
GINGER

Published by S.L. Hendrickson at Smashwords

Copyright 2024 S.L. Hendrickson

Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy.

Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

All characters are 18 years of age or older.

All characters in this novel are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. Using real companies and/or product names is for literary effect only. All other trademarks and copyrights are the property of their respective owners. No infringement is intended.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Ginger

Emily walked into her husband’s office and stared at his new receptionist, Mrs. Davis; his old one retired a month ago at age seventy. She baked a cake, and they had a party. 

“Good morning. May I help you?”

“I’m Arthur’s wife. I brought his lunch.”

This morning, he kissed her on the cheek and rushed out the door, saying there was an early morning appointment. Arthur was a CPA and tax preparer and met clients when it was convenient for them. Now, she wondered if it was to be with her. Emily just assumed he hired someone older like Mrs. Davis, not someone young, beautiful, and with huge boobs that were being shown off in the low-cut top. Emily thought she could be an actress or a lingerie model.  

“He’s on the phone with a client. You can wait, or I can give it to him.”

“Ok, thanks, it’s his favorite meatloaf with ketchup and mayo.”

The phone rang. Emily handed her the bag and left. She didn’t know Ginger was checking her out and liked what she saw. She didn’t have big boobs but had wide hips and a large ass. On the way home, Emily wondered why Arthur hadn’t said much about her. Was he trying to hide something? According to the podcasts she listened to, Arthur was at the right age for a midlife crisis, and many men had affairs. 

At home, she went through the bank and credit card statements, looking for any chargers for hotels or gifts for her. She usually didn’t look at them. Arthur paid all the bills. She didn’t find anything. Megan, their youngest, just started college. With both of their children in college, Emily had a lot of time on her hands. She offered to be the new receptionist. Arthur said she didn’t have to, and now she knew why. Most men preferred women with big boobs. 

Emily went into the bedroom, removed the dress, and looked at herself in the full-length mirror. She was pretty but not gorgeous like Ginger and didn’t wear as much makeup. Her tits barely filled the cups of the tiny bra. Sitting on the bed, she was almost crying. The house was empty, and she needed something to do, like find out if her husband was having an affair.   

When Arthur got home, they ate in front of the television so he wouldn’t miss his favorite show. Emily decided to wait until later. They were getting ready for bed. Arthur was brushing his teeth. 

“I brought your lunch to work.”

“I know, thanks.”

“Ginger seems nice.”

Arthur sat on his bed and took off his shoes. 

“She just finished business school. I decided to give her a break. I normally wouldn’t hire anyone with no work experience.”

“That was nice of you. She is young and pretty.”

“I guess so. I don’t expect her to be there very long. Young people today hop from one job to another.” 

Emily didn’t know what she expected. He wasn’t going to admit she was gorgeous and that he lusted after her body. She imagined her sitting on his deck and Arthur enjoying the big tits while he slammed his cock into her. Emily had been to his office many times, and he never did that to her. Maybe she refused him, thinking he was too old. Arthur was good-looking, and they were both fifty. She hoped he was too old for a sexy woman like Ginger.   

“She does brighten up the office. Hopefully, she will bring in younger clients like the millennials. I was thinking about redoing the lobby and making it more contemporary, so it doesn’t look like something from the 50s.”

“Do you want to spend money on that?”

“It was just a thought; good night.”

“Good night.”

She wondered when they stopped kissing before going to sleep. They got separate beds when he hurt his back trying to change a flat tire on the car instead of calling the auto club. He said she moved around too much. It was true flopping around, constantly changing from one position to another. She agreed to separate beds because she couldn’t hear him snoring. Sometimes, he sounded like a woodchipper. Maybe she was safe, and Arthur wasn’t interested in sex anymore. 

According to the podcasts, men much older than Arthur had sex. While cleaning the house, she listened to Sex Scholars. They had different sexperts that discussed a wide variety of topics like sexual dysfunction, sexual desires, and sexual stamina. They interviewed a man who was ninety and was married to a woman who was only thirty and had sex two or three times a week. Emily didn’t believe they had sex for hours and were being paid by a company to promote their pill.   

She tried to remember the last time they had sex and couldn’t believe it was last Christmas. At the office party, Arthur invited some of his best clients. She made appetizers and cookies. He had a few drinks and was frisky when they got home. It didn’t last long. They used to be passionate about each other, having sex on the beach once, not even caring if anyone saw them, but she was trying to get pregnant. On their twentieth wedding anniversary, she told him it was all right if he wanted to get some pills. She was disappointed that he said they weren’t necessary. They got used to not having sex and could accept that he didn’t want to have it anymore but couldn’t accept it if he was having it with Ginger. Sex wasn’t a big part of their relationship. They were friends who got married and were very compatible. 

