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One of those mysteries we have yet to figure out.

We know it when we’re in it and, conversely, out of it.

How do we keep love, find love, and gloriously make love?

Isn’t that the million-dollar question? 

G. Whitman
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Sheri and Bill




Chapter 1
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“YOU CANNOT BE SERIOUS.” Sheri heard herself and realized she had channeled her inner John McEnroe. “Are you sure?”

“Sheri, you knew the answer before you came in today. Are you surprised at my answer?”

“Joan, I’ve been in menopause for years. I haven’t had a period in almost a year.”

“I told you these things could happen. If you didn’t stay on the pill, then use other protection.”

Sheri looked at Joan for a long time. She had been her OB/GYN since the beginning of Joan’s practice. Joan had delivered her two kids and had been there when she miscarried one in between. At fifty-three years old, she couldn’t be pregnant.

“I’m pregnant,” Sheri said softly.

“You were right. You’re about six weeks along. So, you know when you conceived?” Joan tried a smile.

“On our vacation in Maine. We were pretty active.”

“Sheri, you said it like it was a bad thing.”

It was great, but oh, Lord. The gravity of it all came rushing into her head. “What do I do?”

“Get dressed. We’ll talk in my office.”

Sheri thought the buttons on her blouse felt too big for the buttonholes. She almost fell putting on her pants. Concentration wasn’t working.

Her daughter, Beth, was living in the city with her friends. They all got great jobs as nurses. Will was a senior in college this year and would graduate in the spring. Sheri and Bill were looking for some couple time again. They couldn’t raise a baby. Could they?

A knock on the door brought Sheri back to the present. She opened it to the nurse.

“Dr. Haverhill is in her office.”

“Thanks. I’m heading right in there.”

Walking into Joan’s office, Sheri plopped down on one of the chairs.

“You first,” she said to Joan. “I don’t even know what to think.”

“Let me start by saying you are healthy, and you’re not the first person this has happened to.”

“Thanks. I think.”

“Menopause is not a particular time period. That is why we recommend some sort of birth control for a while. Even if you haven’t had a period in almost a year, your body is still able to produce eggs. You still may be ovulating.”

“I guess I should have paid more attention.”

“What do you want to do?”

“I don’t know.” Sheri took a minute to think. “I’m too old to start again.”

“Do you want to schedule a termination?”

Sheri let out a laugh, then had tears running down her cheeks. So many emotions, and all at the same time.

“Termination. That’s a powerful word.”

“You have time to think about it.”

“I need to talk to Bill.”

“Of course.”

“There are a lot of risks, aren’t there?”

“You know there are. It’s okay. I’ll give you some things to read. You have my number. Call anytime.”

“Thanks, Joan.”

*****
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SHERI DROVE HOME AND wasn’t sure how she did. She didn’t remember driving at all. Auto pilot for her brain kicked in. Curled up on the couch with a cotton blanket around her shoulders, Sheri relived her day.

Bill had already left for the day when she woke up sick to her stomach. Her head spun when she got out of bed and barely made the bathroom before she threw up. Since Bill ate the same food, she ruled out food poisoning. She didn’t get sick, so this puking thing was new to her. Other than drinking and puking in college, the only other time she felt sick to her stomach was when she was pregnant.

As the thought ran through her head, she didn’t think of it as a possibility. She was going through menopause, for God’s sake. She and Bill had a healthy sex life, she guessed. There were those periods when they got so caught up with their lives and their physical relationship went by the wayside. Then, they took the time to reconnect.

Sheri went to the drugstore and bought a home pregnancy test. When she saw it was positive, her frantic call to Joan was immediate. The panic in her voice got her in to see Joan immediately.

Damn her body for having eggs, damn Bill for having healthy sperm, and damn those armless rockers. Sheri couldn’t help but laugh out loud. She loved Bill, and if she was going to get pregnant, a week in Maine was the way to do it.

