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“Look,” she said, and she offered them up to me.

I inspected the clear film of cum that webbed between her fingers as she made scissors of them.

“You’ve got me exci—” she began, but before she could finish I’d gripped her wrist and put her fingers into my mouth.

She gasped as I sucked her cum off them.  This was exactly the kind of spontaneous action that my life had been missing.

Saffron’s pussy tasted good.  So good, in fact, that I started to think I should be feeding straight from the source.

I sat up and got out from under her legs.  She stood up with me and pushed back my gown.  Beneath I wore a black bra and matching panties.

“Lisa,” she hushed, looking down at my body.  She put her hands on my tits and gave them a playful squeeze.

“Get on the couch,” I ordered.

“Not before I see those.”

I reached quickly behind to my bra strap and unfastened it.  I took it off shamelessly and relished the look on Saffron’s face when she saw them revealed.

“Something about an older woman I’ve always liked,” she said.

She stooped and gave my nipple and gentle, sensual kiss with her tongue.  I closed my eyes and clenched my fist, fighting my inhibitions.

Eventually Saffron got off.  When I opened my eyes, she was smirking, then she sat heavily in on the couch.

“Do your worse,” she dared.

I got to my knees on the carpet and Saffron bit her finger as she watched me.

“What have you got planned?” she asked.

“I was thinking I might have another taste.”

I gripped the waist of her panties and Saffron’s ass came off the couch quickly.  She was eager alright.  I slid the garment down over her smooth legs and then looked into her soaked pussy.

She continued to bite her finger coyly as I inspected her delicious, fresh pussy.  It was shaved close with barely any stubble or anything.  Aesthetically her pussy was just ... perfect.  Her folds held their symmetry.  Even her cum looked as though it had been painted on, sitting perfectly at the subtle opening of her slit.

“Is this what you want?” she asked, running her finger gently along her folds.

She sucked on her finger as I pushed her knees wider.  Her focus was entirely on me now.  She looked so hopeful.  I wasn’t about to disappoint.

“Do it,” she said.  “Eat my pussy.”

I raced my face onto her, opening my mouth right over her core.  She instantly gasped and let out a moan.  My tongue darted along the smooth, wet channel.

I tasted her sweetness on my tongue, and I was immediately captivated by it.  I tried to eat slowly, but our energy was so fierce that I found myself sucking hard and feasting noisily.

Saffron wasn’t shy in moaning.  She held my head on her and grinded her pussy against my willing face.  It must have been some sight to see me sucking on her sex like that, but it paled in significance compared to the sight that greeted Hank when he pushed abruptly through the lounge door.  We hadn’t even heard him come in.
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Hubby Said I Could Experiment, But Not With Our Neighbor!
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I’d been with my husband for years.  To give you some idea, our nineteen-year-old daughter is already at college.  Throughout our entire marriage I’d always had one lingering thought.  What would sex with a woman be like?

I’d lived a reserved life.  My husband and I had met in our mid-twenties and settled down soon after.  With my fiftieth birthday looming on the horizon, I got to thinking about all the things in my life I hadn’t done or experienced.

For whatever reason, sex with a woman was the one thing that seemed to pervade all others.  It was something that had lingered for a long time.  I’d had moments in the past where I thought something might happen, but I’d always caught myself before it did.  My husband Hank would never have forgiven me, or so I thought.  It wasn’t until one late night innocuous conversation that I realized a different truth.

We talked about the things we’d wanted to achieve before our fiftieth birthdays.  I was six years away and I felt as though I still had a lot to cram in.

“With Jan at college we have more time and opportunities to do everything you’ve ever wanted, honey,” Hank said.  “Trust me, Lisa, we’re gonna finish our lists.”

“I feel like I’ve barely started.”

“Okay.  Okay, lets start with the biggest one.  You’re biggest goal or regret.  Something we can change, right now.  Let’s hear it.”

I looked up into Hank’s eyes and wondered if he really wanted to hear it.  He sat beside me, hopefully urging me on.

“Come on,” he said.  “Anything.”

