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ELLEN &
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My name is Ellen Lauder, and two years
ago, I got divorced.

Since then, I still live in the house
my husband Dan and I bought when we moved to the quaint, tree-lined
neighborhood in the Washington, DC suburbs. We had ten good years
here. And five utterly shitty ones. He left me for his
secretary—excuse me, administrative assistant—but not to be
completely cliché about it, his assistant was a man.

All those years, I was married to a
man who was gay and I never knew it.

What's that say about me?

All these months later, I still
haven’t figured out which bothered me more. That Dan had had an
eighteen-month affair while we were married, and I was clueless
about it. Or that he left me for a man. Which was worse? I still
didn't know.

And while our dysfunctional love and
marriage were both long gone, we had two amazing kids that we
adored and managed to not screw up too badly. They were grown and
out of the house. Everyone had accepted the divorce and Dan's
change in sexual orientation or newfound honestly—whichever it
was—once the shock wore off.

We've all moved on. Well, not me. I
kept the house.

When I'd first learned of the affair,
and through the trauma of discovering my husband was gay and the
subsequent divorce, the rock I leaned on was my next-door neighbor
and best friend, Linda Shores. She’d been there for me every step
of the way. Figuratively and sometimes physically holding my hand
as I navigated my new existence as a working woman and
over-the-hill divorcee. I wouldn't have gotten through it without
her.

As a result, there wasn't anything I
wouldn't do for her now.

That commitment got tested
recently.

She and her husband Matt lived across
the street. Like mine, their kids were grown and out of the house,
living their own lives. Empty nesters, all of us. Unlike me, their
marriage remained intact and strong over twenty-five years. High
school sweethearts, they married straight out of college. Matt's
now a high-powered attorney working inside the beltway. Linda's a
lobbyist for the energy companies. The ultimate Washington, DC
power couple.

I shouldn't have been surprised to
learn they harbored a dirty little secret.

Though we were all the same age,
roughly forty-five, give or take, I have to admit I felt
intimidated by them. I worked part-time but mostly stayed at home
living off of Dan's alimony payments. They worked out regularly at
the country club and spent their weekends playing doubles tennis. I
used the elliptical once in a while.

Recently, I was sharing a bottle of
wine with Linda out by her pool. After maybe a few too many
glasses, she told me, "Next week is our anniversary."

I toasted her. "Congratulations." And
I meant it. I wasn't one of those bitter divorcees who hated men
and the institution of marriage just because mine hadn't worked
out. I picked the wrong guy. He turned out to be gay. What do you
do with that?

"Matt wants something," she said
between sips of wine. "I'm hoping you can help me give it to
him."

"Of course," I said. "Anything. Matt's
such a sweetheart. Name it."

"I’m so glad to hear you say that,
Ellen.” She smiled nervously. “Because it’s kind
of…awkward.”

“Linda, please,” I said.
“We’ve been friends for what…fifteen years? More. Our kids grew up
together, for God’s sake. You were there for me through all
my…crap. Don’t be silly. Whatever it is, I’ll do it.”

Careful what you commit to, Ellen, I
thought to myself but too late. And that’s what led to Linda making
a startling admission. And a bizarre request of me. “Matt,” she
said. “He, um, wants to take you out on a date.”

To say I wasn’t
expecting that would’ve been a colossal understatement. “Come
again.”

“I need to explain,” Linda
said. “Just hear me out.” She finished her glass of wine and poured
us each another. “Matt and I, we’ve been together for twenty-five
years. We dated for six years before that. Don’t get me wrong. We
love each other. And, we’re happy. Very, very happy.”

I felt a but coming on. Instead, I got
a however.

“Over the last few years,”
she said, “we’ve, um, dabbled in what you might call an…open
relationship.”

“Holy shit.” I almost
spewed my wine, covering my mouth as I swallowed. “You date other
people?”

“Well,” she dragged the
word out. “Sort of.”

I drank more wine and glanced at the
bottle as it was getting dangerously low for the way this
conversation was going. “Okay, you need to explain
that.”

She sighed. “We’ve agreed to let each
other see other people. I’ve been on a few dates. Nothing more than
that. They didn’t go anywhere. Matt hasn’t yet, at least not
without me.”

I blinked. “What do you mean not
without you?”

“We, we’re,” she hesitated,
trying to get the words out. “I guess you’d call us
swingers.”

I felt my mouth drop open. I’d heard
rumors to that effect in the neighborhood, among the catty women
who live on our block, but I never put much stock into it. Not
really.

“You’re saying you have sex
with other people, like, together?”

“What? No.” She shook her
head. Her short black hair swished across her face. “We’re not
doing like the group thing.” Her ivory cheeks flushed red. “But we
have swapped partners. I’ve slept with other men and Matt with
their wives.”

Too much information, my brain cried
out. Shocked, I thought, you think you know people. Then with a
twinge of regret and my own embarrassment, I realized I’ve never
done anything like that. When it came to my sex life, vanilla was
my middle name. Maybe that was part of what shocked me so much
about Dan’s revelation.

“I don’t have a husband to
swap, Linda,” I said, stating the obvious. “Even if I did, I’m not
sure I’d ever want to do something like…that.”

Linda put her hand on my arm. “Matt’s
got a thing for you.”

“A thing? Like he…likes
me?”

“Always has. He’s had a
crush on you ever since we all met. I mean, what’s not to love?
Look at you. You’re smart, beautiful, got that great blond hair and
sun-kissed tanned skin. Those gorgeous blue eyes.”

I blushed at the
compliments.

“He talks about you,” she
said. “A lot. Always in the context of, if you were still with Dan,
then we could, um, brooch the subject of, you know,” she made a
swapping hand gesture, “Swap.”

“But there’s no Dan,” I
said. “And no offense, Linda, he wouldn’t’ve been interested in
you. Matt…maybe.”

She laughed, albeit nervously. “Well,
that would never have happened. But it got me thinking. We’ve—Matt
and I—have already agreed to open our marriage—is that how you say
it—I told him it would be okay with me if he and you…That I’d talk
to you. Ask you. But only if you were comfortable with
it.”

Comfortable with it? Hell, no. But I
had to admit to my own attraction. Matt was fucking hot. Six foot
tall, lean and muscular. He worked out at the country club every
day—I’d caught sight of him working the weight stack in his
tank-top shirt and shorts—and he played basketball, pickup games,
twice during the week and once on Sunday.

“He…wants to have
sex with me?” I asked to
confirm I was hearing things right.

“He wants to take you on a
date,” she said. “Dinner, dancing, a movie, whatever. Wherever it
leads, it leads.”

The girlfriend experience, I heard it
was called. “And you, you’re okay with it?”

She nodded. “I am. Really. It's what
Matt wants. I want him to be happy. And to tell you the truth. I’d
rather he was with you than with…someone else.”

“Really?”

She smiled. And, it seemed genuine. “I
swear.”

Since my divorce—and to be honest, a
little before—I’d dated. I had a healthy but not robust social
life, but sex, not so much. I got laid a few times since Dan and I
split up. But I wasn’t dating anyone regular now or for a while. No
one I’d met had sparked much interest, to be honest.

“You’re really okay with
it?” I asked again.

“Yes.”