They hadn’t scheduled a week in Maine. It had fallen in their lap. Sheri’s coworker Betty had the week planned, but minor surgery was needed, and she couldn’t go. Betty knew Sheri hadn’t even planned vacation for the year when Betty offered it. Sheri was in “definitely I need a break” mode. It took two seconds for Bill to say yes. Evidently, he needed a break as well.

The cottage was off the dunes from the water. It was one of those places you couldn’t build anymore because of bylaws and environmental people. All cottages offered some privacy, and it suited both fine.

There were two bedrooms, a kitchen, and a living room. It was a small bathroom with only a shower, which suited Bill. Who needed a tub? After they dropped off their clothes, they had dinner in town. Once dinner was done, they bought a few groceries for the week. A hand-in-hand walk on the beach rounded out their night.

Bill took a shower first. When Sheri finished hers, she expected Bill to either be reading or asleep.

“Bill?” she called out.

“On the porch.”

The porch ran the length of the cottage looking over the dunes and the ocean. Only the moon’s brightness illuminated outside.

“What are you doing out here?” she questioned. After almost thirty years, he hadn’t changed much. As a runner, he kept in shape, and if it weren’t for the gray peeking through at his temples, he could have passed for twenty years younger.

“It was such a nice night, and the waves called my name.”

“So, you thought you’d come out here in your underwear to watch the waves.”

“Yes. This rocking chair is quite nice. It’s soothing to rock. I never realized before.” He looked at her up and down. “You’re not wearing much yourself.”

“I’m wearing a night shirt because I was going to bed. I would have worn something warmer if I knew I’d be hanging out here on the porch with you.”

“I’ll keep you warm.” 

Sherri knew that glean in his eyes and could certainly see the bulge rapidly growing. He put out his hand. “Sit with me.”

She took his hand. “What do you have in mind?”

“Well, it is an armless rocker. Sit in my lap, and my kisses will keep you warm.”

“They will?”

“It’s a start. For now.”

Sheri sat straddled in his lap. His hands took each side of her face and brought her in to him to kiss her deeply. With her hands on his chest, she took his tongue, and her body rubbed up against his hard cock.

“Someone’s growing,” Sheri said as she pulled away.

In this straddled position, Bill had access to her whole crotch. His hand gently rubbed, then his middle finger rubbed up and down.

“You are so wet.” He kissed her. “I want to make you wetter.”

His hand proceeded to splay her wet folds, so he could touch every part of her. She groaned when Bill pinched slightly and found her hard nub. His middle finger fucked her slowly and gently. He hadn’t done this in a while and wondered why. Seeing his wife slowly come gave him great pleasure.

“Bill, I’m so close.”

“I know.” He started to move faster. “Look at me, Sheri.”

“Please,” her breath was ragged as she pleaded.

“Look me in the eyes. I want to watch you come.” He moved a second finger inside. His thumb played with her nub, moving faster and harder as he found her pleasure point. She shattered and came in waves.

“Bill.” She was hardly able to breathe.

There was something so raw and beautiful when she came. It made him happy making her happy. “I love doing that to you.”

With her mouth hard on his, Sheri had been able to pull Bill’s cock out of his underwear and stroked him hard.

“I need you in me.” Her breaths were shallow.

Sherri moved off and pulled her nightshirt over her head, much to Bill’s appreciation. He lifted his hips slightly as she pulled off the cotton boxers.

“Come back here then.”

“You need to be harder. Spread your legs.”

Bill spread his legs as directed. This was a game they played. Sherri always said she wanted him harder and did everything in her power to make him hard.

Her hands gently cupped his balls before giving them squeeze. She kissed the top of his cock before her tongue quickly made its way around. When she sucked the head, he groaned out loud. Her mouth, tongue, and hands made their way all over his harder cock. He closed his eyes when she took him deeper in her mouth. 

“I’m not going to last long if you keep sucking me.”