“I—” I began, but I didn’t have the strength to continue.

Hank set his hand on mine and looked me in the eye.  “Anything, honey.  I’ll support you.”

Hank always did.  That was one of the things I loved about him.  Which is why the next part was so hard.

“I’ve always wondered,” I said, struggling.  He gripped my hand tighter.  “I’ve always wondered what it might be like to be ... with ... a woman.”

Hank stared at me for a moment or two.

“You know?” I added, hoping for a response.

“I’m certainly not going to stop you,” Hank said eventually, and he gave a warm smile that let me know he meant what he said.

“Really?”

“Honey, if you think being with a woman might help you in some way, then I’m here for it.  It’s actually kind of hot.”

“Hank!” I cried, mock shocked.

He started to laugh.  “The thought of you with another woman ... I won’t say I haven’t dreamed it up before.”

“Oh, really?  Have anyone in mind for me?”

Hank’s eyes shifted.  “No,” he answered, but I didn’t feel that same truth as before.

“Sure?”

“I’ll let you know,” he said.  “I always found Alice quite cute.”  Alice was a friend of mine from college.  We went way back.

“No way,” I said.  “Sorry, but no way.  I’ve known her decades.  She’s off limits.”

“Of course.”

“So, you don’t mind?”

“I can definitely get used to the idea,” Hank said.  “I don’t know where you’d do it or if you need some space or—”

“I don’t think we need to think about those things right away,” I told him, but I wished we had.  “Nothing is imminent, don’t worry.”

“Phew,” Hank laughed.  “Here I was expecting to find you with the mail-woman one morning.”

“You like her?!”

“No!  God, no.  Although to be honest the idea of you with any woman is kind of a turn on.”

“I’ll remember that,” I told him.

Since he’d granted me permission, I’d been actively pursuing a few interests.  I’d joined a dating app but the idea of just meeting a stranger for sex was something I couldn’t get used to.  I actually considered my friend Alice on more than one occasion but figured the fallout might be too huge.  It seems ridiculous then, that my eventual choice was our nextdoor neighbor, Saffron.

Saffron was this cutesy, young twenty-something who somehow managed to afford a place nextdoor.  I’d convinced myself her father had paid for it, but wouldn’t have been surprised if she was an escort or something.  She kept some strange hours, but whenever we’d met she’d always been nothing but nice.  I felt kind of bad that I’d judged her quickly like that.

We’d decided to have a kind of girl’s night in at Saffron’s request, but she’s suggested it at our house rather than hers.  I’d turn teenager all over again and scored us some liquor for a night in front of the television watching soppy movies with ice-cream.  It’s cliché, I know, but I hoped Saffron didn’t care.  She seemed like she’d be happy with anything.

Hank didn’t care either.  He was granted permission to have his own night out with the guys and they’d organized a poker tournament.  I made him promise not to lose too much before he left for the night.

Saffron and I hunkered down for the night in our dressing-gowns.  I whipped us up some cocktails and then we slumped in front of the television and chatted like friends.  It was really cool to get to see that side of Saffron and have that kind of relationship with her that I never thought I could.

As the hours drew on our conversations became more and more debauched and I started to think about that lesbian offer my husband had given me.  It turned out Saffron had already had a lesbian experience.

“Like a full-on kiss?” I asked her.  “Tongue and everything?”

Saffron smirked and nodded.  “Full.  On.”

“Did you ... did you guys do anything?”

“No,” Saffron said, “but I kind of wish I had.”

“Me too.”

“You wish I had?”

“N—no!” I started to laugh, and she did too.  “No, I mean I wish I’d done something like that.”

“You’ve never?”

I shook my head.  “Nothing since Hank.”

“Shit, Lisa.  That’s rough.”

“That’s marriage.”

“Then consider me single.”

We clinked glasses to that one.  Saffron had the world at her feet and I felt kind of jealous.

“So, this kiss ... tell me more about it.”

“What do you want to know?”

“Did you guys touch?  Was she hot?”

“She was ... average, I guess.  It was just the right moment I suppose.”

