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So what do you say when your ex decides to drop a bomb in your lap?  Ashley tells me that she and her new girlfriend of only two goddamn months are getting married, and I just stand there with my mouth open staring at her.  And I know Ashley, she’s not trying to make me jealous she just loves to talk to me about everything she does.  When we were together she’d call me up out of the blue to tell me she had bought a new hat.  She must have thirty or forty of the damn things.  The calls used to drive me crazy, now I kinda miss them.  Trying to recover myself I swallow and stumble out “congratulations.”  Ashley smiles and giggles at me and kisses my cheek.  

“I just wanted you to know.  I hope you’ll come to the ceremony.”  Sure! I’d rather have my eyes poked out one by one.  Somehow I think I’ll be sick that day.  Bedridden in fact.  Maybe paralyzed!  “That’s lunch!  I better get back in.  Have a great day my old flame.”  Ashley says with a wave.

My old flame! GAWDS is there anything you can call a woman that’s worse?  I sit there at what was once our lunch table under what was once our tree and think about all the sins I’ve committed over a lifetime of thirty-five years to end up here.  Surely I can’t be this bad!  Thinking back on it, maybe I am.  After all, I was the one who did the cheating, I was the one when caught decided the best way to handle the situation was to leave Ashley.  So yes the universe picked the right target.  I watch her backside saunter away and I feel suddenly very old, very ugly, and very, very lonely without my Ashie.  The rest of the workday goes by in a daze.  I avoid Ashley for the rest of the shift as I deliver the mail to each office.  I manage to push off her floor’s mail onto a temporary I brought in to help with the overload.  I sneak out to my car an hour after closing hoping that Ashley will be gone.  No such luck!  I see her in Lot A kissing the bitch and enjoying herself.  Well, my fault, I think with a final shrug.  As I make it to my car Ashley sees me and tries to call me over.  Though she makes an ass of herself whooping and calling I pretend I can’t hear her and dive into my car and escape.  

Making it safely back to my apartment on the east side I circle the street until I find a parking space and nab it away from some guy in a big 4X4 serves him right for destroying the environment!  I really should pay for parking privileges in the underground lot.  I drag myself to the elevator and head up to my door.  I look out over the city and start to cry.  I don’t know if it’s the marriage news or just being called ‘my old flame.’  But the tears just come out.  

I go into the bedroom and search between the box springs and mattress to find the photo I keep hidden there.  If it’s not out I can pretend I’m over Ashley.  Yeah right!  It was taken at Disneyland, that was a year before I walked out.  I pick up my cell and speed dial my one source of strength.

“Hello?”  The soft voice answers and I thank my good fortune.

“Hi, Sid.  Do you have a little time to talk?”  

An awkward silence greets my question and Sid clears his throat and says “Well, to tell you the truth Punky,” Sid’s been calling me Punky since we were kids.  He thought I looked like Punky Brewster.  I used to hate him for that.  After all, is that a nice thing for a brother to do?  “Larry is coming over.  There’s a double header tonight.  How about tomorrow?”  

I nod though Sid can’t see the gesture.  “Sure, Sid.  Thanks.”

“Hey, you okay sis?”  He starts but I just hang up.  My mess, my problem.  I look at myself in the mirror and watch my mascara run as the tears just keep coming.  “Co’mon Sheri Taylor!  Straighten up.  Fly right!”  That’s my dad talking in my head.  Everything was simple for my dad and too complicated for my mom.  

