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        Lydia’s taste buds exploded as Tyler’s cock slipped down her throat. She pressed her tongue to the floor of her mouth and pulled down more of his swollen shaft. When his tip grazed the back of her throat, she started to gorge upon him.

        As she feasted, Tyler grunted with appreciation. He ran his fingers through her thick hair and pressed her face against him. Lydia gagged as more of his cock was pushed down her throat. She sighed and continued to slurp.

        Tyler’s satiny, warm flesh slid back and forth along her tongue with ease. His taste and scent overpowered her senses, clouding her thoughts in a warm fog of desire. Besides her husband’s, his was the first cock she had tasted in 20 years, and she sucked upon him with greedy relish.

        And as she feasted, she continued to stroke and tease Marcus's cock.
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      Lydia looked at her phone for the sixth time in half as many minutes; the cell’s screen remained stubbornly dark. She sighed and glanced restlessly across the table to her companion.

      Miranda’s gaze was sympathetic. “They’ll call when they call.”

      Lydia smiled weakly and nodded. She tried once more to smother the sense of trepidation that threatened to overcome her. To distract herself, she stared through the barroom window to the scene beyond.

      Dazzling, early afternoon sunshine bathed the San Antonio street in shades of orange and gold. Pedestrians strolled past the bar where she and Miranda had been sitting for the past hour, an hour spent anxiously waiting for the call confirming the end of Lydia's marriage.

      Almost a year earlier – and entirely out of the blue – her husband had told her he wanted a divorce. Trent then confessed that he had been having an affair with his PA, a girl less than half his age. Lydia listened to his announcement with stunned amazement, too shocked to fully comprehend that her husband was demanding the end of their 20-year marriage.

      Trent’s declaration ignited months of lawyer consultations as the couple slowly dissected their marriage; months of arguments as they battled over the assets each would keep; months of their bewildered son begging them to reconcile; months of self-recriminations as Lydia wondered if she was to blame for her husband drifting into the arms of another woman.

      Now, the end had finally come. All that remained was for a judge to sign off on the divorce – one signature and her marriage would be done.

      While making her way to the bar earlier that day, Lydia had assumed she would feel some modicum of relief that the battle between herself and Trent was finally coming to an end. Instead, she felt a mixture of sadness and anger – the divorcée’s bitter cocktail of emotions.

      Lydia sighed and withdrew her attention from the street. She took another sip of beer, too distracted to notice the cold alcohol as it slipped down her throat. She looked at Miranda once more.

      During the past year, her friend had been a tower of strength, enduring Lydia’s tears and outbursts of anger with a patience and fortitude that never failed to calm. Although they had known each other for only a handful of years – having met initially at a random event at the school their sons attended – they had become quick and firm friends.

      Despite having a teenage son of her own and being the same age as Lydia, Miranda still exuded a youthful sense of rebellion that Lydia couldn’t help but admire. It also didn’t hurt that she despised Trent with a passion and had told him so on many occasions.

      So, when Lydia’s lawyer informed her of the date of her divorce’s termination, it was only natural that she should ask Miranda to be with her when she received the news. Her friend, in turn, was more than happy to oblige and suggested the pair meet in a downtown bar to await word – that way, plenty of alcohol would be on hand to help Lydia drown her sorrows.

      Lydia had arrived at the bar a little after midday. She found Miranda waiting, beers already on the table before her. That first drink was quickly followed by another and then a third. Lydia was now starting to feel the effects of the alcohol – a pleasant, warming tingle that helped calm her troubled thoughts.

      After returning Lydia’s gaze for a moment, Miranda spoke.

      “How’s David doing? Have you heard from him?”

      Lydia’s 19-year-old son had decided to spend his first summer vacation away from college backpacking through Europe. Although Lydia was pleased with how well he had handled his parents’ divorce, she suspected his trip had more to do with a desire to get away from their fighting than any genuine desire to travel.