I sat up on the couch and moved closer to her.  “Did she touch you?  Did you touch her?”

“Jeez, Lis, you really want to live it, huh?”

“More than you know.”

“We kind of held each other.  Like this.”  Saffron put a hand on my hip and then another on my shoulder.

“Looks like you guys are about to dance,” I teased, and I put my hands on her the same way.

“And then we just ... kissed,” she said, and our eyes locked.

Saffron moved towards me first, I swear it.  Her pretty face moved forwards and I started to move forwards to.

“Just like that,” Saffron said softly, pausing.

“Like what?” I urged.  At this point I wasn’t even thinking of mine and my husband’s agreement.  I was just in the moment, you know.  I lost myself.  It was stupid, I regret it, whatever, but it happened, and at the time it felt great.

“Like this,” Saffron said, and she bridged the gap and put her lips on mine.

At first, they just touched but then her hand movedm and she pushed her nails through my hair and pulled my head towards her.  Her mouth opened over mine and my tongue slid out.  Girl’s tongues kind of feel different.  They’re smoother.  Gentler.

The sound of the shitty film in the background fell away.  We breathed deep against each other, and our hands moved.  Eventually she pulled away and we were left to look at each other again.

Saffron’s eyes were wide with excitement.  I could tell she wanted more, but the first thing I did was look off to the side with shame and nervousness.

She shuffled closer and rose on her knees.  I looked over at her again and she straddled me, putting a knee either side of my legs.

“What are you doing?” I giggled playfully.

“Showing you what I wish I’d done.”

She moved my chin up and then put her lips on mine again.  I kissed her simply for a moment, then I started to feel the rumbles of past regrets.  I realized that this was a once-in-a-lifetime thing, and it probably wasn’t going to repeat itself.  Was I going to leave myself with a whole host of new regrets?

Saffron broke away again and looked down into my eyes, smiling.  I looked forwards into the gap in her gown and saw her bra holding her tits.

“She didn’t do anything with those,” Saffron said suggestively.

“Didn’t she now ...?”

I opened the waist-strap of her gown and it fell open.  Her underwear was tiny, but with a body like hers it didn’t make sense to cover it up.

“Kiss me again,” Saffron said.

I looked up and put my lips to her.  As we kissed Saffron took my hands and put them on her tits.  I squeezed and she kissed me harder.  I knew she wanted it.

Her bra was an immediate hinderance.  I reached behind and pinched the little clasp that kept her modest.  She shuffled the gown back of her shoulders and then removed her bra.  For the moment I couldn’t look.  All I could do was feel when she put my hands back on her naked tits.

God, they felt amazing to squeeze.  I could feel my pussy come to life as I touched her.  I started to get excited in a way that I hadn’t with Hank for a long time.

I could feel Saffron get excited too.  Her nipples stiffened against my exploring hands.  I’d bunch her tits up and squeeze them as we kissed.  I didn’t quite know what to do next.

Eventually she pulled off me and looked down at my hands that explored her.  I took them off her gently and spied the perfectly formed tits beneath.  I knew for a while that Saffron had a good body, but I didn’t realize how much it’d turn me on once I started to strip the clothes off it.

“They look amazing, honey,” I told her honestly.

“You can do more than look,” she told me.

She leaned over me and then fed me one of her breasts.  I couldn’t believe it, but it was more awkward at this point to reject her.  I opened my mouth over her nipples and just like that, I was sucking a woman’s tits.

I could hear her moaning above me, and it sounded like the most passionate thing in the world.  Saffron really squeezed every drop of eroticism from it that she could, but it all sounded genuine.  I wanted to enjoy things as much as she did, then I realized that I could.  I just had to choose to open up.  I built up the courage to say something naughty.

“I love sucking your tits, honey,” I told her, pushing them into my mouth greedily and switching between each nipple.

Saffron took a breath.  “Keep sucking, Lisa.”

Fuck, that was hot to hear.  I thought she was a free-spirit but I didn’t realize just how liberal she was.  I don’t think this was Hank had in mind when he told me to go for it, but I convinced myself that he’d be okay with it.