The thought of going on a date with
Matt, the idea of sex with Matt—I’d never been with a black man
before—actually was starting to be a real fucking turn-on. Maybe it
was time to add a little chocolate to my vanilla sex life. I almost
laughed at that thought.

“If you’re okay with it,” I
said, again making sure.

“Totally,” she said. “Cross
my heart.” And she did.

I shrugged. “Why the fuck not
then?”

-----

We set it up for that
weekend.

Matt called me up, all proper like,
and asked if I’d like to go to dinner and then dancing afterward.
There was a new Japanese sushi place that he wanted to
try.

Of course, as I’d arranged with Linda,
I said yes, and spent the next two days getting more and more
excited about the upcoming event.

That night, after trying on like ten
outfits—and having bought two more during the week for the
occasion—I settled on a simple black, sleeveless dancing dress that
had a slit up the side, and matching black, five-inch pumps, to
make my noticeably shorter five-foot-six frame less awkward beside
him.

By the time the doorbell rang, I was
ready. Nervous, with butterflies in my stomach and my palms a
little sweaty but ready.

Matt stood in a charcoal-colored suit,
with a blindingly white dress shirt, a red power tie, and matching
pocket square. The porch light gleamed off his shaved brown head.
He looked me over. “Wow. Just wow.”

“You clean up pretty well
yourself, Mr. Dixon.”

“Thank you, my dear.” He
leaned in and gave me a chaste kiss on the cheek, then cocked his
arm, holding it out for me. Together we walked down the front steps
like we were going to prom, across the walkway to the driveway
where his black Porsche sat shiny and purring, the top down. He
held the passenger side door open. I climbed in. He shut the door
and practically danced around the front of the car before slipping
into the black leather seat behind the wheel.

“Top up or
down?”

It was a pleasant night. “Down.” I
smiled. “Of course.”

He smiled back. “My kind of lady.
Seriously, Ellen, you look amazing.”

I patted my hairspray stiff blond hair
and batted my eyelashes, blushing. “Thank you.”

He backed out of the driveway, and as
we passed his house across the street, Linda stood on the front
porch. She waved us goodbye like a mom waving us off to prom. I
can’t say it was a bad feeling, but seeing her watching us go, it
definitely left me with a weird feeling as I wondered what the
neighbors would say now.

Dinner was exquisite, the finest sushi
I’d ever had.

Afterward, we danced at a club until
we were exhausted. I was glowing, a little tipsy from the drinks
we’d had and the hot lights and the heavy booming music. Late into
the night, we found an empty booth and sat down. Sweat beaded his
forehead. He smiled. “Another round or ready to call it a
night?”

I checked my watch and was surprised
to learn it was after two in the morning. “I’m done. But, thank
you, Matt. It’s been wonderful.”

“Which brings me to my next
question. Home or…” He cast his eyes upward. The dance club was
housed on the first floor of a luxury downtown hotel.

I got his meaning. It came with a stab
of guilt in my gut.

“I want to, Matt,” I said.
“I really, really do.”

“But Linda,” he said,
finishing my train of thought. “It’s okay with her. It truly is.
She told you that, right?”

“I know, but….”

He put a hand over mine. It was big
and dark and warm.

“I won’t try to sway you
either way. If you want me to take you home, I will.”

I looked across the table at him with
pleading eyes. “I really, really don’t.”

“Then don’t,” he said. “I’m
telling you, Linda’s cool with it.”

He stood up and held out a
hand.

I put my hand in his warm palm and
stood up. “Fuck it. Let’s go upstairs.”

He smiled, and I could read the relief
on his face.

We bypassed the front desk and went
straight to the elevators, where Matt pulled a card key from his
pocket. I looked at it and then at him as he hit the up button in
the elevator. Seventh floor.

“Pretty sure of yourself,
aren’t you, Mr. Dixon.”

“Not really,” he said with
a smile. “My company keeps a bank of rooms on reserve for
out-of-town clients. Senior partners are allowed to use them. A
sort of perk of the job.”

“Some perk.”

And some room. It was a large suite
with a single king-size bed, kitchenette, reading office alcove,
and a spectacular view of the city. I locked the door behind us.
Matt dropped the card key on the table. He indicated the mini-bar.
“Nightcap?”

“No, thank you. But help
yourself.”

He took me in his arms. “I already
know what I want.”

He kissed me. Soft, tenderly, giving
me plenty of time to pull away, to say no. I did
neither.

I kissed him back, hard and full. Our
bodies pressed together, we swayed to imaginary music. I held his
arms as his hands slid down over my butt. I turned my back to him
and gathered my blonde hair in my hands, exposing the nape of my
neck to him. “Unzip me.”

The sound of the zipper opening filled
the quiet room. I felt the dress split open and quickly fall to the
floor. That left me standing there in a red lace bra and matching
thong panties. I’d even gone for the garters and black nylons, in
anticipation, and my black pumps.

“Wow. Just wow.” Matt’s
dark eyes taking in every inch of me.

“Linda told me to wear
something sexy,” I said. “‘In case you get lucky,’ she said.” I’d
felt self-conscious and foolish putting the lingerie on. That came
from equal parts my mid-west upbringing and my up-until-this-moment
vanilla sex life.

“I’m the one who’s gotten
lucky,” he said.

Matt directed me to the bed. I bent
over it, running my hands over the plush comforter as I stretched
out, offering him my cheeky butt. Behind me, his big hands roamed
over my round, supple butt. Then he kissed my flesh. He squeezed my
cheeks together and rained kisses down on my tan skin. I leaned on
my elbows and glanced behind me.

“No tan lines,” he
said.

“I sunbathe in the nude,” I
said.

“No way.”

“Have for years.” I
grinned.

“If only I’d known.” He
gave me a wolfish grin, then stepped closer and pressed himself
against my ass. I could feel his manliness press against me through
his slacks as he leaned over me and nimbly unhooked my bra, letting
the straps slide down my arms.

I stood up and leaned back against
him. He snaked his arms around me and cupped my boobs—they were a
handful even for his large hands—and rained more kisses over my
shoulder and the nape of my neck. He nibbled my earlobe, and I
half-turned to kiss his mouth.

His manhood pressed hard against
me.

Matt abandoned one of my boobs and
slipped his fingers over the red lace panel covering my sex. I
gasped and giggled.

“You like that?” he
asked.

“Yes.”

He rubbed his finger against me,
applying gentle pressure while he continued to kiss my neck and
ear. I reached back and caressed his neck. He turned me around then
laid me down on the bed, on my back, my heel-clad feet still on the
floor. I played with my breasts while he stripped off his suit
jacket, snapped off his tie, and unbuttoned his shirt.

His muscles rippled under his dark
skin, barely an ounce of fat on his frame. I sat up and reached for
him, drawing his face down to mine. I kissed his full lips again,
caressing the sides of his neck with my fingertips, running my
hands over his developed biceps.

He leaned me back down and cupped my
breasts. Kissing the first one then the other with his mouth. His
tongue flicking over my big nipples, exciting them.

I ran my hands down his arms, over his
chest, caressing every tight muscle while drawing his mouth back to
mine. His hand pressed against my sex, my damp panties still
between us until he deftly fingered them to one side and rubbed his
dark fingers through my pussy lips.

I gasped. I was so fucking horny I
wanted to scream. I couldn’t believe this was happening. And there
was so much more to come.