Sheri straddle him again and slid his hard dick up and down against her wet folds. She slowly took him in her inch by inch, her walls tingling all around him.

“Rock slowly,” she whispered. They didn’t move, but the rocking motion moved him in and out of her. They matched thrusts to the rocking. Sheri wasn’t sure why, but this rocking fuck felt wickedly decadent. “Rock a little faster.”

As commanded, Bill rocked faster. With his hands on her ass, he pushed her down on his erection. His mouth found each nipple to lick and suck.

“Come with me,” he cried out. With his finger playing with her and a few more strokes, they shattered. The rocking continued as they touched and kissed. 

“Damn, Bill.”

“Can we get one of these for our house?” Bill asked then chuckled.

“I think we need another shower.”

*****
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THEY SHOWERED TOGETHER. Bill got out first, and Sheri lingered. When she entered the bedroom, Bill had lit some candles and all the pillows laid out on the bed.

“What’s all this?” she asked.

Bill walked over to her. He removed his towel and then her towel.

“We don’t spend enough naked time. Whether we touch, kiss, cuddle or we fuck, make love. Whatever label we choose, let’s make sure we make the time.” Bill took Sheri in his arms and softly kissed her lips.

“Which one is tonight?”

He raised one eyebrow. “All of the above.”

“Okay.”

“Lie back on the pillows.” Sheri lay on the pillows as Bill went to the end of the bed. “Spread your legs. I want to see you.”

Sheri pulled up her knees and put her feet flat on the bed. When she slowly opened her legs, she winked and breathed, “Now what?”

“I’m going to let my eyes feast on your beautiful body. Then I’m going to kiss, lick, suck, and taste you until you come for me.”

“And then?”

“I’ll put my cock inside you and fuck you so good until you and I come again, again, and again.”

Sheri cried out when his tongue finally plunged into her. Everything about the way he moved against her sensitive folds made her gasp with pleasure.

“Fuck yes,” she cried when Bill pinched her nipples then sucked hard. She quivered deeply as the orgasm took over. Her legs were pulled wider when Bill plunged into her with one stroke. Wet and hot like he wanted.

“Harder or deeper?” was his question.

“Deeper.”

He pushed her legs back, so he lunged as deep as he could go. With each stroke, Bill knew he was closer and closer to the edge.

“Baby, you feel so good. I won’t be able to hold back much longer.”

“Come inside me, Bill.”

Sheri screamed yes as her climax came hard. Bill was right behind her, as he stroked inside her. He let himself linger inside her as he caught his breath.

She curled into Bill and under his arm as he laid back on the bed. His heart still beat fast as she laid her head against his chest.

Bill pulled his face to hers and kissed her. “I love you so much, Sheri.”

“I love you too, Bill.”

His chest rose as he chuckled. “We can’t go all night like we did in our twenties.”

“True. I think we’re doing a fine job now.”

“I will always want to make love to you, Sheri. It may not be this interesting but know I will always want you.” He kissed her eyes shut. “Sweet dreams, baby.”

*****
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SHERI WOKE IN THE EVENING. Bill spooned her with his head breathing heavily into the nape of her neck. His arms tightly around her seemingly wanting to bring her closer to him.

She loved that they were sleeping naked. They didn’t sleep naked anymore. At home they put on clothes after making love. Sheri wasn’t sure why it was important now their two kids were out of the house. She’d have to discuss more naked time when they got home. She sighed happily and fell back asleep.

It had been a while since she had awoken to Bill’s morning erection on her back. Damn, he was hard. She turned her head slightly and softly kissed him.

He kissed her back before opening his eyes. “Good morning.”

“It is,” she replied. “Do you always wake up this hard?”

“Not always.” He sucked on her lower lip. “Get on your hands and knees and together we’ll take care of things.”

Sheri turned and lifted her ass off the bed waiting for him. Bill was barely awake, but his dick knew exactly what to do. Thank God for muscle memory. He was soon awake and stroked harder and deeper each time. When she came, he was a few strokes behind her. They made love every morning of their vacation this way.