I put my hands at her hips and sucked on her tits, keeping them in my mouth and then popping off the nipple with a giggle.  They were wet and taut.  Her tits looked full of arousal.

“Are you getting as wet as me?” Saffron giggled.

“I ... I don’t know.  How wet are you getting?”

“Soaked.”

She leaned away and pushed her hands into her panties.  I bit my lip and watched.  Her eyes closed and her fingers danced against the fabric of her panties.

Out of sight I could just tell that she was entering herself.  She proved that to me when she withdrew her fingers and two of them were completely soaked.

“Look,” she said, and she offered them up to me.

I inspected the clear film of cum that webbed between her fingers as she made scissors of them.

“You’ve got me exci—” she began, but before she could finish I’d gripped her wrist and put her fingers into my mouth.

She gasped as I sucked her cum off them.  This was exactly the kind of spontaneous action that my life had been missing.

Saffron’s pussy tasted good.  So good, in fact, that I started to think I should be feeding straight from the source.

I sat up and got out from under her legs.  She stood up with me and pushed back my gown.  Beneath I wore a black bra and matching panties.

“Lisa,” she hushed, looking down at my body.  She put her hands on my tits and gave them a playful squeeze.

“Get on the couch,” I ordered.

“Not before I see those.”

I reached quickly behind to my bra strap and unfastened it.  I took it off shamelessly and relished the look on Saffron’s face when she saw them revealed.

“Something about an older woman I’ve always liked,” she said.

She stooped and gave my nipple and gentle, sensual kiss with her tongue.  I closed my eyes and clenched my fist, fighting my inhibitions.

Eventually Saffron got off.  When I opened my eyes, she was smirking, then she sat heavily in on the couch.

“Do your worse,” she dared.

I got to my knees on the carpet and Saffron bit her finger as she watched me.

“What have you got planned?” she asked.

“I was thinking I might have another taste.”

I gripped the waist of her panties and Saffron’s ass came off the couch quickly.  She was eager alright.  I slid the garment down over her smooth legs and then looked into her soaked pussy.

She continued to bite her finger coyly as I inspected her delicious, fresh pussy.  It was shaved close with barely any stubble or anything.  Aesthetically her pussy was just ... perfect.  Her folds held their symmetry.  Even her cum looked as though it had been painted on, sitting perfectly at the subtle opening of her slit.

“Is this what you want?” she asked, running her finger gently along her folds.

She sucked on her finger as I pushed her knees wider.  Her focus was entirely on me now.  She looked so hopeful.  I wasn’t about to disappoint.

“Do it,” she said.  “Eat my pussy.”

I raced my face onto her, opening my mouth right over her core.  She instantly gasped and let out a moan.  My tongue darted along the smooth, wet channel.

I tasted her sweetness on my tongue, and I was immediately captivated by it.  I tried to eat slowly, but our energy was so fierce that I found myself sucking hard and feasting noisily.

Saffron wasn’t shy in moaning.  She held my head on her and grinded her pussy against my willing face.  It must have been some sight to see me sucking on her sex like that, but it paled in significance compared to the sight that greeted Hank when he pushed abruptly through the lounge door.  We hadn’t even heard him come in.

I pulled my face off Saffron’s pussy and looked to Hank as he entered.  I waited for him to notice.  He froze there, looking across at our neighbor who sat nervously on the couch.

“Honey?” he said slowly.  “Saffron?”

Everything started to dawn on him quickly.  There weren’t many other scenarios to consider, aside from the reality.  I thought it would be hard for a husband to take.

“Hank, I can explain,” I started.

“Explain why you’re stopping, you mean?” he said, and a smile broke on his face.  “This is exactly what you’ve been talking about, isn’t it?  Trying new things?”

Hank sat down on the chair in the lounge beside the sofa.  I don’t think Saffron quite understood what was going on.  She was expecting an argument, but none materialized.

“You don’t mind?” I asked, and I glanced to Saffron who wore a deeply confused frown.

“If you two don’t,” he said, then he sat there for a moment.  “Oh, should I go?”  He pointed to the exit and looked between us.