Propped up on my elbows, I cupped my
boobs with my red-tipped fingernails, offering them to his mouth as
his fingers slipped deeper between my legs, between the folds of my
pussy, teasing me, arousing me, getting me so fucking
hot.

“Go down on me,” I begged.
“Please.”

Without hesitation, Matt backed up and
dropped to his knees. He spread my legs apart. I sucked in a
breath. He ran his tongue over my pussy, licking and slurping up my
wet juices.

I squeezed my boobs, moaning. Matt’s
dark hands held my legs firmly apart. He plunged his tongue deeper
inside me, then strummed his finger across my clit like he was
playing a banjo. I shuddered and gasped. It had been so long. Too
long.

When he pulled back, I groaned,
disappointed, until he replaced his flicking tongue with his
fingers, slowly inserting one and then another. My body convulsed.
It was like fireworks had exploded inside me. I gasped, feeling my
eyes rolled up inside my head. He wiggled his fingers. I squirmed
under his touch. He moved his hand so his thumb rubbed across my
clit. My body jerked. A familiar warmth flooded my body, like a
flame igniting kindling, then spreading. A small, smoldering fire
at first, but building, growing, soon to be an out-of-control
inferno.

“You like this?” he
asked.

“Oh, yeah,” I
gasped.

My body wriggled as I tossed my head
from side to side. My stomach muscles tightened, rippled,
undulated. Matt pumped his fingers faster. My moaning got louder.
“Ah, ah, ah. Ah!”

And then he stopped!

Matt pulled back, stepped back.
Shirtless, his hard muscles rippling under his dark skin. His form
like a Greek statue, only carved from something mocha brown rather
than marble. He grinned down at me.

In retrospect, it seemed a little
sadistic.

I panted, having been brought to the
edge and now left wanting, needing… He flicked open his belt. The
buckle rattled, and the leather snapped as he pulled it from his
trouser loops. He tossed it away and unzipped his fly, dropping his
trousers to the floor.

Commando.

I’d never been with a black man
before, but judging from what Matt showed me, all the stereotypes
about big hands and black men were true. Weakly, my mouth watering,
I started to sit up. Matt held out a hand.

I took it and let him guide me off the
bed to my knees. His stiff dark cock stood inches from my face. He
touched my shoulder, sending a shiver across my flesh. I wrapped my
hand around his cock, fisting it, then licked the underside of his
shaft from his hairy balls up to its pointy brown tip before
hungrily gobbling it down.

He stroked the back of my head, and I
leaned into it like a puppy anxious for human contact. With two
hands, I pumped his shaft like a kid grasping his favorite ice pop.
Now slick with my saliva, I could barely fit the big thing into my
mouth.

Matt closed his eyes and moaned,
enjoying my efforts all the same.

I held his bulbous head inside my
mouth, lolling my tongue around the tip while fisting his shaft,
giving him a hell of a hand job, If I do say so myself.

“That’s so good,” he said.
“Oh, fuck.”

He started to pump his hips. His cock
pushing deeper into my mouth, fucking my mouth. I kept fisting him.
His cock hard as steel now. Choking a little bit each time his
bulbous head banged against the back of my throat.

“That’s it, that’s it,” he
said. “That’s so good, baby.”

“Hey, can I have a piece?”
The voice wasn’t Matt. It wasn’t even male.

I pulled his cock from my mouth,
gagging a little, and jumped back. Shocked to find Linda—dressed in
nothing but sexy black lace underwear and high heel pumps—on her
knees beside me.

“Linda,” I gasped. I felt
heat color my cheeks. “What? Where did you come from?”

She smiled. “The bathroom. I’ve been
watching.”

“What? You have?
Why?”

“Matt and I maybe weren’t
completely honest with you.”

She put her hand around Matt’s cock,
stroking it while she looked at me.

“What do you mean?” I
asked.

“I’m not the only one who
wanted to be your date tonight,” he said.

“I don’t
understand.”

“Matt’s been pressuring me
to be, to do two women, together,” Linda explained. “I wasn’t
opposed to the idea, but we couldn’t agree on who.”

“Until I suggested you,”
Matt said.

Linda stroked his slick cock, keeping
it hard. She slipped his cock into her mouth and fisted his shaft,
slurping nosily as she took him in.

Confused and feeling used, I started
to get up. Matt put his hand on my shoulder and urged me to stay.
“No, don’t.”

Linda let his cock slip out of her
mouth and offered it to me. “I’ll share. I just didn’t want him
going soft.”

I shook my head. “I don’t
know.”

“Please,” Linda said. “I
want you to do this. It’ll be so hot.”

“With us,” Matt
added.

Still, I hesitated. Matt stroked the
back of my head. Gently he urged my face toward his cock. “Go on.
It’ll be fucking hot,” he said.

I opened my mouth. Linda guided the
dark wet cock past my lips. She leaned in and kissed his shaft,
too. Our wet lips touched as we competed, then took turns kissing
his pointy head with sloppy, wet kisses.

“Oh, that’s so good,” he
said. We both fisted his cock. Her hand covered mine, warm and
slick. Her fingernails were painted black, like her
lingerie.

“That’s it,” he said.
“Share that cock.”

He patted Linda’s head. She reached up
and squeezed his dark nut-sack, tugging on it while we competed
over his cock.

“Kill it, baby,” Matt
encouraged us, moaning. “Kill it.”

Linda looked up at his lean, muscular
body. “We’re getting on the bed.”

She scrambled to her feet and pulled
me up, too. She climbed onto the bed, on her hands and knees. She
positioned herself, offering her ass to Matt. She indicated I
should do the same.

I did.

Matt pushed my feet apart. He grabbed
my hips and yanked. “Come back here, baby.”

I wiggled my spread ass back toward
him, felt him put a hand on my pale skin. He tugged my red panties
off to one side and rubbed the head of his cock over my pussy
before he shoved it inside me. My eyes went wide.
“Ohhhh.”

I leaned back to take it all in, take
all of him in. Having never taken anything so long, his cock filled
me in a way no other ever had. “Ohhhh.”

“That’s so hot,” Linda
said, sitting up and watching her husband’s cock slip inside
me.

I felt her hands rubbing over my ass
but was too busy rocking back and getting fucked to think much
about it or even care. “Ah, ah, oh.”

He slipped in and out a few times,
then shoved it in even deeper, harder inside me. His thighs slapped
against my ass cheeks. I cried out. “Ohhhh. Fuck.”

Leaning on my elbows, my ass high in
the air, his cock slipped hard and fast in and out of my now
sopping wet pussy. “Ohhhh. Ohhhh.” His thighs slapped loudly
against my bare legs. I rocked back against him, matching his
tempo. Linda kept caressing my ass.

“Fuck her good, baby,”
Linda said.

“I am,” Matt
said.

“He is,” I panted. “Oh,
God, he is!”

Then he pulled out. I moaned, gasping.
Disappointed but needing to catch my breath.

Linda leaned over me and took Matt’s
sopping wet cock into her mouth. She sucked and slobbered the wet
stiff rod, slurping while her big, warm boob bumped against my leg.
When she tired of that, she twisted around, got on her hands and
knees next to me, and slapped her bare ass.

“Give it to me, baby. I
want you so much.”

Mat held his cock, pressing its head
against Linda’s pussy, rubbing it before he firmly pushed it
inside. Linda gasped. She rocked back.

