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SANDY & LIZZIE

 


 


August. The dog days of summer.

So hot you could fry an egg on the driveway
and all those other silly cliques. But it was true. And it had been
that way for a week. Temperatures were in the mid-90s. The humidity
made the air feel like a thick, wet blanket and made the sheets of
the bed damp. Like they’d been pulled from the dryer too early.

I drifted in and out in that blissful place
halfway between being awake and asleep.

My eyes fluttered, and I squinted at the sun
coming up beyond the open French doors that led out to the balcony.
Ocean waves lapped gently on the beach not far below. A gust of
wind stirred the sheer white curtains on either side of the
opening. A hot salty breeze caressed my naked body as I lay on top
of the damp sheets rather than under them.

Paradise, Sandra, I thought to myself, enjoy
the moment. I closed my eyes again. The sound of the surf, the warm
air, my long, curly, soft brown hair billowed around my face all
conspired to lull me back to sleep.

I dreamed—I think—of fingertips gently
gliding over my naked skin. Like the kiss of a butterfly as they
floated above my flesh, barely touching. They slipped over my
shoulder, down my bare back, over the crook of my hip, down the
length of my thigh, then back up again.

They skated down my upper arm. I shivered
pleasantly.

I felt the feathery touch of a kiss on my
shoulder. A smile touched my lips.

The kisses went down my back. The fingertips
danced over the flesh of my rounded ass cheeks. I snuggled deeper
into the pillow clutched under my head, enjoying the sensation,
enjoying the dream.

The fingers became a hand. A hand that
gripped my ass. The kisses continued over my back. Moist. Making
little smack-y sounds. The hand moved to the space between my ass
cheeks. They teasingly fluttered over my sex, moved, gently
exploring the sensitive area of skin around my asshole.

I scissored my legs open, inviting the
probing hand to go deeper, moaning in my sleep, enjoying the sex
dream and not wanting it to end. The kissing had moved from my
shoulder to the side of my neck. My thick, soft hair was
finger-combed from my face, and a kiss landed on my cheek. Then
lips nibbled my earlobe. It felt nice.

A body pressed against me, spooned around my
butt, warm against my back. Sticky with perspiration. Inviting. I
rolled over, rolled into it, with a yawn and soft moan of
pleasure.

A hand roamed over my bare breasts. My
nipples respond accordingly.

On my back, I sensed a body looming over me
as I reluctantly stirred from sleep to wakefulness. As awareness
slowly bloomed—this was not a dream but actually happening—someone
was in my bed with me! I wrestled with my uncooperative memory to
remember the night before. Who was this? And what had I done?

Trying to remember, I realized I had a
headache. A hangover headache. The first niggle of trepidation
soured my queasy stomach.

Only one way to find out.

I popped open my eyes to see who I let share
my bed.

A pretty young girl stared down at me. Long
brown hair, like me. She had similar dark eyes and a thin, kissable
mouth. Also, like me, she was naked as the day she’d been born. I
knew because I’d been there for the event. I’d been her mother’s
birthing coach.

“Elizabeth?”

She smiled broadly and wickedly. “Morning,
Momma-Sandy. I was afraid you’d sleep the whole day away.”

I scrambled to sit up, pushing her away as I
did so. “Lizzie!” I looked around for something to cover up with.
The covers had been stripped from the bed. We were on top of the
sheets. No chance to pull them over me. I grabbed a pillow and
clutched it to my chest. Not covering much, it would have to
do.

Lizzie now sitting up, looking startled.
“What’s wrong?”

“What’s wrong? What’s wrong!” I repeated.
“I’m in bed with my best friend’s daughter, my daughter’s best
friend. Naked. With you,” I waved a hand at her, “you touching me
like, like… Lizzie, I’m old enough to be your mother. Shit, I’m
older than your mother—but only by a year,” I added quickly.

“You’re only forty-two, Momma-Sandy. That’s
not like that old.”

“And you’re only nineteen. What made you
think coming in here and…and touch me…inappropriately like that?
Think that would be okay?”

“What about last night?” she said.

“What about it?” I asked.

From the corner of my eye, I noticed a dress
thrown on the floor. My dress. Followed in a line by my bra, a
shoe, my slip, panties, all strewn across the carpeted floor.
Another shoe, not mine, on the bedside table. I put the palm of my
hand over my forehead. I was hot. Sweaty. My head hurt. My stomach
roiled at the thought of how much I’d had to drink the night
before. I didn’t remember for sure, but from how bad my head felt,
how queasy my stomach was, it had to have been a lot.

“Oh my God,” Lizzie said, always capable of
being the drama queen. “The best sexual experience of my entire
life! And you don’t even remember it, Momma-Sandy!”

Her name for me, ever since she was a little
girl.

Her mom was Momma-Nicole to my daughter
Michelle. Nicole and I were best friends since high school. Lizzie
and Michelle were born just weeks apart and grew up together,
across the street from each other. They were inseparable.

