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“I’m going to make you feel a little more comfortable,” Kayla said, and she took off the gown.

I felt her primed, naked body against my bare back.  Just to feel someone’s skin on me like that felt incredible.

“Drew’s going to help you, okay?”

“Just relax, Mrs. Stevens,” Drew said.

I could hear his voice from between my legs, then I felt his fingers slip over the waist of my panties and pull.

In my previous month’s desperation, I’d kept myself closely trimmed down there, thinking that perhaps the hair was getting in the way.  It seemed to impress Drew when he saw it.

“Wow,” he said, slipping my panties off my heels.  “You look good, Mrs. Stevens.”

“I bet she does,” Kayla cooed, caressing my tits.

I shivered as the sin washed over me.  I could feel parts of myself opening up as my body reawakened from dormancy.

Drew was gentle as he opened my legs.  I can’t imagine what was going through his mind, but perhaps Kayla was as convincing with him as she’d been with me.  I mean, she was like a temptress, and her words were like a swinging-pocket watch, lulling me to do exactly what she wanted.

“Show her, Drew,” Kayla said.

I felt drew pull me to the edge of the bed and I hissed a breath.

“Keep your eyes closed,” Kayla told me.

I did as she said and focused on Drew between my legs, feeling his breath on me.  I didn’t even breathe.  It was like my whole body had been paused.  I waited to feel him and then I felt the kiss on the inside of my leg.

“Drew,” I whined.

He hadn’t even touched me yet, but I think that was part of it.  I was expecting—no, yearning to feel his mouth on my pussy so badly, that my mind was already made up.

I swallowed as the adrenaline flushed out my system.  I felt my throat go tight.  I felt the hope once more.  It was that tingle of a youthful kind of exuberance that I hadn’t felt in decades.  The naughty fumbles that you do in the dark, back when you didn’t care so much about making mistakes.

“Ready, Mrs. Stevens?” hushed Drew.

“Yes!” I gushed, and then instantly I felt his mouth envelop me.

I rushed a breath and straightened my back, and Kayla started to push and squeeze at my tits.  I felt her hair on my shoulders as she started to kiss my neck.

“Enjoy him,” she said, as though she was loaning him to me.

“Drew!” I whimpered.

He was good.  So good.  Instantly I felt that mesmerizing tongue of his dancing through my sex.  He did exactly what he said he was going to do and turned all of me wet with a mixture of his own saliva and my aching juices.  I just didn’t know what was what.

“Oh, honey, that’s it!” I cried.

My breaths raced from me, and the strange thing was, I wasn’t even thinking about coming.  I was just enjoying his dancing tongue as it sent me to rapture, with Kayla behind me goading me along.

“Come, Mrs. Stevens,” she said.  “Come on his mouth.”
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I was at my absolute wit’s end.  Work was stressing me out something awful, I hadn’t had a guy in years, and I’d been unable to make myself come in months.

To make matters worse I have to hear my nineteen-year-old lodger Drew and his girlfriend Kayla in the room next to mine, and I can say for certain that she doesn’t struggle to climax.

I’ve taken to wearing earplugs to drown out their fucking, but I can still hear her joyous wails mocking me even through those.  I was in a real hump.

All my life I’d never really had to worry about the affections of men.  I’d had a husband for twenty years first of all, but outside of that I’d always had my pick.

Guys just gravitated towards me for whatever reason, but now, with work so busy and life so stressful suddenly, it was like I’d lost that hidden skill, and I wondered if I was ever going to get it back.

And that wasn’t the only skill I’d lost.  As if things weren’t bad enough, it seems as though I’ve completely forgotten how to make myself orgasm.  It’s like I can’t even do the one thing that I know feels amazing, just to get some brief respite from this shitty situation.

I can’t explain it.  It’s like I can’t switch my mind off.  Either I hear them in the room next door, and it sours my mood, or I start to think about money issues, or work stresses, and my body just refuses to surrender.  It’s been hell.

I think Drew’s noticed the change in me, because I’m much more curt with him now.  I’m even thinking about addressing his wailing banshee of a girlfriend, but that seemed kind of unfair to take it out on her, and I don’t want to scare him off.  I really need his rent money.

Kayla was nice, after all, and as a woman, knowing Drew has a polite, nice girlfriend is a godsend, considering what the alternatives could be like.