*****
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SHERI NOT GETTING PREGNANT before was probably a small miracle. They made love every day, at least twice a day. Well, they had plenty of sperm swimming around for a week.

She had texted Bill this morning when she wasn’t feeling well to tell him she was home sick. This was before all the impending news. Sheri needed to tell Bill right away. How would he take the news? The kitchen door opened. She’d know soon enough.

“How are you feeling?” he asked when she walked into the kitchen.

“Better. What do you have in the bag?”

“You said you weren’t feeling good, so I went to the deli to get chicken soup and some crusty bread.”

“Thank you.” She kissed his cheek.

“Another?” he said as he pursed his lips.

“Of course.” She kissed his sweet lips. “What are you eating?”


“Pastrami.” Bill pulled out a deli sandwich three inches thick and some potato salad.


“That sandwich is big enough to feed a family of four.”

“I know. Did you want to eat now?”

“Could we wait? I’d like to talk.”

“All right.” He looked at her seriously. “Are you okay?”

“Yes. Of course. I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be maudlin.”

“Want to snuggle on the couch?”

“I would like to very much.”

Bill took her hand, kissed it, and let his eyes smile at her before he led the way into the living room. He sat at his end of the couch and pulled her in close to him.

“You feel cold,” he said as he took the blanket to cover her. “Is that better?”

“Perfect.”

Bill had learned a long time ago to not question, but to let Sheri be when she was like this. He didn’t know what this was. She wasn’t feeling well, wanted to talk, and needed to be held. He would hold her forever, if she asked.

After few minutes she spoke softly. “I’m sorry. I’m being weird.”

“You’re not being weird. Can I get you something?”

Sheri sat up. “No. I want to talk for a minute.”

“Okay.”

“Do you remember our vacation in Maine?”

Bill grinned. “Of course, I do.”

“Remember I said I was going through menopause?”

“Yes.” He looked at her quizzically. “I’m guessing there’s a connection.”

“Yes.” She began to cry and couldn’t speak.

Bill watched her cry as she began to hyperventilate. He pulled her in close. “Baby, you need to tell me what’s wrong.”

He stroked her hair as she cried into his chest. Rubbing her back didn’t stop the crying. There were only three other times in their lives when Sheri got hysterically emotional like this. It couldn’t be. He put two and two together.

“Sheri, sweetie,” he said quietly, “Are you telling me you’re pregnant?”

Sheri stopped crying, sat up and wiped her eyes. “Yes.”

Bill didn’t know what to think or what to say. He simply let out a large breath. “Tell me everything,” he finally said.

“I hadn’t had a period in a while. So, I went off the pill. I thought I was okay.”

“Evidently not.”

“I should have been more careful. I figured I got pregnant when we were on vacation in Maine. We were having sex three times a day, so I can’t really be surprised.”

Bill played some of those scenes in his head. They did have a good time. “I guess it’s good to know my sperm is working properly.”

Sheri laughed. It was good to see her laugh. “Not exactly what I thought.”

“Do you know for sure you’re pregnant?”

“Yes. Somewhere in my head I figured it out and bought a home pregnancy test. When it said pregnant, I called Joan, and she saw me right away.”

“I don’t know what to think.”

“Almost what I said to Joan.” Sheri looked down to her fumbling fingers. “We’re too old to start again, but when she said termination, I got confused and turned around.”

“Because we had a hard time getting pregnant and the miscarriage.”

“Yes.”

“I know you’ve had all day to process this, but I need to think. Can we have something to eat, and we’ll talk again after dinner?”

*****
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BILL HEATED HER SOUP, and they ate at the kitchen table. He ate half his sandwich and would take the rest to work the next day. The conversation was innocuous. She asked about his day. Bill knew he should say something but had no idea what.

