
        
            [image: cover]
        


 


 


 


 


SEXTING, INTERRUPTUS

 


 


Cammie Cummins


 


 


 


 


SEXTING, INTERRUPTUS

 


Cammie Cummins

 


Published by Cammie Cummins

 


Sexting, Interruptus, copyright © 2013
by Cammie Cummins

Excerpt for Wedding Bell Bliss,
copyright © 2013 by Cammie Cummins

 


All rights reserved

 


 


This book is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, locations, and incidents are products of the author's
imagination, or have been used fictitiously. Any resemblance to
actual persons living or dead, locales, or events is entirely
coincidental. All characters depicted in this book are 18 years or
older.

 


No part of this book may be reproduced,
scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without
permission. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of
copyrighted materials in violations of the author’s rights.
Purchase only authorized editions.


 


 


 


 


​
SEXTING, INTERRUPTUS

 


 


I came home late after yet another
disastrous Internet dating service hookup. I checked my watch,
one-thirty in the morning. The end to just about the longest night
of my life. What a loser. Did every guy in the world really thing
we gals won’t notice their profile pictures are from twenty years
earlier once we meet them in real life? Did they really think
starting off a relationship based on a lie was a winning
strategy?

I locked the door behind me and shut off the
lights. Tired, I leaned against the wall and slipped off my black,
sling back pumps. Carrying them by the straps, I went upstairs in
my bare feet, careful to not wake Simone.

Turned out I need not have bothered. At the
top of the stairs I noticed Simone’s bedroom door ajar and her
light still on, casting an ethereal amber glow across the darkened
hallway. Surprised she was still awake I headed down the hall to
pop in and say goodnight. But I stopped short when I heard her
talking in a hushed tone.

If she had her boyfriend, Brad over, I
thought, you’ll be in deep shit, young lady.

I tiptoed down the corridor, hugging the
wall so my approach wouldn’t be broadcast by the creak of a wide
plank board, several of which were in desperate need of repair. I
wanted to catch them in the act.

Or did I?

As I crept closer, my resolve lessened,
thinking about it. What would I do if I did catch her fucking her
boyfriend? Simone was twenty-two, after all. Not a child. Hell, she
wasn’t even my child. She was my daughter Chelsea’s best friend. A
tenant who I rented my daughter’s room to while Chelsea finished
her last semester of college. The girl deserved to have an active
sex life, didn’t she?

Unlike her best friend’s over-the-hill,
out-to-pasture, divorced mother—me—who hasn’t been fucked by
anything not battery-operated in over a year. God, wasn’t that
depressing?

I stopped at the bedroom door and quietly
put my shoes down. I felt a sudden flutter in the pit of my
stomach, a buzz, at the prospect of catching Brad and Simone
actually fucking. Simone was such a pretty, young thing and Brad…I
coated my lips with the tip of my tongue, wondering how gorgeous
his cock would be.

Where’d that come from, I wondered, but I
knew the answer. It came from months and months of striking out on
the dating scene and on my high, but ultimately dashed, hopes for
this evening. I’d gone out expecting the night to end with me and a
thirty-something stud who ran marathons on the weekends and had a
desire for (slightly) older woman having hot fucking sex. What I
ended up with was a forty-something, overweight, smoking, balding,
bond-trader who thought it would be wham-bam, thank you, ma’am,
with whatever dumb broad had been taken in by his page.

Well, I’d have been fine with the wham-bam
part—I’d even ‘borrowed’ a pair of Simone’s sexy thong
underwear—but as for the rest, yuck.

Simone’s giggling interrupted my
lamenting.

“I am!” she said with hushed urgency. “What
are you doing…yes, right now…tell me. In detail.”

Carefully, I leaned around the doorjamb…and
I stifled a gasp at what I saw!

I pulled back fast, not believing what I’d
seen. I covered my mouth with my hand. Oh my God. I closed my eyes
and tried to erase the vision from my mind.

Beautiful, young Simone laid on her bed, the
sheets and covers all rumpled up around her. But Brad wasn’t in
there with her. She was alone, talking on a cellphone. But not just
talking.

Surely I’d seen wrong. My own sexual
frustration playing tricks on my eyes, conjuring up hallucinations,
a waking wet dream. I had to be sure. Yeah, right. That was why I
inched back toward the door, leaned again around the doorjamb to
get a second look. With the intention of…let’s be honest, to
watch.

I peeked and saw Simone sitting up in bed,
her back against the headboard—hard dark-stained mahogany I’d
stained myself—with mountains of pillows propped up around and
behind her. Just as before, she had her cellphone firmly planted in
her ear and she wore a cute, short, white and red flower print
nightie. I recognized it immediately because I’d given it to
Chelsea for Christmas two years earlier.

Simone had her legs spread and bent at the
knees. She had on white, sheer, thigh high stockings, topped with
wide elastic lace bands. She’d tied the draw strings of her nightie
at the ruffled throat but had let it hang open to reveal her flat,
bare stomach, and her white panty-covered crotch.

“Okay,” she said into the phone. “Me
first.”

Her hand—the one not holding her phone to
her ear—she had down between her legs, under her panties, rubbing
herself. “I’m doing it now…No. Two fingers. Oh, it feels so good.”
She closed her eyes and moaned into the phone, her fingers slipping
in and out of her pussy. “The white silk ones you like so
much.”

Rooted to that spot, I gulped and ran my
tongue over my dry lips. I should’ve left, but I couldn’t.