“Ready?” Matt thrust
forward.

“Oh yes. Oh fuck,” Linda
moaned. She pushed back harder, riding him. “Yes, yes,
yes.”

Suddenly I’d been relegated to
spectator. But watching them was so hot I almost didn’t mind, for
the moment. It was turning me on in a way porn never
had.

When I thought they’d never stop, they
did.

Matt pulled out. To me, he said. “Lay
down. On your back.”

I did as he asked.

He grabbed me by the hips and pulled
me toward the edge of the bed again. His big dark cock dangled all
wet and inviting. He pushed my legs up in the air and spread them
wide.

“Look how beautiful that
pussy is,” he said.

“Prettier than I imagined,”
Linda said, sitting beside me, fingering herself.

Matt stroked his cock then forced it
inside me. I was so wet it slipped in easily but still elicited a
deep moan from me. His taunt, muscular thighs pumped against my
ass, with a rhythm and an endurance I’d never experienced. I
fingered my clit, feeling an orgasm raising. Beside me, Linda kept
fingering her pussy, too.

I cupped a boob and squeezed my
nipple, teasing it. Matt kept banging away. Then Linda did
something totally unexpected. She brushed my hand away and started
to rub her fingers over my clit! What the…?

“Want me to stop?” she
asked with a wide grin on her face.

“Oh my God. Oh my
God.”

“I’ll take that as a no.”
Her grin grew wider.

Matt kept pumping. He grabbed my other
boob and squeezed.

I kept getting rocked. Skin slapping
against skin. I could barely catch my breath, moaning over and
over. “Oh, God. Oh, God.”

Then he pulled out and grabbed Linda,
rolling her over onto her back. He pushed her legs back and jammed
his monster cock inside her. I laid there, panting, watching,
amazed at how bizarre—and wonderful—the night had
become.

Little did I know, there were more
surprises in store.

Matt pumped his cock into her. Linda
fisted the covers under her. Her eyes were half-closed. Her mouth
open. “Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. This feels so fucking good.”

She grabbed my wrist and plopped my
hand on her boob, forcing me to squeeze it. I’d never touched
another woman like that before. Matt started pumping faster and
faster. Linda moaned, “Yes. Yes. Make me come. Make me come.” She
rubbed at her own clit. “Oh yeah. Oh yeah. Oh fuck.
Yeah.”

I squeezed her boob and rubbed my
thumb over her nipple, not sure what else to do other than enjoy
the show. Linda kept moaning, “Yeah. Yeah. Oh, yeah. Oh. Ohhhhh.
Oh, yes.”

Matt threw his head back, pounding
Linda hard, and growled. “Oh! Fuck!”

He came, hard, slamming his meat into
her growling. Linda closed her eyes and clenched her teeth. “Oh,
fucking, yes.”

After a few more thrusts, Matt pulled
out. His cock was covered in creamy, white cum and pussy juices.
Linda gasped. He stroked his meat, and to me, said, “Come
here.”

I scrambled off the bed and dropped
down to my knees once more. I hungrily took Matt’s cock into my
mouth, sucking and slurping on it, taking in as much of the big,
cum-covered shaft as I could manage. All while fingering my clit,
disappointed I’d yet to achieve an orgasm of my own.

With his cock licked clean, Matt
pulled back, stroking my blond hair like one would a pet dog or
cat. “Jesus, Ellen, you’re good at that.”

I used my thumb to wipe away a gob of
cum from the corner of my mouth. “I aim to please.”

Linda remained on the bed, clearly too
spent to move.

Matt said, “I’m going to jump into the
shower.”

He turned and walked to the bathroom
and closed the door. A minute later, I heard the shower turn on.
He’d left Linda on the bed, panting, and me sitting on my knees at
the base of the bed, like toys he was finished playing with. That
left me with conflicted thoughts.

I got up and climbed onto the bed,
plopping down next to Linda's nearly naked form. “What now?” I
asked.

“I have a few ideas,” she
said. She stroked my cheek, turning my head toward hers. “I want to
taste my husband’s come on your mouth.” Before I knew it, she was
kissing me, her tongue sloshing around inside my mouth.

Did I stop her? Hell no.

I touched her shoulder and pulled her
into me, using my tongue to chase hers. It was a night of firsts,
and more were to come. Her hands gently touched my throat. She
moved them down, cupping and covering my naked boobs. She squeezed
them and kissed my neck.

I stroked her arm. My fingers
trembling. More nervous than when I’d started the evening with
Matt.

Her kisses traversed downward, over
the sloping flesh of my breasts. I moaned contently. She made cute
little kissy sounds. Then her mouth found my nipples, first one
then the other. I ran my hands over the curve of her body as she
turned into me. Down the valley of her waist. Over her hips. Down
her shapely, creamy white legs.

Her mouth on my nipples; kissing,
sucking, her tongue licking.

“Your turn,” she cooed,
grasping her own boob and offering it to me. She’d pulled her sexy
lingerie bra to one side, revealing her dark hard nipple to me. I
licked my lips, anxious in a good way and a nervous way. I kissed
her nipple. Felt its hardness against my lips, against the tip of
my tongue. She threw her head back and shook her black hair off her
face.

“Roll back.” Linda gently
pushed my shoulders so I was on my back.

On hands and knees, she padded around
until she was between my cocked legs. I was vaguely aware of the
shower still running. She pushed my legs apart and leaned her face
close to my crotch. She tugged my sexy red—and sopping wet—thong to
one side the way Matt had earlier. Oh my God, she was going to do
it. My best friend, a woman, was going to go down on me, going to
lick my pussy for the first time ever. I trembled with
excitement.

I gazed down along her body. Her
ankles were crossed. She curled her toes as her tongue touched my
sex. She raked the flat of her tongue along my pussy lips, slurping
when she reached the top before flicking her tongue against the
hood of my clit. The liquid fire shot through my body like a bolt
of electricity.

“Oh. Oh!”

I grabbed my boobs and squeezed them
together. “Ah. Ah. Oh. Yes.”

She used her fingers to tease the
quivering soft parts around my sex, spreading my lips, rubbing her
fingers over them. I squirmed under her. She finger-stroked my
trimmed bush, ran her hand over the slight bulge of my belly,
stroked my inner thighs. Her touch was both gentle and passionate
but insistent all the same.

She looked up at me with wide eyes as
she poked her tongue inside my pussy.

My breathing shallowed. The embers of
my previously gathering orgasm were being rekindled. The warmth of
a gathering orgasmic storm spread through my body with each
passionate flick of her tongue. “Oh, yes.” Listening to her kissy,
slurpy sounds, I bit my lower lip and smiled.

Linda was going to take me to the
edge. She was going to make me come.

“Oh, yeah. Oh.
Yeah.”

Her dark hair framed the sides of her
face. The ends tickled the sensitive flesh of my inner thighs. I
rocked my hips against her oral assault. Her own breathing getting
heavy as she snorted through her nostrils.

I grabbed the back of her head. “Oh,
yes. Oh, yes!”

My stomach was wrinkled up like an
accordion. I rocked. “Oh yes. Oh, yes!”

Her tongue poked and lashed, wiggled
inside me.

“Yes. Oh yes. Oh, fuck
yes!”