He knew, and they both knew. They didn’t want to start again with a baby. If this happened ten years ago, it was probably a different discussion. It was time for the two of them, and he was looking forward to it. What they hadn’t even discussed was the physical toll on her body. A baby born to older women had a higher rate of various medical issues. Would they, or could they, deal with that? What would their adult children think and say? They needed to be part of the discussion at some point.

“I’m sorry, Sheri. I need time to think some more.” Bill finished loading the dishwasher. 

“I know. Me too. We have some time.”

He pulled her into his arms. “Good. We’ll get through this.”

“I know.”

“I’m going to take a shower.”

“I think I’ll read for a little.”

Sheri tried reading, but her head couldn’t get around the words. They all seemed jumbled. She walked into the bathroom, took off her clothes, and stepped into the shower with Bill.

“Do you mind?”

“Never.” Bill moved so she could get under the shower head.

“I know I’m being selfish, but can we make love tonight?”

“I like selfish.” His hands on her hips brought her to him. “Here or in the bed?”

“In the bed.”

“So soft and sweet lovemaking.” Bills mouth found Sheri’s neck and shoulders.

He knew her well. “Soft and sweet.”

Bill quickly dried himself out of the shower, but he gently wiped her dry. Sheri always found it funny as they had just been naked in the shower, he would wrap them in a towel. They would walk the ten steps to their bed and take the towels off. Sometimes it was these little things he did that made her love him so much.

The lights were already dim, and the bed turned down. Sheri got in first and laid on her back. Bill got in on his side with his head propped on his hand, smiling and looking down at her.

“Hi,” he said.

“Come here often?” she replied.

“Every night about this time.”

It was silly speak between them, but it was theirs, and Sheri didn’t want it any other way.

His free hand caressed her cheek then outlined her lips. He turned her head to him and kissed her. Loving her mouth, his fingers lightly touched her skin. Her full breast in his hand, he bent down and had his tongue slowly lick her nipple. The soft moan, and Bill’s mouth covered as much of the breast he could take. Sheri was definitely more than a mouthful.

Bill was doing all the work and didn’t mind at all. His hand between her legs found her wet and swollen. It was to become wetter with his tongue.

Sheri loved his skills, his tongue darted in, out and around. She would come quickly if he moved faster. He was almost maddeningly slow, and it felt so good. Her legs spread wider, he glided into her. Bill deftly rolled with her, so she would be on top. As she rocked, his hips moved to meet hers. With her walls hugging his cock tight, he came, and she shuddered as his fingers continued to massage.

“Again, baby,” he told her.

Her moan was soft and deep when she climaxed.

––––––––
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Chapter 2



SLEEPING IN HIS ARMS felt peaceful. Sheri remembered him kissing her cheek when he left for work. Slowly rolling out of bed, she got ready for work.

Sheri was glad she was in a quiet office in the bank. She reviewed and approved loans as well as doing some financial consulting. Those were by appointment only. Thank God she wasn’t customer facing. She couldn’t handle it today.

When Bill called her later in the day to say he was taking her out to dinner, Sheri wasn’t sure if he was being nice or wanted to talk. Either way, it was a night not to cook.

It was her favorite restaurant. Small, quaint, and authentic Spanish tapas. Tonight, they stayed away from serious topics. Just as well. Nothing made sense anymore.

*****
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SHERI WAS GLAD WHEN her workday ended on Friday. She had been productive, but her mind wasn’t on her work. Bill called to say he was running late and would pick up Chinese food on the way home. A little alone and think time was welcomed. Anytime Sheri needed to make serious decisions, she always went about it in some methodical and logical manner. Logic didn’t seem to be working today. As she looked to the bookshelf for something to read, she spied the various yearbooks. Hers and Bill’s from high school and college. For now, she had Beth and Will’s high school yearbook. 

She and Bill had met in college and graduated the same year. She pulled the yearbook, then their wedding album, and some of the photo albums from their two children. Laid out on the coffee table, she took turns looking at one, then the other, and then another.

