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Lauren Wilson found herself outside her
ex-boyfriend’s favorite diner, she hadn’t planned on, her mind had
got the best of her. She hadn’t really thought about him until she
stood in front of the place.

As Lauren debated, a police cruiser pulled up
and a female officer got out and entered the diner.

Lauren decided to follow the officer in and
get a bite, at least that’s what she told herself. Her heart raced
a little, thoughts of a glimpse of Thomas Walker made her
nervous.

The female officer was a short curvy woman
and heads turned to check her out. Lauren had some interested eyes
turn to look at her and she scanned the diner for the dark haired
ex-lover.

“Paging Doctor Walker!” screamed inside
Lauren’s brain.

“Can I help you?” asked a waitress.

There he was, but it turned out the female
officer had sat down in the booth with Thomas, She faced Lauren’s
direction and he soon turned to see what his friend pointed at.

“No, I changed my mind. Thank you.” Lauren
excused herself and left the diner. It was a stupid idea; it had
been months since they had broken up.

Lauren got home; she knew her next problem
would be the proximity of where she lived to Thomas. She lived in
the building next to his, not just in the next building, but in
parallel apartments. Their windows were less than ten feet from
each other. Lauren had left the shades down to avoid any view of
Thomas. Out of sight, out of mind.

Lauren debated with herself and raised her
curtain just enough to see the light from Thomas’ window. It was
warm out, so she also opened the window an inch or two.

Thomas arrived home the following night,
Chinese take-out in tow and a bottle of wine. A few minutes later
the female officer drove up I her civilian car and street clothes
and went up to Thomas’ apartment.

Lauren had let the curiosity eat away at her;
she had cracked all the windows and raised the blinds on the side
that faced Thomas’ apartment. She heard talking from his front room
and peeked across at the couple eating their take-out.

Lauren felt like such a stalker, but living
this close to a former lover was horrible and she would challenge
anyone to move on.

“Dolly?” whispered Lauren that was the woman
cops name. Not too many Dolly’s in the world.

Lauren spied on the couple; she sipped her
own wine while they sipped theirs. She saw them kiss and watched
Thomas reach under Dolly’s shirt and she returned the favor,
unbuttoning his. The couple dropped below the view of the
window.

Lauren was going to call it a night; she had
gone to her bedroom to prepare for bed, when the light in Thomas’
bedroom went on.

Lauren didn’t move right away, she had
trouble justifying her voyeuristic desires. Lauren turned all of
her lights off to hide in the dark of her room and see what
happened.

Thomas was shirtless; his tight abs cast deep
shadows along his body. Dolly pulled her shirt over her head, while
Thomas helped her. Dolly had no bra on and her pert boobs jiggled
in reaction to being completely free.

Thomas sat on the edge of the bed and suckled
each breast, while Dolly ran her finger through his dark hair.

Lauren sat on a small cushioned chair, her
hand slid to her crotch.

Dolly let Thomas swing her body onto the bed
and he pulled her tight jeans away from her curvy hips. She wore no
underwear, Thomas flipped Dolly over, so she was on all fours.

Lauren worried that Dolly could see her as
she watched them, but the thought passed when Thomas bent down and
shoved his face into her crotch.

Doll lowered her head and upper body to the
bed and her hips remained up in the air. She clawed at the sheets
underneath her.

Thomas stood up, Dolly tried to spin around
to see what was happening, but Thomas corrected her. Momentarily,
Dolly remained sprawled, belly down on the bed. Thomas dropped his
pants, his throbbing cock sprung free from its confines.

Lauren’s mouth watered a little at the sight
of Thomas’ cock, remembered how delicious it tasted and the taste
of his cum.

“Spit on my hand.” he commanded Dolly.

She spat on Thomas’ hand, he used the saliva
to coat his ever hardening rod.

“Spit on your own hand and lube your cunt.”
Thomas commanded Dolly again.

Lauren hated that word, cunt, but Dolly
seemed to get off on the harshness of the word.

Dolly raised her hips, her hand back
underneath her.

Lauren watched Dolly’s face change, the look
of ecstasy when Thomas shoved his hard cock inside her pussy.

Thomas held Dolly’s hips; he rammed his cock
into her at intervals, when he wasn’t leaning over her. Thomas knew
what Dolly wanted; she obviously looked her sex dirty, fingers in
her mouth and dirty talk.

Lauren had never been that way; she was no
novice in bed, but not quite at the level as Dolly.

Dolly rested on he elbows, her hips in the
air, Thomas had complete control. Lauren sat in the dark, fingers
stayed busy in her swollen clit; her eyes looked on Dolly’s
face.

Thomas lasted a while; suddenly he pulled out
and flipped Dolly onto her back. Straddled across her firm tits,
Thomas pulled Dolly’s hands up to wrap them around his pulsing
cock. One ribbon of cum flew from the tip and hit Dolly in the eye,
that was the first of several shot across her face.

In the dark room, Lauren quietly moaned her
approval of the couples act and her own manipulation of her wet
pussy.

Sunday morning, Lauren strode by Thomas’
favorite diner, but she was lost in her head and missed the tap on
the glass.

Inside the diner, Thomas got up, assured his
waitress he would be back and raced out to catch Lauren.

“Hey! Lauren!” called Thomas.

Lauren heard the voice behind her, stopped
and debated whether she should turn around or not. The voice in her
head resisted her physical desire to turn around, but her curiosity
won out and Lauren turned.

Thomas jogged up to Lauren, face to face with
her, he smiled nervously and stumbled over his words.

“Would you like to come in for a minute?”
Thomas asked. He motioned back over his shoulder with his
thumb.

“I, I really should get going.” said Lauren.
She shuffled a bit and looked at the ground for a minute.

Thomas smiled a little and motioned back to
the diner again, stepped back and nodded.

Inside, Lauren fought with herself, her
wounds hadn’t healed and being near Thomas brought so many mixed
emotions. She followed him inside and slid into the booth across
from him.

This was how the two had spent many a weekend
morning during their relationship, at least when it was
healthy.

Thomas’ waitress came to the table to see if
Lauren wanted anything.

“Tea, thank you.” said Lauren. She smiled and
did her best to settle into this uncomfortable place, across the
table from her ex.

“Want some bacon?” asked Thomas.

She shook her head and
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