I guess it was like a trade-off, you know?  Like, I get this squared-away little angel visiting us, but I have to put up with her lust-laden screams blasting through the walls.

The bigger question is though, what the hell is Drew doing to her, and why can’t I have some of that?  I don’t know if Drew knows the secret or if Kayla does, but either way, she’s having the time of her life, and I want to know how.

It’s so shameful to admit it, but I started getting closer to his room to listen, hoping to glean any information that I could to help myself overcome the obstacles.

I’d listen in the hallway outside as Kayla wailed and whooped, but I always noticed that Drew seemed quiet, as though his mouth was ... busy.

I started to draw a picture in my mind of Kayla riding his face, and I couldn’t erase the image after I’d conjured it.  Now, when I went into the hallway to play voyeur, I listened closer to the door and heard the smacking of his lips as he did what I feared he was.

One time I was so distraught that I just slumped to the floor, confronted by how fucked my life was.  I was forty-eight and spending my evenings eavesdropping on my lodger’s lovemaking.  It just wasn’t right.

And that’s when, at my absolute lowest, Kayla comes out of Drew’s bedroom to use the bathroom, wearing his robe and presumably nothing else.

“Mrs. Stevens?” she said, brushing her blonde hair behind her ear.  “Gosh, are you okay?”

“It’s fucked,” I said.  “I ... I ... I just can’t anymore.”

“Whoa, hey,” she said, crouching to the floor.  “It’s not that bad, whatever it is.”

I could smell the sex on her.  I wanted to be mad and take my jealous envy out on her, but she was so caring and so fucking nice that I just sniveled instead.

“What is it?” she asked.  “What’s wrong?”

“I can’t come!” I cried, pleading to the ceiling.

“You can’t ... what?”

“Come!  I can’t orgasm, Kayla.  I’ve tried everything, and now I’m so broken that the best relief I can get is sitting out here and listening to you come.  How do you do it?  It’s like I don’t even know anymore.”

“You can’t orgasm?” she asked again, rightly confused.

“I try my fingers, I try my toys, I even tried”—I lowered my voice to a whisper—“putting something in my ass just to see, and nothing happens!  How do you do it?”

“I ... I don’t, I guess.  I let—uh—I let Drew take care of me.”

I sighed and pinched the brow of my nose.  “And what does he do?  Does he use his tongue?”

Kayla looked back at the door, then she turned to me and nodded with a beaming smile.

“He’s so good!” she said, squeezing my wrist.  “I can’t believe it.”

“How does he do it?” I asked.

Kayla felt like she couldn’t wait to tell me.  It was like she’d been holding in this excited joy, and it kind of made me feel better to let her have her moment.

“He uses his tongue and his mouth so good.  Like, I don’t really know what he’s doing down there, but he gets all of me, and I don’t think I’ve ever been so wet.  I couldn’t not come if I tried.  Shit, sorry.  Sorry, I shouldn’t be gloating like that.”

“It’s okay,” I said.  “I’d be punching the sky if I was in your shoes.”

“Hold on,” Kayla said.  “One second.”

She retreated into the room, and I composed myself outside.  I got to my feet and shook myself out, hoping to just wring out my angst.  I took deep breaths and calmed myself down, then Kayla came back outside.

“I managed to convince him, I think,” Kayla said.  “Come on.”

She beckoned me into the room.

“Oh, gosh, no.  No, I can’t.”

“Come on,” Kayla said.  “You’ll regret it if you don’t.”

God, she had such a kind face.  She was like a little temptress, luring me into that room where anything could happen.

Against my better judgement I followed her, finding myself in Drew’s room.  He lay on the bed beneath the sheets.

“Are you okay, Mrs. Stevens?” he asked.

I breathed deep, holding back the tears.  It wouldn’t have been right to cry in front of him.

“I’ve just been having a little trouble is all,” I said.

“Kayla told me.”

“It’s okay,” Kayla said as I looked over.

“Do you ... want to know how I do it?” asked Drew.

I couldn’t answer.  I’d froze.

“She does,” Kayla said, taking my hand.  “Imagine if you couldn’t come, Drew.  How would that make you feel?”

“I don’t even want to think about that,” he laughed.

I put my head in my hands.  I couldn’t believe that this was where I’d ended up, taking notes from Drew on climaxing.

“I guess I just use my
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