“You don’t have to go,” I said.  I looked to Saffron.  “If that’s okay with you, honey?”

“What the fuck is going on?” Saffron asked.  It was a fair question.

“Hank and I have been talking and we decided that being more spontaneous and adventurous is something that the two of us would like to do before we hit fifty.”

“You’re forty-four, aren’t you?”

“Hank is forty-five.  We’re just trying to get started.”

“Like this?” Saffron asked.

“This just happened,” I explained.  “But I was glad it did.  Are you, honey?” I touched Hank’s knee.

Hank smiled.  “I’m happy if you’re happy.”

“Saffron?” I asked.

She looked between the both of us.  “Look, as long as I get to come, I don’t care what you two get up to.”

Hank laughed.  “She knows what she wants!”

“We can learn something from that,” I told Hank, and we stared lovingly at each other.

“Eww,” Saffron teased.  “Just less of the lovey-dovey and more of the eating pussy, okay?”

Hank’s eyebrows damn-near flew off his face.  “Whoa!”

“Look at this, honey,” I told him, and I pushed her knees apart and showed him her soaked pussy.  “Look how perfect that is.”

Hank leaned forward on the chair.  “Damn.  Wow.  Almost as nice as yours, honey.”

I gave him a wry smile.

“Nice, Hank,” Saffron teased.

“Can he taste it too, honey?” I asked her.

Saffron’s eyes bulged.  “Do you want to?” she asked Hank.

“If you don’t mind, Lisa?”

“If that’s okay wi—”

“Will someone just eat my fucking pussy already,” Saffron interjected.  “Jeez, when did y’all get so polite.”

“You heard her, Hank.”

Hank was quickly off the chair.  I moved aside and let him get between her knees instead.  I watched as he moved his face close to her.  It was incredible to be able to see it from this view.  Hank closed his eyes and really licked her.  I knew how good that felt.  Saffron’s eyes closed and she groaned like she’d just dropped into a warm bath.

“Feels good, doesn’t it, honey?” I asked.

“Tastes good too,” Hank said, and I knew all too well.

“You’ve got too many clothes on, honey,” I said, and I started to unfasten his shirt.  “How was poker?”

He broke from his feast.  “I lost, then I came home and hit the jackpot.”

Saffron stared down over her tits as Hank ate her pussy.  I started to undress him, taking off his shirt and unfastening his pants.

I managed to take almost everything off him while he treated her.  His pants and underwear were around his ankles, sitting over his socks.  I took of his boots and then started to jerk his cock.

It was getting stiff when I first took it out, and with some gentle movements I was able to get him more excited.

After I freed him from the rest of his clothes, he moved so that he was on all-fours.  His cock pointed down at the floor and I started to milk it, yanking down along it and listening to him groan into Saffron’s crotch.

The two of them played a tennis match with their grunts of excitement.  Saffron would cry out and then Hank would return the moan as I jerked his stiffness.  I watched excitedly as their pleasure grew.

“Eat my pussy, Hank,” Saffron wailed.  I snarled a smile and jerked my husband’s cock harder as I heard her surrender to him.

I knew Hank’s resolve could be pretty tough if he needed to be.  I worked him just enough to keep an orgasm at bay, but the same couldn’t be said for his mouth on our neighbor’s pussy.

He feasted noisily on Saffron, and she cried loud in response until her body was trembling with charged excitement.

She wriggled and writhed, looking down on Hank who stared up with an eye full of lusty smiles.  His mouth was out of sight, doing something naughty.

“Oh, Hank!” she wriggled, and the orgasm started to flow out of her.

Hank thrust two fingers inside her.  Saffron squeaked with glee and gripped his hair.  She looked down and nodded.  “Make me come!”

Fuck, it was hot.  My pussy was dripping wet just from watching.  Hank worked his fingers, and I jerked his cock.  Saffron came long and loud and the two of us watched the climax wash over her like a baptism of sin.

“Your turn, honey,” Hank said to me, wiping Saffron’s cum from his mouth.