Bill walked in with the Chinese food. “What are you doing?”

“Looking at yearbooks and pictures.”

“What prompted looking at those?”

“My brain seems to be working overtime, so I was looking for a book to read. If I can concentrate on the book, then I find I have more clarity about other things.”

“Makes sense.”

“While I was looking for something, I found our yearbooks and then decided to take out some pictures.”

Bill knew what this was all about. They had spent the last few days not talking about the pregnancy. It would need to be soon, but for now they could reminisce.

“I’ll make us each a plate of food, and we can look at things together.”

“You got crab rangoon, right?”

“Sheri, you know I never forget the crab rangoon.”

When Bill came back with plates, he saw more albums on the table. “Did you take out our kid pictures?” He handed her a plate and sat on the couch next to her.

“Kind of a story of us.”

“This is your life, Sheri and Bill.” Sheri laughed when Bill put a hand up to his ear and used his game show voice.

“Do you remember when we met?” Sheri had a devilish grin.

“There is nothing about the night we met I don’t recall vividly. And the next day was even better.”

*****
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THEY WERE BOTH SENIORS in college, a month shy of graduation. She was business and he was mechanical engineering, so they had no classes together. Their paths had crossed at various school events.

This night they were both at the same house party with about thirty or so other seniors graduating. Everyone was pre-celebrating before exams started, knowing they would all be graduating soon.

Bill had been broken up with his girl about three months when he went to the party. He began to wonder why he didn’t go to more parties. There were some seriously fine women at this one. He had seen Sheri and her two friends and said hello at some point before he continued to mingle. If his hard-on was any indication, then he was horny as hell. He got a beer and stood behind a wingback chair to see if he could get his dick to calm down. Happily drinking his beer, he said hello to people he knew. When he looked over, he saw Sheri looking at him. She was pretty, and he wouldn’t mind getting his hands on those boobs. Okay, thinking wouldn’t get his dick any softer. Then he saw her walking toward him.

“Hi,” she began.

“Hello, gorgeous.”

“Does that work as a line?” Sheri grinned sideways.

“It’s not a line. It’s what honestly came out of my mouth.”

She came around to the back of the chair and put her hand on his bulge. “I’ve noticed you.” She gave him a slight squeeze.

“Some things are just noticeable.”

She leaned in closer to him. “My friends noticed too, and they challenged me.”

“What’s the challenge?” Damn if her fingers weren’t playing with his balls.

“To go down on you and make you come in less than five minutes.”

“Damn. Really?”

“Really.”

“What’s the prize?” He asked her.

“Other than the satisfaction of making you come in less than five minutes?”

“Yes.”

“Some cash, and I won’t be doing any housework for a while.”

He saw the beautiful, smiling, dirty mind in her eyes. Bill looked around to make sure no one else was paying attention. When he unzipped his pants, Sheri knew what to do. They looked at her friends, and Bill pointed to his watch.

Sheri got down on her knees behind the chair and took his hard cock out of his underwear. He was bigger than she thought when she cupped his balls and sucked his swollen head. Kissing and licking every inch of him, Bill knew it wouldn’t take long. Deep in her mouth and sucking hard made his moan louder than he would have liked. She had a great mouth, and there was no holding back.

“Oh, god.” He was deep in her mouth when he came. She swallowed it all and licked him clean before she put him back in his pants.

When she stood up, he looked at his watch and nodded to her and her friends.

“You taste sweet,” she said then walked away.

He zipped his pants and went looking for her. He grabbed two beers when he saw her outside on the deck. He offered her a beer.

“I’m Bill, by the way. What’s your name?”

“Does it matter?”

“Somebody blows me, and I come in less than five minutes, yes her name matters to me.”

She laughed and put out her hand for him to shake. “I’m Sheri. Nice to meet you, Bill.”

He shook her hand. “Now we’re formal. Okay.”

Sheri drank her beer. “Why not?”

“Something you and your friends do often?”

