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My New Year’s Eve

 


MY EVE IS THE KIND of woman
who can make you hard just by looking at you. When her eyes cast
that sparkle, she is impossible to resist, not that you would want
to, for when she is on her knees in front of you, sucking your
cock, running her lips over your hard shaft and swallowing your
engorged crown into her needy throat, you'll feel as if you were in
heaven.

I wish I could feel my Eve, again.

I used to be married to Eve. My cock was the
only cock she sucked, but that ended dozens of years ago, and now
in my current state, I can only sit back and watch her suck-off
other men.

She does it every New Year’s Eve, and on tap
for tonight are two college students who have no idea how a
curvaceous middle-aged cougar found her way into their New Year's
Eve party two blocks from the university, but they sure are glad
she did.

She saunters away from me in her short clingy
dress that barely covers her ass, works through the crowd of
students packed into the small apartment, and sits on the crowded
couch between the two young studs. It's a tight fit, but she
wiggles her sumptuous hips, squeezing between them, and she crosses
her legs where the hem of her dress rises even higher to show off
every bit of her luscious thighs. She doesn't waste any time with
preliminaries, turning her head to the right and allowing the young
man to probe his tongue deep into her mouth. She takes his hand and
places it on her fully exposed thigh, and I'm already excited to
see him slip his hand under her dress in an attempt to loosen the
grip her crossed legs have on her pussy, but she remains tight,
even though I know she won't last. She turns to her left and gives
the other stud the same tongue treatment. The bulge of his tongue
pushes against the inside of her cheek and her dreamy eyes collapse
as she allows his tongue to encompass her mouth, and without
prompting, he kneads her hefty, jutting tits that are too wild not
to be contained within a bra, but never are.

I've never begrudged her need for sexual
satisfaction, and the first time I saw her with another man, I was
happy for her, but I never thought it would go this far.

It was just over a decade ago. She had shared
several beers with my best friend at the local bar, and she gave
him a happy-new-year peck that evolved into a drunken full mouth
lock before the first chorus of Auld Lang Syne, and far from being
jealous, I stood by and watched her in the arms of another man and
felt a sensation between my legs that I had never thought I would
feel again.

My arousal over it brought me back to the
same tavern the following year to watch her do it again, only she
didn't stop at a kiss, and that night instead of getting drunk on
beer, she got drunk on his come, sucking his cock until she drained
every ounce of come he could muster.

I remember she couldn't even wait until they
got to his place, pushing him into the back seat of his car,
sitting next to him, and shoving her tongue into his throat. I
positioned myself in the front and inhaled the excitement pouring
from her body. She rolled into him, draped her leg over his lap,
and rubbed the crotch of her blue jeans against his slacks. Her
hips and ass undulated inside of her tight jeans, while the curves
of her lower back and waist wriggled, exposed by her loose, midriff
baring sweatshirt.

She smacked her lips, loudly kissing him, the
sound echoing inside the confines of the car, while her fingers
slipped open the buttons of his silk shirt. Her moans grew louder
as her hand worked lower and when she reached his belly button, she
spread the shirt open and kissed his bare skin. His chest and
stomach were as silky looking as his shirt, and the more my wife's
lips perused his chest and neck, the harder my cock became.

He caressed the small of her back, slipping
his hand up her curves and under her loose sweatshirt, raising it
to her shoulder blades where I was certainly expecting him to be
looking for the clasp to her bra only to find that she wasn't
wearing one. My mind reeled with excitement as I realized that she
had spent the entire time at the bar walking around with her
cantaloupe sized knockers unburdened by the constraints of a tight
undergarment, free to swing within her loose off-the-shoulder
sweatshirt, while strange men stared and drooled in their beer.

She straightened and pulled her sweatshirt
over her head, and my clean cut friend shuddered at the sight of
her heavy, round tits. He was hardly a virgin and had had his share
of playful times with boobs in his face, but I could tell that he'd
never seen a set as nice as the balloons hanging from my wife's
chest.

He pushed his face between them and allowed
their fragrant flesh to encompass him, and then he sucked at her
tits unable to decide if he preferred the taste of her everlasting
hard nipples or the coziness of his face buried between her hot
flesh. I, myself, drooled, unbelievably excited to watch a close
friend enjoy a pair of tits that for so many years belonged only to
me.