The excitement inside me soared.  Even before his lips had touched mine, I could feel the beginning of an orgasm that would need only the smallest of coaxing to release.

“I’m returning the favor,” Saffron said, and she slid off the couch and wriggled underneath to suck on Hank’s cock.

I watched as she took him from me.  Her hand jerked and then she threw her mouth over him with gusto.  Her gratitude was more than apparent in the way she worked his cock.

Hank closed his eyes and moaned as I sat in Saffron’s place on the couch.  He moved my legs open.

“Give me that,” he hushed, and his eyes were almost rolling back in his skull.

I could hear out little harlot sucking and slurping on him from beneath.  She moaned with the two of us.

“Are you eating her pussy, Hank?” she asked, from below.

“I am now,” Hank said.  “It’s delicious.”

I watched as he mouthed over me sensually.  He French-kissed my pussy passionately and I felt my breasts tingle with excitement.  The muscles of my chest pulled tight and my whole body shivered.

“Ohh, Hank,” I groaned, and I let the excitement wash over me.

He didn’t need long at all, and he could sense it.  He introduced his fingers quickly.  The breaths that Saffron forced out of him were enough to tingle my pussy.  They flowed over my clit, and I roared out a climax.

Saffron had come up to watch as I writhed on the couch on Hank’s whim.  He smirked up at me and finger-fucked my core as it pinched around him.  My pussy fluttered and Hank sucked on my clit masterfully.

“Honey!” I strained.

“Get it, Lisa,” Saffron cheered.

I whimpered my way out the other side of ecstasy, blinking fast at Hank in bewilderment.  He wiped the second lot of cum from his face and leaned back on his knees.

“Just you now,” Saffron said, and she jerked his proud cock slowly.  She looked to me.  “Can I sit on him first?”

“Please,” I offered.  “I’ve gotta get my breath back.”

I watched as Hank leaned away.  Saffron backed up on him and guided her pussy over the top of his hard cock.

Hank sighed with pleasure as her lips sheathed him.  He sunk into the warm embrace and leaned his head back in groan.  It was like she was massaging the stress from his body.

Saffron bit her lip and rocked back and forth, jerking Hank’s cock with her tightness.  I licked my lip and watched closely as they bathed in sex.

Saffron continued for a few minutes, looking back regularly to check on him.  “He’s close to bursting,” she said.

“Is that right, honey?” I asked Hank.

He nodded.  “Sorry, ladies.  I can’t keep this up much longer.”

“You’ve got nothing to apologize for, stud,” Saffron breezed.

“Where do you want it?” I asked her.  I knew she’d pick something good.

“I think you deserve some of it in your pussy,” Saffron said.  “I want to be beneath it all so I can catch the rest of his cum in my mouth.”

Fuck, she still surprised me.  Just when I thought she was at her sluttiest she comes out with something like that.

Hank looked to me in amazement.

“You heard her, honey,” I told him.

I got up on the couch and faced away from Hank, putting my knees on the seat-cushions and resting my hands along the back of the sofa.

“Perfect,” Saffron said.  “Stand behind and fuck her, Hank.  I’m going here.”

She sat on the floor and backed up to the sofa, resting her head on the seat-cushion and looking right up at my wet pussy.

“That’s some view,” Saffron marveled.

“How does it look now?” Hank asked, and I felt him slide the head of his cock back and forth along my crease.

“Perfect,” Saffron hushed.

I closed my eyes and felt my husband enter me.  He was bolt-stiff, which I knew meant that he was close.  I don’t think I’d ever known him so turned on.  Shit, I was operating on another level too.

“Give me your fucking cum, Hank,” I demanded, channeling my inner Saffron.

Hank gripped my hips and started to fuck me hard.  His moans soared as Saffron encouraged him from below.  I could feel her talking up against our colliding sex.

“Come in her pussy, Hank.  Come.  Come inside her.  I want it to fall out in my fucking mouth.”

“Baby!” I cried, reaching back for him.

He grunted and fucked me harder.  His cock stiffened and swelled.  He pumped to a crescendo and let out a long groan.
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