Suddenly my body was seized by a
powerful orgasm. “Oh. Oh. Oh, yes! Oh yes.”

When I could move again, I stretched
my legs out, gasping. Linda rubbed her thumb over my sex, sending
aftershocks of pleasure through my system. My body spasmed. “Ooh.
Ooh. Oooohhhhh!”

Linda laughed stilling looking up over
my body. A mischievous smile on her slick face. “Something tells me
you liked that.”

I pushed a strand of damp hair from my
face and giggled. “How could you tell?”

“This pussy of yours,” she
said. “It’s so perfect.”

She kissed my inner thighs—first one,
then the other—before climbing up the bed to lay next to me. “You
okay with…” she waved her hand vaguely about, “all
this?”

“Yeah,” I said after
thinking about it. “I am. But…”

She brushed more hair from my face and
traced a circle eight on the skin of my bare shoulder.
“But?”

“I mean, everything’s
different now. You. Me. Matt.”

Mentioning his name, I realized the
shower had stopped running.

“It doesn’t have to be,”
Linda said.

“Sure, it does,” I said.
“How can it not? This. It was beautiful, and God, did I need it,
but where do we go from here?”

“I don’t know,” Linda
admitted with a forced smile. She put her head down on my shoulder.
“We don’t need to figure it out now, do we?”

“No. No, we
don’t.”

Just then, the bathroom door opened.
Matt strolled out clean and damp and fresh, wearing a white towel
around his dark body. “You two done yet?”

“Yes,” Linda
said.

For now?
I wondered, definitely hoping.

“Good.” He grinned.
“Because the evening’s young, and I just ordered oysters and
strawberries and dark chocolate. If you two are up for
it?”

Linda and I exchanged glances after
seeing Matt’s towel raise like a tent.

Together, we said, “Apparently, you
are.”
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My first Christmas after my
divorce.

Not the most joyous of seasons for me
this year.

But Mike, my neighbor from across the
street, had come over to help me with my Christmas tree. A live
tree. I always get a live tree. He put it up, strung the lights and
the garland around the top, and even did my outdoor lights, which I
wasn’t even going to do this year, but he’d have none of
that.

Maddie, my daughter, would be home
from college for the holiday, but not until Christmas Eve. The day
after Christmas, she had tickets to fly out to Colorado and do some
skiing with her dad before going back to school for her next
semester. The thought of only having the one day with Maddie made
me feel lonely, but hanging ornaments on the tree, the house full
of sweet-smelling pine and baking cookies, and all the classic
Christmas carols I had playing throughout the house helped whisk my
blues away.

Mike climbed out from under the tree
after giving the bolts securing the trunk into the base a final
tight turn as I came into the room with a pot of water for him to
dump into the tree stand.

To be honest, I wasn’t paying
attention to where I was going, having caught sight of how Mike’s
tight blue jeans had slipped low over his narrow hips, revealing
more than a generous eyeful of his tight ass.

Moon’s out early, I thought, as he,
unaware I was there, came to his feet and knocked right into me.
The pot of water tipped forward before slipping out of my hands
completely, soaking Mike’s red and green reindeer sweater and the
living room rug.

“Oh!” I jumped
back.

Water had splashed
everywhere.

Mike stepped back with his hands
raised, his mouth hung open. His sweater was totally
soaked.

“I am so sorry.” I put the now empty pot on
the coffee table with the boxes of ornaments and garland I’d pulled
down from the attic earlier that day. “That must be
so cold.”

He patted his soaked sweater. “It’s
not so bad. Refreshing, actually,” he said with a smile. “I worked
up a bit of a sweat putting the tree up.”

“Let me get something.” I
rushed into the kitchen and grabbed a hand towel.

When I returned, I patted his sweater,
using the towel to try and soak up the water. “I can’t believe I
did that.”

“It’s no big deal, Mary.
Just water. It’ll dry.”

He took the towel from my hand, the
touch of our hands lingered. His was strong and warm, mine, soft
and chilly and wet from my pathetic attempt to mop up the mess. He
gave me a look. Yes, that kind of look.

I blinked and pushed the thought from
my mind, letting go of the towel.

No. Nope. He didn’t. He’s my best
friend’s husband. You’re not going there, Mary. Not going to
happen.

Mike and his wife Lucy had moved in
across the street about five years ago. They’d bought one of the
last houses left in our cul-de-sac development. A lovely couple
with two kids the same age as Maggie. Over the years, we’d
socialized often; community and school events, block parties, that
sort of thing.

Things changed last year when I
learned Daniel was having an affair with his secretary. Confronted,
he didn’t even deny it. Three months later, to the day, the divorce
papers were signed, filed, and finalized.

Since then, Lucy and I had grown even
closer together, and Mike, well, he’d been a lifesaver. He was my
go-to person for everything in the house, from changing lightbulbs
to fixing leaky pipes.

He bunched up the towel and handed it
back to me. It was so saturated water dripped from it.

I put a hand on his chest. “Oh, Mike,
your sweater. It’s soaked.”

He wiped a hand down his front. “It’s
only water.”

“I feel terrible. Take it
off.”

“What?”

“Take it off,” I insisted.
“I’ll put it in the dryer. There’s a special sweater function.
It’ll take five minutes. Top.”

“No, Mary. It’s
fine.”

I have no idea what got into me, but I
reached for the bottom of his sweater. I started to pull it up his
body. “Don’t be silly. It won’t take no for an answer. Come on,
buddy. Off.”

“Okay. Okay. Fine.” He took
it off and handed it to me.

I tried not to stare at his naked
torso. The man had abs. And pecs.

I didn’t know precisely how old Mike
and Lucy were, but I knew they were at least ten years younger than
me. That would put him around thirty-five.

“Five minutes,” I assured
him. “Grab a beer and have a seat in the kitchen. I can see if I
can find an old shirt of Daniel’s somewhere that you could wear in
the meantime.”

The laundry room was off the
kitchen.

“Don’t bother,” he called
out. “Not if it’s only going to be five minutes.”

I opened the dryer door, tossed the
wet sweater inside, and slammed it shut again. I set the timer for
ten minutes. The machine started to rumble and spew heat into the
air. I stood there, holding the jiggling machine, and took in
several deep breaths.

What are you thinking,
woman?

Mike and Lucy were my closest friends.
All my old friends had been Daniel’s. People he knew from growing
up in this town. After the divorce, I was a pariah to them. He
cheated, but I’m the one frozen out.

That brought my thoughts back to the
shirtless man out in my kitchen.

You are not going to try and come on
to him, I told myself.

No. Of course not, I assured
myself.

I heard the refrigerator
door open, then close. I heard the phizzz of a beer bottle being twisted
open. I glanced through the open door into the kitchen. Mike tossed
the beer cap into the trash can. It hit. He scores.

Jesus, he looks good without a shirt
on.

He bent down to scoop something off
the floor. His ass, holy shit, was it tight.

What the hell was wrong with
me?

You’ve seen the man without a shirt on
before. At the town pool. Out mowing the lawn; his and yours,
working on his car on Sunday mornings. His skin tanned a rich
brown. His body gleaming with a fine, slick coat of perspiration.
And at the pool, that Speedo.

Stop it!

I blew out a final breath, steeled
myself, and returned to the kitchen.

Mike had gone around the island and
stood by the kitchen table, looking out the bay windows over the
backyard. His back was to me. He had a tiger’s head tattoo on his
right shoulder blade.