“Now, tell me what you’re doing?”
Simone asked of the person on the other end of the phone. She
waited. While she did, she tugged her panties off to one side,
exposing her Brazilian shaved pussy for the world to see. Well,
unbeknownst to her, for me to see. “Me? I’m rubbing my lips…” She
giggled, her fingers stroking her gleaming pussy. “No, silly, my
pussy lips. They’re so soft and they’re wet. I’m wet…Of course, for
you, baby.”

Simone rubbed her fingers along her pussy,
parting the pink wet petals of flesh, her fingers glistening in the
soft glow of her bedside table lamp, the only light in the room
except for the blue hue from her cellphone along her smooth cheek.
Her breathing grew rapid and she closed her eyes, leaning her head
back against the headboard. Her mouth parted and a soft gasp
escaped her lips as she brought herself to the edge of an orgasm.
“I wish you were here so I could feel your tongue on my pussy,
licking me, inside me, fucking me. I’m so fucking horny right
now.”

So was I. Suddenly it felt as if the thong I
wore had shrunk two sizes. I shoved my hand down my skirt, touching
myself, slipping my finger along the hot, slick folds of my own
drenched pussy.

I tried to step back away from the doorway,
to go and leave Simone to her phone sex fantasy, I really did. I
closed my eyes and with every bit of willpower I could muster I
pushed away, intent on retreating to my room. To dig out my
vibrator and shove it into my dripping wet pussy.

But then Simone said, “I’m putting them in
now.”

I turned back, crouching low and close to
the wall as I peered back in to watch my daughter’s best friend
masturbate, describing the whole experience to her boyfriend on the
phone.

When I looked back in, I clutched at the
doorframe, digging my fingernails into the wood. Simone had the
cellphone cradled between her neck and her shoulder; her blond hair
seductively shrouded her face in the soft, pale room light. She’d
pulled her panties off to the side. She had two fingers buried deep
inside her pussy. She shoved them in, then out, deeper and deeper
with each thrust, her thumb stroking her clit.

She squealed. “I am…and it feels good. So
freaking good.”

Simone clenched her butt cheeks and slouched
down on the bed, her moaning intensifying, matching her quickening
thumb strokes. “Oh, baby…Yes, yes. I’m almost there…almost.”

She could barely breathe. The poor girl’s
ability to speak was gone. She gasped and bucked, wiggling her
fingers deeper into her sopping pussy while she stroked her clit
with her thumb.

As Simone finger fucked herself, I watched,
biting on the knuckle of my thumb. Light-headed, I leaned back
against the doorjamb. I with my hand still under my skirt, under
the thong I wore, I pulled back the hood of my clit. Listening to
Simone moaning, I strummed my clit, expertly—having had more than
my share of practice—imagining Simone’s moaning was because I was
teasing her clit, bringing her to the brink of an explosive orgasm,
instead of the two of us servicing ourselves, with only a thin wall
and a half open door between us.

“Oh, yeah…oh, yeah…” Simone groaned, drawing
my attention back to her. When I looked in on her again, her
stomach muscles had clenched and she’d squeezed her eyes shut. She
bit down on her lower lip as she bucked and moaned, stroking her
clit furiously until she snorted, and her entire body rose up off
the bed, explosively she came, with a final; “Oh, God…”

Simone collapsed back onto the bed, panting
as she rode the waves of her orgasm, gently stroking herself,
coaxing the last spasms of her climax through her shuddering body
as she whispered sweet nothings into the phone, too low for me to
hear.

Simone was done, breathless, her desire
sated.

Me, on the other hand, suddenly I was
hornier than I could ever remember. As breathless as Simone was, I
stood there, braced against the door frame, unable or unwilling to
leave. But, I had to. I couldn’t get caught spying on her. I had to
get out of there. Besides, she was done. There was nothing more to
see. I’d seen enough, I thought with a sly smile.

I turned and stumbled, tripping over my own
damn pumps. A gasp escaped from somewhere deep in my throat. I
paused, stock still, like a thief having bumped into a dresser
while burglarizing a house and knowing the owners were home, asleep
nearby.

I waited. My heart pounding so hard in my
chest I thought it would burst. Then I heard what I dreaded more
than anything else in the world at that moment.

“Hold on a minute.” Then in a louder voice,
Simone called out. “Mrs. H. Is that you?”

Shit! What do I do?

My first instinct was to run, but the idea
of falling flat on my face on the hallway floor because of my
weak-kneed legs—and being found that way—seemed in its own way even
more humiliating than getting caught watching Simone
masturbating.

“Yes, sweetie, it’s me. Just got home.
Tripped on the last step coming upstairs.” Yeah, she’d believe
that one.

With my back to the wall, I sucked in a
breath then kind of rolled around the doorjamb prepared to come
clean and offer my mea culpa only to stop short, nearly colliding
with Simone who’d come off the bed to investigate and now stood in
the doorway.

“Oh, I didn’t expect…” I started.

Simone’s nightie hung in frilly waves over
her sloping breasts. It reached only to her hips and parted like a
swept back curtain to reveal her hastily replaced panties. I
couldn’t help but notice the small wet spot.

“You’re staring,” Simone said.

I snapped my head up, blinking. “I’m sorry.
I—”

“Don’t be,” Simone said, with a smile. She
reached up and tucked a corkscrew of loosened hair back behind my
ear. “You like to watch?”

“No, I…”

“It made me hornier knowing you were there.”
Simone took a step closer to me. She smelled of
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