“Sherry, I have to admit something to you.  I’ve had a thing for you since the moment I set eyes on you,” he admitted.  “You are such an attractive woman and you were impossible to resist.  I just love everything about you.”

Looking down at him I smiled and said, “I have something to admit to you as well.  Since the moment I first saw your gorgeous green eyes I’ve had a school girl crush on you like you can’t even imagine,” I admitted.  “You know, I could get used to this.  Will you promise to get together with me again and help me with all my real estate needs, as well as any other ones I might have?”

“Of course, he will!” said a voice standing in the doorway.  It was Kim standing in the doorway of the bedroom.  The look on mine and Morgan’s faces were one of horror, as we had been caught in the act.

She kicked her heels off and then reached around and unzipped her dress and it fell to the floor.  She was not wearing a bra or panties and was standing there completely naked.  She was curvier than me and her full bush got my attention as well.  She was a classic Renaissance girl and was very attractive.

Sherry stated, “I think you forgot to lock the door Sherry, but I’m glad you didn’t,” she said happily.  “Here’s the way this is going to work Morgan.  First you are going to fuck me and Sherry one more time, then we are going to ride you and drain your cock like you can’t even imagine.  You then going to take both of your ladies to the finest restaurant in town, so we celebrate our new friendship.  This is going to be a recurring thing, so you had better get used to it mister.”

I smiled as I climbed off of him, his cock now sliding out of my wet pussy.  Kim had climbed up on the bed and was lying next to him.  “What are you waiting for?’ I asked him.  “Kim and I are your ladies and it is her turn, so mount her up and ride cowboy.  I want to see you give her the fucking you did me this afternoon.  I want you to make her come like you made me lover boy.”

Kim and I laughed at my comment. 

Morgan was in complete amazement and the look on his face was priceless.  I suspect he was like a kid in a candy store with his new-found treats.  I was on the bed beside them as he rolled over and started sucking on her erect nipples.  Her slightly tan skin and curvy body was attractive, and I was becoming slightly turned on just looking at her.  As my eyes moved down her legs toward her feet I asked “Kim, did you copy me?  Your toenails are the same color as mine!”

“Great minds think alike Sherry.  Also, I suspect the three of us are going to be spending a lot of time together in the future, don’t you think?”

“Yes, I do my friend, and I’m looking forward to it” I said.

The new chapter in my life that I had been planning seemed to be unfolding in a new direction.  I had new friends and it looked like it was going to be a great deal of fun.  As a matter of fact, it was going to be a great pleasure, if you know what I mean, and in more ways than I even knew.  My friendship with Morgan had already started, but my friendship with Kim seemed to be just starting.  She apparently felt comfortable stripping down in front of me which was kind of a turn on, even though I had never explored this aspect of myself before.  I will check back in with you later and let you know how it went.  Well, maybe.  After all, I’m an old-fashioned girl you know!
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