I go into the bathroom and strip off and run a long bath.  Sinking in I consider what comes next.  I decide bed comes next, I’m just not up for going out or meeting people.  As I soak I think about what Ashley may be doing right now?  Then I decide those kinds of thoughts are dangerous and turn them off.  Well, sort of.  I keep having to stop myself from thinking about Ashley’s lovely face and rich full lips, she still sports that Blondie, atomic blond hair doo that drives me crazy, and that fantastic backside!  As I think about that body I slide my hands down into the warm water and find my mound and with one finger I start to slide it up and down feeling my fur and let the blood rush from my overworked brain to my clit and swell my pussy lips.  Ashley sits on the side of the tub and reaches into the water and takes over my body, slowly tickling me gently then starts to explore my body with her fingers.  I can’t spread in the tub so each touch is more intense.  She strokes me in the way she used to and my body reacts to the familiar touch by pouring out musk wetting myself.  If Ashley were really here she’d take me from the bath and lead me onto the bed there to make love to me.  I pull the plug and pretend she takes me by hand and guides me to the big bed in my room.  

“Lay down darling.”  She says and I willingly lay down my body wet with droplets sliding off my breasts my nipples hard from excitement and the cold.  She leans down and kisses me while sticking her left hand between my legs and starts to make tight circles against my pussy making me move and sway a slave to her touch.  She kisses my lips and I almost cry out from the pleasure of her body being on top of me and so magnificent and warm.  I spread wider giving her full access to me and she keeps teasing me with more and more pressure and kisses until I can’t bear any more my body squirms ready to cum, I reach out and grab a pillow and bite it trying to hold on a little longer not wanting the feeling to end.  I’m so close I can no longer control myself when she smiles down at me and whispers “you know my love, the female of the species is often far more dangerous than the male.”  And as I try to puzzle over this she makes me cum hard the musk gushing out of me in a rush of release, making me squeal in delight like a little girl!  

I lay there panting, I haven’t played with myself in months, not since I left Ashley.  And I haven’t cummed like that in a couple of years.  I sit up look at myself in the bedroom mirror and then her words come back to me.  Okay, my words, I just stuck them in Ashley’s mouth.  What the hell do I mean?  Go get a toy to fuck in front of Ashley and what’s-her-name?  The girl I cheated with dropped me like a hot potato after I left Ashley.  She was into no-commitment relationships.  I get up and look out over the city and touch the glass.  My eyes blur with tears, I had no idea I missed and wanted my Ashie so badly as this.  I knew I was depressed.  I just assumed I’d get over it.  “Fat chance!”  My mind says and I have to agree.  I need my Ashie back.  But it’s too late for that.

“Is it?”  I suddenly hear Ashley’s voice in the room with me.  I look around but the place is empty.  Just us cheating fools here.

“What do you want Ashley?  You’re getting married.  What am I supposed to do about it?”

“I don’t know, what do you want to do about it?”  Ashley says over my shoulder.

I put my hand on the glass and look out over the city “I want you back.”

“Maybe I want you too.”  She says and vanishes.

I think about my schizophrenic conversation, suddenly something in my heart clicks into place.  I nod, and suddenly I am filled with purpose.  
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I search the apartment and find my cell that I tossed on the sofa and I dial up FTD, “yes, a dozen white roses to be delivered to Harmon and Marks Engineering.  The note is to say ‘Just thinking of you’ got that?  Good.”  I go and rinse out my hair so I can comb it out.  Looking in the bathroom mirror I realize I need to look a damn sight better than I do to start my evil plan, and I call Madame Byrel.  

“Hello?”  She answers and I can tell she’s annoyed at being disturbed at seven o’clock at night.

“Um, Byrel it’s Sheri Taylor.”

“Long time no hear.  How are you, Sheri?”

“Miserable, but otherwise fine.  I want the works.  Everything.  You remember that cut you wanted to try on me?  I want that.  I want to look hwat.”

“It’s not exactly inexpensive sweetie,” Beryl says knowing my famous cheapness.

“Fine.  Whatever.  I want to look hot.”  I insist.

“When I am done with you men and woman will bow down and beg you to touch them.”

“They’d better,” I say.  And the line goes quiet.

“I will make you a goddess.  I have tomorrow at nine o’clock.”

“I can’t then I have to work.”

“You work at night?”

“Oh, gotcha tomorrow night it is.” 

I hang up and suddenly feel energized.  I have purpose.  And while I don’t quite have a plan I do have a goal, and
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