
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Empty Nest Antics

––––––––

By: KC Rice

Special appearance by Carl Rice


Book Cover: SCinders

Editor: Chriss Prokic

Publisher: A Brush and Pen

Frankfort, KY.

Once again, I want to thank my team for their time, dedication, and support. I honestly don’t know where I would be without you. I love you!

––––––––

This book may have been based on some true stories and life events. Names have been changed to protect their identities. 

Copyright @ KC Rice 2021

Any reproduction or illegal distribution of any or all the content in this book in any form is strictly prohibited. 


I dedicate this book to my one and only, my husband, my best friend, my lover, my research partner, my heart, and my soul. Without him, this little piece of entertainment would never have been created. Thank you, Aldie, for loving me, especially during the times I was so unlovable-PMS, menopause, hot flashes, mood swings, the list goes on and on. You will forever be my heart, my soul, my rock – my everything! 

I love you so much, and even more tomorrow.


Your Babygirl 



––––––––

[image: ]


[image: image]

By the age of fifty, most women can relate and feel this way.
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Fuck You, Womanhood
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Let me be the first to tell you, womanhood is not all people think it is.

Case in point, we spend most of our tween years looking forward to getting our boobs, wearing bras, and getting our period. Because let’s face it, being a woman is the ultimate. Right?

Wrong! 

Your boobs hurt ... a lot.

Your face breaks out, and your stomach bloats.

Then the dam breaks, and Aunt Flo, the bitch of all bitches rips your insides out and destroys your vagina every twenty-eight days. Sometimes she really likes to fuck with you and arrives early, with no warning. Until the teacher calls on you to come to the board and answer a problem. You stand, and the whole classroom bursts into a fit of laughter and points at you. It's then Aunt Flo slams her fist into your gut and yells, “Surprise, I’m here!”  And you realize everyone knew before you because there’s a huge bloody spot on the back of your favorite stonewashed jeans. 

The humiliation is unbearable, not to mention the stigma that comes with it and the inability to live it down. The haunting follows you through the rest of your school years ... yes, you read that correctly, years! 

And while we’re on the subject of Aunt Flo and the many reasons we hate her, how about this one; I’m going to compare her to an irritating mother-in-law. Surprises you by arriving early, claiming she’s just here for a couple of days, but she stays a whole fucking week! Bitching and complaining the whole damn time. And our husbands, let's not forget how compassionate they can be during our monthly walk through the garden of hell. It’s like when our estrogen kicks in and their testosterone goes into overdrive. Every damn time the wind blows, they have a hard-on and want us to ‘satisfy their need’. Doesn’t matter if we’re cramping, spotting, or the floodgates have opened, and every time we stand, it pours. No, no, no ... we have a mouth. And they want us to use it, with a promise, ‘Of course, I’ll make it up to you.’

Yeah, right.

You feel like shit, and you tell him, “You want to ‘make it up to me’? How about you cook dinner, do the laundry, or here’s a thought suck your own dick. I’m taking an extra strength whiskey and a shot of Tylenol and going to bed.”

And yet, we endure this throughout our ‘womanhood’, with extraordinarily little bitching because, let's face it, we’re women, and that’s just part of it. The joyful part is the multiple orgasms we can have in one fuckfest, that is, if he knows what he’s doing. Just sayin’.

We are given the joy of carrying the future of the world inside us for nine whole months, though sometimes it feels like years. Months of waking up puking our guts out and waiting to feel the first kick. Getting to see it on ultrasound and find out the sex. Heartburn, hot flashes, constipation, hemorrhoids! And lest we forget the stretchmarks that itch and burn, sleepless nights, evading our horny ass partner, who you swear if he says, “You look beautiful, you’re sexy as hell pregnant,” or “I love you just the way you are,” one more fucking time you’re cutting his dick off. 

“I’m fat. I’m miserable, and I want my body back. I want to be able to take a shit without ripping my asshole.”

Why can’t men understand it’s not all about them? 

The time finally comes, and your water breaks. Oh, sweet joy, the baby is coming. Soon he will move out of my uterus, and my body will be mine. I’ll be able to tie my shoes, shave my legs, sleep and poop! But it’s not that simple. This little shit has taken on his daddy’s demeanor, stubborn and refusing to evacuate. The cramps you struggled through during your period are a walk in the park compared to the pain you’re enduring now. You beg for an epidural and sigh in pure bliss as you feel the medication flowing down your spine and through your veins. Ahhh, yes. I can do this. 