He turned. “Oh, there you are. I
thought you got lost back there.”

“No. I, um, just threw some
of my laundry in, too.” I nervously swiped a lock of hair back
behind my ear, joining him. I must look a mess. My hair was wavy
and thick, and unmanageable. I had no makeup on. I was wearing an
old, baggy college sweatshirt and spandex pants that, at my age, I
probably had no business wearing. But they were
comfortable.

“Don’t worry. They won’t
interfere with your sweater.”

He put his beer bottle down on the
table. Taller than me, he looked down at me. The corners of his
mouth twitched in a seductive smile. “I wasn’t worried.”

His eyes—brown—twinkled.

“Good. Because there’s no
reason to be,” I said, noticing how big his arms were. I knew he
spent a lot of time in the gym at the country club. “Worried, I
mean.”

The corners of his eyes crinkled as
his smile grew wider. “I’m not worried.”

I forced a smile, nervous. “That’s
good then.”

“But it seems a little
unfair.”

“What’s that?”

“That I’m the only one
without a shirt on.”

“Wait. What do you
mean?”

He stepped closer to me. I could smell
his aftershave. Aqua Velvet. “I think you should take your shirt
off, too, Mary.”

“Sweatshirt.” Why did I say
that?

“What?”

“I’m wearing a sweatshirt.”
Notre Dame. My alma mater. “You want me to take off my sweatshirt,”
I said, clarifying. My mouth was dry.

“Okay. Sweatshirt. And yes,
I do.”

He took another step closer. His
aftershave smelled nice. Why would a man with a two-day stubble
wear aftershave to work on lights and put up a Christmas tree? I
couldn’t say, but he smelled scrumptious. He tugged the bottom of
my sweatshirt up over my body. He tore it over my head and off my
arms and dropped it to the floor.

I gasped.

“Mike. I don’t think this
is a good idea,” I said, grateful I’d decided to wear a tank top
underneath.

He didn’t answer me. Instead, he put
his hands on my hips and pulled me against him, rough. He kissed me
on the mouth, hard. I fisted my hands and pressed my forearms
against his solid chest. All that time he spent working the weights
at the community country club hadn’t gone to waste.

My efforts to resist him, on the other
hand, didn’t amount to much.

He moved one hand up over my back,
sending a shiver through me. He seized the back of my neck and
squeezed, pulling me in even tighter. I moaned against his lips. I
struggled against his grasp.

He forced his tongue past my
lips.

We swayed. Me trying to pull away. Him
pulling me in closer.

As we kissed, I can’t lie. My already
weak efforts to resist evaporated quickly. Mike kissed my neck. I
lolled my head as his lips hungrily caressed the curve of my
throat. My breathing was already heavy. The room filled with the
sound of his kisses, drowning out the distant Christmas carols
drifting in from the other room.

“Oh, Mike.”

It had been over two years since
Daniel and I…

Mike tore peeled the straps of my tank
top down my arm. His fingers caressing my arms as he pulled the
tank top down sent a shiver through me. With the straps looped down
my arms, he grabbed the collar of my tank top with both hands. He
inserted his fingers between the material and the swell of my
breasts. He looked at my large chest. As if mesmerized by the
sight.

The muscles in his arms coiled. Mike
yanked my tank top down, exposing my breasts in a flourish, the way
a magician would rip a table cloth out from under a place
setting.

My breath caught in my
throat.

The garment hung twisted around my
waist.

When I could find my voice, I said,
“Mike, we shouldn’t do this.”

He held his hand splayed across my
back as he bent me backward. He lowered his head, and his mouth
latched onto one of my dark, brown nipples. His tongue teased it.
His lips kissed and suckled it, making it hard.

Then he went to work on the other
one.

I reached back and tugged the sloppy
tie from my hair. I shook my head and let my auburn mane flow free,
soft, and full over my shoulders. My hair was my best feature, I
thought.

Mike returned his lips to my mouth,
showering me with kisses.

I grabbed both sides of his face and
kissed him back.

Our tongues chased around inside our
eager mouths. I rubbed my hands over his strong back, his warm
skin, his hard muscles. I pulled him into me and stuck my hand down
the back of his jeans, shoving my fingers deep down his ass crack.
He wasn’t wearing any underwear.

We broke out lip lock, each of us
needing to breathe.

I panted, “Mike, we shouldn’t. What
if…”

“Shush. It’s
okay.”

“What about
Lucy?”

He kissed me rather than answer. Or
maybe that was his answer.

When he sealed his lips around one of
my nipples again, he cupped my ass with both hands and picked me
up. I gasped and held on tight. He spun me around and leaned me
against the large mahogany table behind us. He pulled a kitchen
table chair out, and in a move so smooth, I still couldn’t believe
it, he pushed his jeans down to his ankles, sat down, and with his
hand around my wrist, pulled me down to my knees in front of
him.

He sat back, his naked cock hard and
stiff, pointed straight up in the air, demanding
attention.

Jesus, he was big. Thick and
long.

“Mike, no. We
shouldn’t.”

He held my wrist and, with his other
hand, grabbed the back of my neck. He pushed my head down toward
his cock. His intention was clear.

Did I hesitate? Despite my words to
the contrary, I did not.

I stroked him a few times with my free
hand then sucked his long, thick cock into my mouth.

He moaned and, having got what he
wanted, released his hold on my wrist. With both his hands, he held
my head, holding me as I bobbed up and down on his
shaft.

I fisted and gobbled his shaft, making
wet slobbering sounds. It had been so long since I’d done this. Too
long. God, do I love giving head.

Mike lolled his head back and groaned
while I stroked and sucked him off.

Something I’d always been good at, I’d
been told, and from the way Mike was moaning, I wouldn’t be getting
a negative review about my services this time either.

The buzzer rang, signaling the dryer
was done.

I ignored it, and so did
Mike.

He was too busy biting his lower lip,
moaning, and telling me, “Oh, that’s good.”

My fist glided over his slick boner.
My head bobbed up and down. His cock banged into the back of my
throat each time I gobbled him down. He squeezed his legs against
my sides and tightened his ass cheeks. At one point, I took his
cock out and ran my tongue along the underside of his wet shaft. He
shivered and rubbed his hands over my back, then pushed my head
back down on his knob.

Working him good and hard
in my mouth, Mike’s moaning turned into a series of
oh, oh, oh. And then a
final, “Oh, shit!”

He’s close to coming, already? I eased
his warm cock from my mouth and looked up at him.

Mike stared away from me, his mouth
hanging open. He stared toward my front door.

I followed his gaze. “Oh, shit.
Lucy!”

His wife, my friend, stood with her
hands on her narrow hips, just a few feet from us. She must have
come through the front door at the same time the dryer buzzer went
off. Neither of us had heard her. She wore a sleeveless black
blouse and a matching pencil skirt, just home from work. Her
straight jet-black hair hung in waves down over her
shoulders.

I was naked from the waist up, on my
knees, with her husband’s wet cock in my hand.

He stared at her, unable to
speak.

Lucy turned her head away and put her
hand up as if to block the sight from her eyes. “I come over to ask
if you’d seen Mike, and this is what I find.” She stole a glance
toward us then looked away again. “I guess you have seen him. All
of him, and that’s not all.”