She pushed him back against the seat, tugged
at his belt, and ripped his pants open. His smooth cock sprang
upward and she gripped his base, squeezing his equally smooth balls
like forcing air to the bottom of a nearly deflated balloon. Her
desperate mouth fell onto his long cock, and I whispered for her to
take him deeper and then watched as she worked her lips down the
bulk of his hard member, cackling as her throat gagged around his
thick knob.

She rode his cock like a pro. Her bobbing
head and loud moans exhibited her desperate need to swallow his big
load, and she never wavered from the action of riding her mouth
along his juicy dick. He reclined, and enjoyed the amazing blowjob
my wife was giving him, bucking his hips, and trying desperately to
hold back, but her mouth was just too much and it wasn't long
before he spurted the come she had been longing for. He looked
down, his mouth agape at how readily she swallowed his load, while
his body stiffened due to his throbbing cock playing havoc with the
nerve endings throughout his body.

He was astonished to find that she finished
him off without spilling a drop, and I could see from her crooked
smile that she was hooked on the idea of sucking him off, and I
watched her swallow my best friend's load every New Year's Eve for
several years. She became very good at it too, growing in her
ability to deep throat him as well as honing her skill at bringing
him to the edge of orgasm and backing off, heightening his pleasure
until his cock couldn't stand it anymore and fired missile shots of
come that quickly overflowed from her mouth and down her chin onto
her tits.

Those same skills that she had used on my
friend, she was now preparing to use on her two new playmates,
taking the hands of each man and escorting them into the small
bedroom of the student apartment. The room is decorated with a
double bed with a simple, iron headboard, and a small desk. On the
desk is a small lamp that one of the men clicks on. The room
doesn’t seem messy enough to belong to a guy, yet there are no
frills to indicate that it may be used by a girl, but my mind loses
its curiosity when it becomes distracted by my wife pulling her
dress over her head. Her back is facing me and she whips the dress
over her head and tosses it aside like a magician revealing the end
of a grand trick. The only piece of clothing left on her body is a
thin pair of lacy panties that meld to her smooth ass, and even
though her back is to me, I can still see the edges of her wide
breasts when she raises her arms to swipe her hair from her face.
The two men fawn over her great body, and one of the men cups her
breasts as if to weigh just how heavy her natural beauties are. I
wish I could sidle behind her, rub my cock against her lacy ass,
and lavish her neck with kisses, but I know that that's impossible,
so I heave a deep breath while the two men race to drop their
pants. Their young cocks are hard instantly and bounce up and down
as they kick their feet out of their pants. She drops to her knees
and rapidly fist pumps both cocks, looking at each one, unable to
decide which juicy hard-on she should devour first.

She chooses one and takes it into a mouth so
desperate for cock that in seconds, she engulfs him to his root
with her chin smashed against his heavy balls. Not long after, she
heaves him out, strands of saliva hang between her mouth and his
cock, and she samples the other, bigger cock, gagging as she works
her mouth down his wide trunk. Grunts from her throat tell me how
desperate she is to enjoy these hearty cocks, and as she bounces
back and forth, her saliva flows down their shafts and drips off
their balls, and it takes me back to the first time I ever saw her
give a complete stranger a blowjob.

I had always chalked-up my wife's actions to
a deep seeded attraction for my best friend, but it was clear that
she was really a cock slut, easily turned on at the idea of giving
any man a blow job, for she had grown bored with my best friend and
was desperate to find a new cock to service, so she put on an
incredibly short dress and went to a New Year's party at the local
dance club, and fifteen minutes later, she was walking off the
dance floor in the arms of a young man, the couple heading for the
door.

It took me several minutes to wade through
the crowd to follow her, and then several more minutes to find them
in the parking lot between two parked cars, but when I did, what I
saw made my cock feel instantly hard. His pants were at his ankles,
and she was standing, bent over, with her mouth wrapped around his
cock and her small panties exposed in the crisp southern California
winter night. He was woozy, and he placed his hands on her bouncing
head as if she could support him.

I stopped in my tracks at the vision of my
wife in such an uncompromising position out in the open, and
seemingly uncaring that others might see her as the horny slut that
she was. I should have been appalled, but instead I was out of my
mind with excitement as I watched her hot ass, barely covered by
her tight panties, peek at me.

The man's large hands and thick fingers
squeezed through her hair and as he looked down at her, his long,
sandy hair draped across his eyes, while his jaw, sporting a couple
of days’ worth of growth, tightened leaving just enough room for
his breaths to pass through his tense lips. He then looked upward,
clamped his eyes, and released a soft grunt that crescendoed until
he was growling and jerking his hips
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