The time comes to push, and even though you threaten to kill your partner if he looks down there while you're pushing a 10lb baby out your hoo-ha, you no longer care who sees you all spread eagle as long as they get this kid out. Suddenly you hear his cry, and all is well ... for the moment. 

They place him on your chest, and he nuzzles your breast and flips the switch. The next day you wake up a dairy cow. Your milk has come in, and your sweet little man is too impatient to latch on. He’s screaming like a banshee bringing every nurse on the floor rushing in to see if he’s ok. Your boobs are engorged and have relocated to under your arms, they ache and thump with every beat of your heart, and all you want are your itty-bitty titties back. 

Oh, the joys of motherhood tacked onto the joys of womanhood. Yes, this is the life. You get into a routine and realize every time the baby nurses; it burns calories. Your ‘baby fat’ begins to melt away, and you have your body back and your sex drive. Score! 

You pump a bottle of milk and drop the baby off at your mom's for the evening. Rush home and tidy up your neglected she parts. Smiling ear to ear because you can finally see your garden and give her a good weeding. You can’t wait for daddy to get home. He is going to be so surprised when he comes through that door. And he is!

The candles are lit, sultry music playing in the background, and you splayed out on the bed waiting for your man. 

Everything is perfect, his eyes smolder, and his soldier is standing at attention. He can’t get his clothes off fast enough. He cups your breasts, and his mouth waters as he sucks a nipple deep into his mouth. Your back arches and the electricity zings through to the apex of your thighs, yes! It’s been so long, and you are willing to do anything he asks at this point. And just the thought makes your body sing. But he jerks away from you as though you had electrocuted him, spitting, cussing, and gagging. 

What the fuck? All hell flew into you, you’re hurt, angry, and desperate for release, and he’s backing away from you, spitting with a look of disgust on his face.

He finally looks at you and sees the look on your face. His disgust changes to fear as he realizes he’s fucked up. He immediately begins to apologize, something about a mouthful of milk, and it tastes nasty. How can the baby drink this shit? Yeah, he just keeps digging his hole deeper and deeper. 

You quickly jump off the bed and head toward the bathroom slamming the door behind you as he yells, “Honey, I’m sorry. That milk is nasty ... have you tasted it?” Gag, “I wasn’t expecting to get a mouthful. Look, I'm sorry. Let’s start over. ‘Mr. Happy’ is sad, and he wants to make it up to you. Come out here and look.” 

Yeah, yeah ... once again, it’s all about the man. 

The years go on, and your family grows. You find yourselves hiding in closets and laundry rooms just for a quickie and grateful for each one because, without it, your sex life would be zilch. 

The kids grow and finally graduate high school, head off to college, and move out. The house is finally yours. You’re free. You can run around the house naked. Hell, clothing is optional, have all the sex you want, and damn if you aren’t horny and feeling kinky as hell ninety-five percent of the time. You can be as loud as you want, no more biting a pillow. Scream, baby, scream!

But then something happens, you can’t really explain. Your body begins to change. You skip a period here and there. And you notice a hair growing from your chin. What the hell?

Menopause!

A whole new level of excitement begins to grow within you. No more periods. No more cramps. You look forward to Aunt Flo’s last visit before she retires, and finally, it comes. But she leaves behind a whole other sack of shit.

That one chin hair turns into a whole family, and then they have neighbors move in on the other side of your chin. Your stomach begins to expand, and you go from a size ten to eighteen in a year. No matter how much dieting and exercise you do, the heavy flabby fat refuses to let go. And then there are the hot flashes that make you feel like your body is melting from the inside out. You wake up in a pool of sweat every morning and try to reason with the man upstairs, “If I’m going to sweat like a pig, could you at least make it melt this fat off my gut?”

You step out of the shower, see your reflection in the mirror, and realize your mother is staring back at you. When the hell did this happen? 

Sexy? No, I’m not sexy. I’m my mother made over. 

Your partner starts with that old bullshit again ... you know the adulation he uses just to get into your pants. “You’re beautiful ...” as he reaches around, grabbing your ‘peter pouch’, as he calls your flab. “I still find you sexy as hell, and you look great for a woman your age who’s had three children and gone through menopause.” 

Your hand begins to itch, and the desire to bitch slap him consumes you. You have to make a fist and call on all your strength to hold back your mother from once again overtaking your body and following through. 

Swallowing your pride, you’re still horny as hell and want to try out some new things. Add some spice to your love life. 