Mike jumped to his feet and pulled his
jeans up, doing a half-ass job of covering himself up. He had to
hold his pants in one hand, fisting them so they wouldn’t fall down
as he crossed over to where Lucy stood, but she twisted away,
turning her back to him.

I slowly came to my feet. I clasped an
arm over my boobs, covering my nipples. I brushed the fallen locks
of hair out of my eyes and wiped off the moisture around my
lips.

God, he’d tasted good.

Mike came up behind Lucy and put a
hand on her hip. He swept her hair away from the nape of her
neck.

“Don’t touch me.” She
half-turned to look at him, then at me. Our eyes met, and I felt
like dirt. “I am in total shock here.”

My mouth dropped open to speak, to say
something, but I had no idea what I could possibly say. It turned
out I didn’t need to say anything.

Mike leaned into his wife and kissed
her neck.

She pulled back, but he stepped
forward, put a hand up on the back of her neck. He kissed her
again, this time on her cheek. He reached around and turned her
face toward his. He kissed her again, this time on the mouth and
with tongue.

It was my turn to be shocked. Because
she’d let him!

Not only did she let him, she twisted
around and leaned into his kiss, opening her mouth to him and
caressing the tight curls on the nape of his neck with her fingers.
She pressed her full-figure body against his naked
chest.

What the hell was going on?

When they stopped kissing, he led her
by the hand to where I stood, stunned, my arm still strapped across
my boobs. He dropped his jeans again and sat back down. His boner
sprung out. He was even harder than before. If that was even
possible.

“What’s going on?” I asked,
looking from Lucy to him.

Mike just dropped his eyes to his
waiting cock. “Go on.”

Seriously?” I looked at
Lucy.

“Nothing stopped you
before.”

Ouch.

She added, “It’s okay.”

Lucy joined her husband, taking up a
position beside him. She leaned over and, with a hand under his
chin, kissed him on the mouth. Tongues wrestling, they practically
ignored me, except Mike had taken to stroking his cock, keeping it
hard.

Really? Tentatively, I returned to my
kneeling position between his open legs.

I thought back to how damn sexy it
felt having Mike’s long, hard cock in my mouth.

He reached out and snaked his free
hand up around my neck again, urging me down on his cock once more.
If Lucy didn’t seem to care, fuck it then, neither did
I.

I went back to giving him a damn fine
blow job.

I noticed Lucy step out of her pumps,
kicking them off.

While I bobbed over his hard cock, I
watched them, feeling the first little stirring of excitement
between my legs.

Mike hiked her skirt up over her hips
with his free hand and dragged her panties down her taut, runner’s
legs. He grabbed a fistful of Lucy’s great-looking ass and yanked
her in close. He kissed her stomach while she pulled her blouse up
and over her head. She shook her long black hair aside and
unsnapped her bra, unleashing her ample but all-natural
boobs.

I knew because she’d told
me.

Usually, I’m the one with the largest
breasts in the room, but not the case with Lucy around.

“Don’t stop,” Mike said to
me as I’d slowed to catch my breath and a gander at them. I’d been
stroking him, but he wanted more. I gave it to him.

She pressed her boobs into his face
while she looked down at me going down on him. While I stroked and
sucked, he went to town on her boobs with his mouth, suckling her
wide, brown nipples, grabbing and squeezing her flesh breasts like
they were sacks of pale flour.

We went on like that for a while, long
enough for me to be impressed with Mike’s endurance. Daniel
would’ve popped off and been halfway through a beer before Lucy had
even shown up.

After some time, Lucy put a hand on my
shoulder, gently urging me away from her husband.

I let Mike’s cock pop out of my mouth,
feeling as disappointed as the expression on Mike’s face. Did this
mean we were done? Or, hope against hope, was there more to
come?

“Stand up,” Lucy said,
circling around behind me.

She meant me, so I stood
up.

Mike sat forward, his one eyebrow
raised, as curious as I.

From behind me, Lucy peeled my
khaki-colored spandex pants down my legs. My breath caught. My
pants hit the floor, and my panties quickly followed. I kicked them
away.

Mike leaned forward and kissed my
inner thigh. His mouth touching my flesh was like an electrical
charge. It sent a spark of desire through me. There I was, standing
nude in front of him, and, with Lucy behind me, she caressed my ass
cheeks.

That was not how things
remained.

“Turn around,” Lucy
said.

I did as she asked. She pushed me
against the large kitchen table. I leaned against it. The hardwood
was cool against my naked ass. Anxious over what was to come, I was
jittery. My hands shook. Just a little. Like I’d had too much
coffee. I brushed my brown wavy bangs out of my eyes and gave her a
nervous smile.

Mike stood up and moved Lucy out of
the way. He grabbed me around the waist and lifted me, plopping me
down so my ass was sitting on the table. He pushed my legs apart
and stepped between them. He stroked his missile-like cock and
leaned in to give me a kiss. A kiss I willfully, wantonly, accepted
as Lucy drifted off to my side.

He reached down and cupped my
sex.

I gasped.

He ran his fingers lightly over my
pussy lips, stroking, stroking, stroking, until finally, his finger
slipped inside me. I mewed and panted, only half aware of Lucy
leaning in beside me, her hand on my shoulder, looking down at what
was going on between my legs.

Mike snaked his other hand up through
my hair, pulled me closer to him. He kissed me. Then he dropped his
hand and grabbed my ass, pulling me closer to the edge of the
table. My bare ass squeaked across the polished wood. He grabbed
his cock and stepped forward, pushing the head of his cock into my
pussy.

I gasped.

I squeezed my eyes tight and
squealed.

Lucy put her hand on my neck. She
stroked my throat and kissed my cheek.

Mike tried to push his cock deeper
inside of me but had trouble.

It hurt. I snorted and gasped. Then I
pushed him back. “I, I’m…I’m not wet enough.”

Mike pulled back. He and Lucy
exchanged a look.

She smiled. “We can take care of
that.”

We? What?

Before I could grasp her meaning, the
two of them squatted down between my legs. Together. They spread my
legs as far apart as they’d go, and they both put their faces into
my sex. They both began licking my pussy.

Oh. My. God!

I leaned back on my elbows, tossed a
leg over Lucy’s shoulder, and moaned.

They licked and kissed me and each
other. Their tongues slipped in and out of my sex. I felt my eyes
rolling back in my head as I gasped and panted. Oh. My.
God.

Lucy’s hair caressed the soft flesh of
my inner thigh. Mike’s unshaven two-day-old stubble scratched the
other one. Together their tongues plunged the depth of my
pussy.

“Oh. Oh! OH!”

I lifted my ass, hopping on the table.
“Oh. Oh.”

Mike reached up and grabbed a fistful
of my boob and squeezed. His other hand caressed his wife’s ass,
drawing a finger through her ass crack. Their heads bob up and down
between my legs as their tongues flicked around my hole. Wet,
slurping sounds came out from between my wet thighs.

I bit my lower lip. I pulled my head
back. I moaned.

They took turns. First Mike, then
Lucy, then Mike again.

I slapped the table. “Oh, yeah. Oh,
yeah!”

He was good at eating pussy. She was
great at it.

They kissed each other, their tongues
lapping around each other’s lips and inside each other’s mouths,
sucking the gleaming wetness of my pussy from their
mouths.