In the morning, Arthur said he was working late. He had done it many times, meeting some clients at eight or even nine at night. Never gave it a second thought until now. After he left, she called her next-door neighbor and asked to borrow her car. Emily didn’t have one. When the kids were home, all three rode bicycles to the store. Each bike had a basket on the front and back. Her son Ryan stopped when it wasn’t cool anymore to be riding to the store with his mother and sister. He would go by himself. Since they lived in San Diego, there were very few days when they couldn’t ride. When Arthur played golf on Saturday and Sunday to meet with clients, she and Megan would take the bus or rideshare to the mall. Now, she wondered if he was playing golf. 

She drove the car to his office building and parked in the parking lot. Ginger came out, got in her car, and left. About an hour later, Arthur came out with another man, and they shook hands and got into their cars. She left the parking lot and drove fast to get home before he did. By the time she got there, Emily was satisfied he wasn’t having an affair even though they could have sex in the office, but she didn’t think Arthur was the type of person to do that.  

On Saturday, he was getting ready to play golf.

“I’m thinking about getting a job.”

“Why?”

“We will have more money to retire on.”

Arthur was planning to retire at age sixty-two, and they planned to travel. 

“You don’t have to.”

“I know. I need something to do.”

“Whatever you want.”

“Or, we could downsize. We don’t need a three-bedroom house anymore.”

“The kids may need a place to come after college. There is no guarantee that they will get a job right away. The job market is not very good right now.”

He left, and Emily got on the internet without knowing what she wanted to do. She had always been the stay-at-home mother. She worked part-time for a couple of years at a convenience store after they got married and before she got too big, but that was so long ago. It didn’t take her long to realize there were very few jobs for someone with just a high school diploma and no work experience. The doorbell rang. She opened the door and couldn’t believe it was Ginger.

“Arthur isn’t here.”

“I know.”

She came in without being invited. They went into the living room. Ginger looked at the pictures on the wall. 

“Is this your daughter?”

“Yes, she’s at college.”

“She’s lovely.”

It was a picture of her in a tennis outfit and a trophy for state champion. Ginger wanted to suck on those big, slightly muscular thighs, remove the outfit, and lick and suck her entire body. 

“I came over to tell you I’m not having an affair with your husband.”

“I wasn’t worried about it.”

“Yes, you were. I’m a woman. If I were in your position, I would be wondering, but I’m just eye candy to bring in the young professionals with money. Besides, he doesn’t have what I want.”

She came closer, and Emily sat on the couch. Ginger sat next to her, letting the leather skirt ride up, exposing more of her legs. She wasn’t wearing the padded push-up bra, so the tits weren’t bulging out or showing inches of beautiful cleavage. Ginger only wore a bra at work and liked them bouncing and swaying when she walked wanted easy access lifting them and sucking on the nipples while twisting the clit.  

“Do you always wear a dress?”

“Yes, most of the time.”

“I like that it's easier to get at the good stuff.”

Emily couldn’t believe her hand was going up underneath the dress and between her legs. She spread them a little so the hand could reach the panties. Ginger moved closer as the fingers found the sensitive flesh under the panties. 

“You are lovely.”

“Am I?”

“Yes, I like older women, especially if they haven’t been fucked in a long time. It’s like getting virgin pussy. Does Arthur fuck you every day?”

“No.”

“He should.”

Emily couldn’t believe the way she was talking and wasn’t about to tell her that it seemed like years since he touched her. The fingers were manipulating the pussy lips under the panties and getting the pussy wet, making her breath hard, making the pulse react, making her get excited. The last time she was this excited was on their wedding night. It was over so quickly.

“Have you ever been kissed by a woman?”

“No.”

They kissed, and Emily liked it and got even more excited. Ginger grabbed onto the panties and started pulling. 

“Let’s get these off. I want to taste you.”

Emily tried closing her legs. She thought Arthur was cheating on her. What was she doing?

“When was the last time you felt an orgasm?”

She couldn’t remember. Was there an orgasm when she got pregnant?

“If you can’t remember, it’s been too long. I had one this morning lying in bed, vibrator in my pussy, twisting the clit and nipples, and thinking about enjoying your pussy. Don’t you need one? Don’t you deserve one?”

Emily spread the legs, and she helped Ginger get the wet panties off. Getting between her legs, she manipulated the pussy lips and sucked on the inner thighs. She ran her fingers through Ginger’s hair as she sucked in the pussy lips and manipulated them, then drove in the tongue and moaned because the pussy was so tight and the juice so sweet. She went from moving the tongue around inside to sucking on the clit, going back and forth from one to the other. Ginger didn’t have any panties on and was twisting her clit while sucking
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