      “Yes, he called a couple of days ago,” replied Lydia. “He's still in Germany and planning on going to Italy next.”

      Miranda nodded and took a sip of her beer. When she next met Lydia's gaze, her green eyes were cold and flinty.

      “And what about Trent – has his majesty been in touch?”

      Lydia couldn't help but smile when she heard the scorn in her friend’s voice.

      “Yes, he called a few weeks ago. He asked if he could stop by and pick up the last of his things. I left them in a box on the front porch; he collected them without coming into the house.”

      “And is he still with what’s-her-name? Chelsey, with a 'Y'?"

      Lydia nodded. “From what I’ve heard, they’re planning a spring wedding.”

      "Fucking asshole," barked Miranda. A few bar patrons turned towards the table where the two friends sat. Miranda met their enquiring glances with a steely, fuck off glare of her own. One by one, those customers quickly returned to their conversations.

      “You’re better off without him,” said Miranda, not for the first time. “Running off with a girl less than half his age, what a cliché.”

      "Maybe," replied Lydia, keenly aware that she could not keep a tinge of doubt from creeping into her voice. “Maybe I should have seen the warning signs that he was becoming bored with me.”

      “Bullshit! This is all on him. Most guys would be lucky to have a wife as hot as you.”

      Lydia glanced down at her body. Despite being in her early forties, she kept a strict exercise regimen that helped her maintain the toned and shapely figure of a woman half her age.

      “And I’m not the only one who thinks so,” said Miranda, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “That guy at the bar has been giving you the eye since you came in.”

      Lydia glanced around. At the bar sat a tall, handsome man dressed in an expensive suit. He returned her gaze with a nod and a smile.

      Lydia felt a blush threaten to creep up her face. She tore her gaze away from the man. She took another long swallow of her beer.

      “It’s too soon for me to start dating,” she said. “Besides, I’m not even officially divorced.”

      Miranda laughed. “Who said anything about dating? Just find some young stud and screw his brains out. Then, when you get bored, dump him and move on to another. Just have some fun for a while; you deserve it."

      Before Lydia could reply, her phone started to ring. Her heart began to pound as she stared at the screen. She then let out a sigh of relief.

      “Is that your lawyer?” asked Miranda.

      Lydia shook her head. He recognised the name displayed on the screen: Anthony Parker, a landscape gardener she had arranged to start work for her the following day. In the divorce settlement, she had won the one-story ranch house where she, Trent and David had lived for over a decade. Now she planned to remodel both the house and the garden. She explained this to Miranda as she pressed ‘decline’ to the call; she would call the gardener back later.

      For the next half hour, the two friends continued to idly chat. They were about to order food when Lydia’s phone rang once more. An icy shiver ran up her spine – she recognised the number: it was her lawyer.

      Miranda nodded with reassurance, reached over the table and took her hand. Lydia accepted the call.

      She listened as her lawyer calmly told her that the judge had signed off on the divorce, and the paperwork had been filed with the court. Finally, she mumbled her thanks and hung up.

      Lydia placed the phone back on the table and stared at it numbly. The call that ended her marriage had lasted less than a minute.

      So that’s it, she thought to herself – 20 years of marriage gone. Unbidden, tears came to her eyes. She took a deep, steadying breath.

      Lydia met her friend’s gaze and squeezed her hand. The two sat in silence for a while. Finally, Miranda spoke.

      “Let me ask you something. If Trent called you now and asked you to take him back, would you?”

      During the months of bickering and arguments – when the idea of the divorce being finalised had still seemed far off on the horizon – Lydia had asked herself the same question many times. Could she take Trent back? Could she forgive him? Try as she might, she had never been able to answer those questions to her satisfaction.

      But now that the marriage was finally done, Lydia suddenly knew her reply.

      “Fuck, no!” she said with steely resolve.

      Her friend’s face split into a broad grin. Then, both women started to laugh.

      Miranda waved at one of the bar staff and beckoned them over.

      “Champagne!” she called out triumphantly.
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