“No. Your hard-on was pretty obvious, and we were talking about it.”

“Glad to know my dick gets more recognition than my face does.”

“I noticed your face first, for the record. When I looked down, I could see you were having an issue. Then I said I wondered what it would be like to suck you dry, and you know the rest.”

“Do you dislike housework that much?”

“Let’s say I was hoping to suck you anyway. The no housework was a bonus.”

Bill couldn’t help himself from laughing out loud. Who was this woman? Only one way to find out.

“What are you doing tomorrow?”

“I have nothing planned.”

“Let’s go for a ride up to New Hampshire, have a picnic, walk on the beach.”

“Okay.”

He had written down his address and gave it to her. “Can you be at my place by ten thirty?”

“Sure.”

He leaned in close to her ear. “I have my own challenge.”

“What is the challenge?”

“At some point tomorrow, I’ll make you come so good and so hard, it will make you cry.” He kissed her cheek.

“I don’t cry,” she said emphatically.

“We’ll see I guess.” She melted him. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

*****
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AT TEN TWENTY-FIVE, Sheri knocked at the door.

“You must be Sheri. I’m Mark, Bill’s roommate.” He motioned for her to come in.

“Hi, Mark.”

“Bill is in the kitchen. Do you want some coffee?”

“No, thanks. I’ve already had two.”

“Well, I’m off.”

“Don’t leave on my account.”

Bill walked into the living room. “He’s driving out to Springfield. Face time and dinner with the family.”

“True.” Mark picked up his duffel bag. “I’ll see you tomorrow night.” Mark was out the door.

“Have a seat. Do you want some coffee?”

“I’m good.”

“Let me get rid of my cup.” He disappeared into the kitchen and back again. “Ready to go?”

“Sure.” She stood up.

He turned to her. “I should return the favor from last night.”

Damn if his eyes didn’t make her feel horny. “What favor?”

“Getting you to come.”

“And how would you?”

“I was thinking of asking you to drop trou...”

“Not happening...just yet anyway.”

“I thought not.” He stood directly in front of her with barely an inch between them. “You can unzip, and we can see what my fingers can do.”

Her eyes never left his as she unzipped her jeans. His hand on her belly then down her panties made her quiver. Already a little damp, which made his finger slide easily up and down her folds.

“Already wet,” he stated. “I’m not the only one feeling horny.” 

It felt so good, and she caught her breath when he pinched. One finger slipped inside her while his thumb circled the nub. A second finger slid in. Moving faster he found most of her trigger spots.

“You know what to do,” he whispered. When he plunged deeper and faster, Bill knew she was going over the edge.

“Yes, oh, yes,” she quietly moaned, biting her lip.

“I love seeing a woman come and knowing I brought her there.”

She looked in his eyes again, catching her breath. “If that’s the way you finger fuck, then I think I’ll like getting to know how your cock fucks.”

“All in due time.” He wanted to kiss her but held back. “Are we ready to go?”

*****
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THEY GOT IN HIS CAR and headed north.

“Where to?” she asked.

“There’s a little picnic area near Rye Beach. I figured we could pick up some sandwiches.”

“Sounds good.” She turned to look at Bill as he drove. “I didn’t cry.”

“You weren’t supposed to. I wanted to make you come.”

“So, is the trick to fuck at various times during the day until I finally succumb?”

“Tempting, but I have something in mind. However, I’m up for whatever.”

“Whatever?”

“If you want to fuck every hour on the hour, I’m okay with the idea. We are consenting adults. Today can be all about our sexual pleasure.”

“We are horny, aren’t we?”

Bill looked at her and smiled.

It was a warm April day. The sea breezes off the water made it a sweatshirt day. There were only a few people in the park, so they had their pick of tables. Exams were later in the week for both, as they discussed their professors and they ate their sandwiches. It had been an easy conversation. Bill liked Sheri a lot. Too bad he hadn’t met her earlier. Nothing was ever too late.