Then they went back to work on
me.

“Yeah. Oh, yeah. That feels
so good. Ah, ah, ah, yeah.”

Not being wet enough was no longer a
problem.

Lucy and Mike came to the same
conclusion and backed away.

I leaned back across the table. The
hard, smooth surface painful against my elbows. My spread legs
dangled off the table. The edge cut painfully into the back of my
legs.

The two of them kissed.

Lucy stroked the side of his face,
pleading, “I’m so fucking hot. Fuck me, darling. Fuck me,
now.”

Mike spun her around, so she faced me.
He bent her over. Her face was in my face. He pushed in behind her.
Lucy squealed. I couldn’t see, but by the way her body shuddered
and from the expression on her face, I knew he’s stuck that long,
hard cock inside her. His initial thrust was met with a long sigh.
“Ohhhh. Ohhhhhh.”

I swept the long, black hair out of
her face.

Her body pushed toward me. Her big
tits were swinging across my legs and bouncing up against mine. As
she swayed and rocked, her nipples raised goosebumps across my
flesh. His thighs slapped into her bare ass.

“Hold me,” Lucy
panted.

I wasn’t sure. I thought she meant me.
I put my hand on her back, caressed her a bit awkwardly. I even
reached down to grab a handful of her ass. I don’t know why I did
that. Her body crashed into me.

Mike grabbed my knees, pinning Lucy
between us as he pounded her pussy with his cock.

She tried to kiss me. I turned my face
away.

She chanted, “Oh my God. Oh my
God.”

Over and over.

All I could think was shit, I’m wet.
I’m ready. I wanted some, too.

Mike picked up speed. Lucy went from
“Oh my God” to “Oh, fuck!”

The slapping of flesh was loud and
furious. Mike grabbed Lucy by her hair and pulled, not hard, but
enough to pull her head back. Her mouth hung open.

She closed her eyes. “Oh fuck, oh
fuck, oh fuck.”

I watched, stroking my clit to keep
myself wet, staying ready for my chance in the game. Fuck, I want
his cock inside me. I wanted it bad.

I wanted it so bad I even let Lucy
kiss me when she tried again, tongue and all. I grabbed the back of
her head. Our tongues lashed and whipped around. God, her mouth
tasted wonderful. I could taste my pussy juice still on her lips,
on her chin.

Her body shuttered. Mike thrust hard
into her, and she shoved into me.

Mike had his hands on her hips, riding
her, going to town. Grunting. His teeth clenched.

All I wanted to do was scream. No!
Don’t come! Do me!

That was when Lucy gasped. She arched
her back, straightened up, and breathless swept her hair out of her
face with both hands, her lovely red mouth hanging open.

Behind her, Mike stopped and backed
up.

Lucy stepped to the side, and Mike,
his lovely cock wet and still fully engorged, stepped forward. He
pulled me closer to the edge of the table. My ass cheeks squeaked
across the table surface again. He held his cock and aimed it for
my now wet and waiting pussy.

My legs were tired, but I held them
cocked in the air. I leaned heavily on my elbows. I wanted him. All
of him. The table was hard and painful, but I didn’t care. I was
about to get laid for the first time in years.

He stuck it in. He filled me up, and I
threw my head back and howled, “Oh, yes!”

Mike started pumping. His long cock
reached deep inside me, reached parts of me untouched for years,
filling me up. He held onto my hips. Lucy dropped down to her knees
behind him and buried her face into his ass. She was licking his
asshole while he fucked me hard.

God, that was so hot.

Mike moaned.

I snorted. Oh, it felt so good. So
fucking good. “Yes. Yes. Yes.”

He kept pounding me but occasionally
looking back at Lucy. “That’s right. Lick my ass. Lick
it.”

She didn’t seem to need to be
told.

Mike changed positions slightly,
reaching up under my legs, holding them, while he plunged his cock
deeper, deeper inside me. God, it reached so far inside me. Oh, it
felt so good.

I was close. I was so
close.

Lucy came out from behind Mike and
again took up a position beside me. This time she licked her
fingers and plunged them down between my legs.

I panted, “Lucy, what….”

She touched my sex, rubbed her fingers
over my clit while Mike pounded his ramrod cock into me. That was
it. My body seized up. She stroked my clit, fast and furious. My
orgasm exploded like a dam bursting.

She kissed my throat and rubbed and
twiddled my clit.

Mike kept pounding away.

I screamed, banging my ass up and down
on the table. “Oh, fucking God! Oh. Oh yeah!”

Mike threw his head back and came. I
felt his warm jism fill me. So much so, it leaked out and ran down
the folds of my flesh, down my sweaty, hot skin. He pulled out and
stroked his wet cock. It jumped in his hand, and more jism shot out
of the end of it. A long string of jism landed on my belly, hot and
wet. Then another across my leg.

Lucy licked her finger, scooped up a
globular of the warm goo, and sucked it off her finger with a
smile.

I hung my head back, exhausted. “That
was…was….”

“Incredible,” Lucy finished
for me.

I smiled. “Yes.”

Mike looked past me at the clock on
the wall in the corner. “Is that time, right?”

I twisted my head over my shoulder,
breathless. “Sure.”

“Shit,” he said.
“Fuck.”

He grabbed his jeans from the floor
and tugged them on fast. “I’ve gotta go.”

“Go?” I asked.

“Go where?” Lucy
asked.

He raced into the laundry room. I
heard the dryer door open then slam shut. Mike ran back out,
tugging his sweater on over his head. “The country club. I’m
meeting the guys for a Christmas party thing. That was fantastic,
ladies.” Halfway to the front door, he called out. “We definitely
gotta do this again. Merry Christmas.”

Lucy and I watched him run out the
front door. When it banged shut, I looked at Lucy. “That
was…unexpected.”

“I’ll say.”

We looked awkwardly at each other. I
slid off the table. I didn’t know what to say, afraid the
realization of what we just did—what I just did—with her husband
would sink in. “You, um, want a glass of wine?”

“Sure.”

I went to the kitchen and took a
chilled bottle of white from the refrigerator. After pouring two
glasses, I handed one to Lucy. We stood, naked, silently sipping
our drinks, listing to Christmas carols.

After a while, I said, “Maybe we, um,
should get dressed?”

Lucy sipped her wine and made no
attempt to retrieve her clothes. She did however spend time looking
me over. I felt very self-conscious, and a little turned on. I
tried to think of something to say, but my mind went
blank.

Then Lucy put her glass on the table
and stepped in close to me. She put one hand on my hip. It was cold
from holding the chilled glass. The other, she snaked around me and
slid it across my naked back.

I shivered.

She pulled me into an
embrace.

Our boobs mashed against each other.
Her body was warm and slick with a film of perspiration. Mine was,
too. Her hand on my hip slid down over my ass cheek. She pressed
her thick brown snatch against my pussy.

Lucy tilted her head and kissed me on
the mouth. She tasted like pussy. My pussy.

I ran my tongue around inside her
mouth.

When she finally pulled back, breaking
the kiss, she said, “I think we should go upstairs.”

“To my bedroom?”

“Yes.”

I smiled. “That sounds like a
wonderful idea.”

We padded barefoot up the stairs
smiling and humming along to a Christmas song.

I smiled at the thought of making this
my new Christmas tradition.

 


♥♥♥
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