“Why are you going about your… Oh. My. God!”
It struck me. I covered my open mouth with my hand. “I didn’t? We
didn’t?”

Elizabeth smiled. “We did.”

“Oh my God.”

She sat cross-legged, Indian-style. Her
hands clasped together and thrust down between her legs, covering
her sex, her arms partially covering her perky boobs. Her brown
hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her dark eyes sparkled
brightly. She bounced on the bed, barely able to contain
herself.

“We did,” she said again, smiling.

“How? What happened?” I had zero memory of
the night before. Even as I asked the question, my stomach knotted.
I’d been with girls before, not exclusively, but dabbled. Open to
try anything, especially when I was younger. When I was more like
Lizzie’s age.

And that one time with Lizzie’s mom, Nicole,
after my divorce and she’d caught Lizzie’s dad with two women at
the same time. She threw him out, we got drunk and decided we were
done with men forever. It didn’t go very far, not much past the
kissing, heavy petting stage. High school kids’ kind of stuff. I’d
been into it, but Nicole? Not so much. Rather than force it, we got
drunker and decided to forget the incident altogether.

“You came to my rescue at the Gray Gull last
night,” Lizzie said. “It was actually quite romantic.”

The Gray Gull. The dive bar down at the far
end of the pier. It certainly was no place for kids as young a
Lizzie and… “What were you doing at the Gray Gull?”

“Michelle took me there so she could meet
some guy. Brought me there for backup in case he was a creep. He
wasn’t. They left together, leaving me stuck there until you saw
me.”

“Friends from work dragged me there,” I
said. That part I remembered. The evening had started with dinner
at that new seafood restaurant to kick off my friend Sharon’s
bachelorette party. Then a male stripper in the limo, going to a
club I’d never been to before. On the way, Sharon gave him a blow
job. It was kinda hot, I remembered, but there was where my memory
began to get fuzzy. Finally, Sharon and a few others of us ended up
at the Gray Gull to finish off the night…the early morning.

“A couple of guys were hitting on me,”
Lizzie said. “The kind that don’t like to take no for an answer. I
tried to get up from the bar and leave. One of them grabbed me.
That’s when you came over. You said, ‘There you are, sweetie.
Sorry, I’m late.’ You kissed me on the mouth, even gave me a little
tongue. I guess to make it look good.”

“I did not! Oh my God.”

“You told the creepers, and I’ll never
forget this. You said, ‘Sorry to disappoint, boys, but she’s not
your type.’ You put your arm around me and walked me away from
them.”

The only part of that I remembered was the
kissing, sort of, but I thought it a part of my sex dream. Afraid
to ask, I said, “Walked away where?”

“To your table at first. You introduced me
to your friends. Then you told them we needed to go powder our
noses. We went to the ladies' room.”

Nothing unusual about that, I supposed.

“You asked me if I was okay. I said I was
fine. That they were just jerks.

You reached out and scooped my hair back
behind my ear. You had a funny expression on your face. A goofy,
giggly smile. You used your finger to tip my head up, and you
stepped in close, leaned into me. You kissed me again, pressing me
up against the sinks. I kissed back, and you ran your hands down my
body, over my hips. You pulled me into you.

It was so hot. So sexy. Us there kissing
like that. Anyone could’ve come in at any time and caught us, but
you didn’t care. And you kiss good, Momma-Sandy. Really good. I
liked the way you’d bite my lower lip and tug on it with your
teeth.

Then you started pushing your chest against
mine, rubbing your boobs over mine.

Your hands were all over my ass. Telling me
what a beautiful ass I had.

When you tugged my T-shirt up and ran your
fingers over my stomach…it took my breath away. Right then, right
there in the bathroom. You slipped your hand down my pants and
under my panties. I gasped and you giggled.

Like that? you asked.

I told you, yes.

You ran your fingers over my pussy. I
moaned. Oh, Momma-Sandy.

I leaned back against the sink. You stuck
your fingers inside me, playing with me. I never imagined anything
so sexy before. I could barely breathe.

You like that? you asked.

Yes, I said, panting.

You smiled, just watching my face, enjoying
the pleasure I was getting from your touch.

My body shuddered. That feels so good, I
said.

You’re so wet, you said.

I’m going to come soon. I closed my eyes.
Moaning. I said, make me come, Momma-Sandy. Make me come,
please.

My body shuddered. I was close. You kept
stroking me, your fingers inside me. You rubbed your thumb over my
clit. I was so wet. So horny. So ready to come. Oh, oh, oh.

You kissed me. My mouth was open, my eyes
closed. I rubbed against your hand, your fingers stroking me, your
thumb rubbing my clit, your tongue inside my mouth. I bit my lip.
My body tensed. Oh, yes, yes. I’m coming, I snorted. I’m
coming.

You muffled my moans with your mouth wrapped
around my lips. I arched my back. An orgasm ripped through my body.
I shuddered, riding it and the waves of pleasure that followed. I
held your hand in place while you stroked my pussy and kissed away
my deep, low moans.

Oh
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