“What about dessert?” he quizzed.

“We didn’t get dessert.”

Bill put the blanket on the table and patted it. 

“But I would like dessert.”

“We are not fucking on a picnic table.”

“That’s not what I had in mind.” His voice was deep and throaty as he looked down between her legs. Smoldering eyes like his should be outlawed and those cheekbones perfectly kissable. Somehow, he made her feel wanted.

“Only if I do the same.”

She intrigued him “Okay. Come around, to this side of the table.”

Now what? She looked around and Bill did the same.

“First of all, I would never ask you to do anything you don’t want to do.” Bill spoke directly to her. “Tell me if you don’t want to.”

“It’s scary and exciting at the same time.”

“Doing anything like this outside can be an adrenalin rush. There’s no one here, and I promise to stop if I hear anything. You should never feel embarrassed to be with me.”

Sheri barely knew him, yet she trusted him. “I believe you.”

“Put this blanket around you. You can take things off under there.”

“I would have thought you’d want to take them off.”

His eyes smiled at her. “Another time.”

Sheri needed to take her sneakers off to get her pants off. She pulled the panties down with the jeans. She wasn’t sure why she did, but she folded them and put them at the end of the bench.

“What next?”

“Stay covered until I tell you.” He took her hand. “Sit on the table in front of me.”

“Taking your time, I see.”

“Nothing needs to be rushed. I like pleasing women. I like to be pleased. Mutual pleasing is right up there as well.”

“I’m sure it is.”

His gaze never left hers. It was like he could see straight to her soul. 

“Undo the blanket.” Bill took his time from looking in her eyes then slowly making their way down. He smiled and said, “Bikini cut.”

Of course, he would know bikini cut. She wasn’t his first. Sheri was glad for it now – close cropped and bare on the sides.

He gently parted her knees more and pulled her bottom closer to the edge of the table. This gave him a much better view.

“The curves of a woman are beautiful, and her sex,” his glance went to between her legs, “is breathtaking.”

“I can honestly admit; no man has ever said those words to me before.” 

“Then those men you’ve been with before were idiots.” He placed a soft kiss on her thigh.

What Sheri didn’t want to tell him was only one other guy had ever attempted oral sex on her, and he did it to appease her. She knew whatever happened next would be infinitely better.

“Did you want to watch?” he asked her. “I hear it heightens the experience.”

Sheri couldn’t take her eyes off him. He moved in close and lifted one leg over his shoulder then the other leg over the other shoulder. This spread her wider to him. Just this act alone was intimate. She caught her breath.

“You are beautiful, pink, and so wet already.” He looked at her before the light kisses began. Then he licked, then kissed, repeatedly, touching everything between her legs. Sheri’s deep groan emanated from her. Bill knew how to move fast and slow for its maximum potential.

She was close to coming when he sucked then flicked his tongue inside her. Her breathing was staccato. “You make me feel so good.” Her voice barely over a whisper.

This was Bill’s signal to move things along. Spread wider, he continued his tongue fuck. He let his tongue move up and down her faster and faster. Gently nipping then sucking hard on her nub, he saw her eyes before she came. Her orgasm was deep, but he wasn’t done yet. With two fingers inside her, finding her G-spot and his thumb caressing, Bill brought her to climax again.

Sheri barely breathed, letting the oohs and ahs come from so deep inside. She felt his lips graze her inner thigh as she slowly regained her strength and sat up. “No one has ever done that to me before,” she said breathily.

“I didn’t think so. It turns me on when I can give a woman pleasure.”

Bill had taken her clothes from the end of the bench. Carefully he guided one leg into her panties and jeans, then the other. He took her hand to help her down, so she could stand and get into them completely. There were no words spoken, just sweet, chivalrous actions. 

“Your turn,” she said to him.

“Not now.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t want to.” Sheri could see he was barely contained in his pants. This was his way of also telling her it was okay to say no to someone. It was about mutual respect.

“Just tell
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