But then mother nature has different plans. You see, that crazy-ass bitch isn’t satisfied with all the shit she has already put you through. No, she had one last good jab before calling it quits. It wasn’t enough that she demolished your sexy girlish figure, erecting in its place a mausoleum. No, she had to close down the sex department and dry up the stream of desire. Replacing it with exhaustion, headaches, and a dry pit of despair. Your partner complains you aren’t ‘wet’ enough, so you buy a lifetime supply of Astro Glide only to have him complain of the taste. Well, fuck me.

But, for those who were blessed and born a boy, well, you are a lucky little bastard. 

No cramps, no periods, and you can scratch any itch you have anywhere, and no one would think ill of you. Find yourself in the middle of nowhere, with no bathroom in sight? No problem, just whip it out and let ‘er go, no TP necessary. Masturbation is expected, not frowned upon. And orgasms, though you only have one per fuckfest ... at least men are guaranteed to have one. Women must focus hard, willing our bodies to accept the passion, pushing every sensation to the apex of our core, zeroing in on every nerve ending that dwells within the region, yet still, we are not guaranteed.

Men, wham bam ... push and thrust. Explosion!

They don’t have to endure hormonal changes or sharing their bodies with another human. Stretchmarks, birthing pains, hemorrhoids, engorged breasts. All this and still keeping a home, working full time, cooking, cleaning. The list goes on and on. Women don’t get time off, even when sick. But a man? A mere common cold will have him curled up in the blankets, summoning you for more medication, a drink, a cool rag, and sometimes even crying for their mommy. 

Yes, indeed, it is safe to say men have life easy, and it sucks donkey dicks. 

When they begin to age, their sex appeal grows alongside them. Women spend a fortune coloring their hair because gray on a woman is taboo. But men? They have transformed from a stud muffin into a sexy gray fox. 

Their center grows wider, and they aren’t fat ... no, they have the sexy ‘dad bod’. And who in the hell decided bald men are sexy? Don’t get me wrong; I’m just as turned on as the rest of the female population. A man’s hair starts thinning, and he simply shaves it all off. Voila! Another sexy, hot as fuck look.

We, women, endure a lot in our lives, the good, the bad, and the ugly, and there is a lot of ugly. Fuck you, Eve!

We savor the miracle of birth, after the fact, of course, but still.

We and we alone control the ‘goods’. 

And though we grow old, and our bodies betray us, we find ourselves wishing for our youth to return or at least a glimpse of a memory of the way it once was. We will always have a partner in crime, an ace up our sleeve, and someone to have our backs. Mother nature, though you’ve fuck us over again and again throughout our lives, we know we can depend on your evil twin in the end.

Wait, the story is not over yet.

Remember the men? The lucky assholes who thought they ruled the world and were invincible. Who thought they were the best lovers and never had to deal with the shit we women do? Those very same men who ‘aged gracefully with pizzazz and sex appeal’. 

Yes, those men. 

One day, they wake up and try to get their freak on only to find he no longer rises to the occasion. They whine and complain, “My winky’s broke,” and their world is crashing around them. 

Yeah, well, now it's our turn to lie to them and say, “It’s ok, I still find you sexy as hell, and you still have your magical tongue. That’s all that matters.” 

Yep, Mother Nature’s evil twin appears out of the blue. What’s her name?

Karma.  
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How it all began
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“Well?” My best friend, Beckee, asks while arching her brow at me suspiciously.

“Well, what?” I answer her, rolling my eyes and laying on my thick, southern twang, dismissing her accusatory look.

She laughs and swats my arm. “Lisa Gail, what are you and Alex going to do with all your time? I mean,” she pauses for a moment, “I remember how lonely the house seemed when I first discovered the empty nest. I can’t imagine your baby girl is all grown up and off to college.” She sips the last of her cola through her straw, making the awful gurgling sound. I cringe and grit my teeth. That bitch knows how much I hate it when she does that. 

Jerking the empty glass from her hands, “Give me that,” I scold, slamming it on the table. “You know, Alex and I aren’t your typical parents. Hell, he’s already screwed two hooks beside the front door and hung robes on ‘em.” 

“What! Why in the world did he do that for?” Reaching for her empty glass, giving me the evil eye as I jerk it from her reach and smirk. 

“I was going to eat my ice, thank you very much. Now give me my glass, please.”

Getting our waiter's attention, I ask for a refill handing him the empty glass. He nods and turns, walking away with it. I glance over the rim of my glass, sipping my sweet tea. “Mmmmm, if only I were twenty years younger,” I mumble before sitting back in my seat. 

Tearing my eyes off his sweet tight buns, I’m a bit taken back at the glare I’m receiving from my bestie. “What? Oh, like you didn’t check out his ass when he first came over here. I saw you,” I throw my napkin across the table, hitting her in the face. “Don’t act all holier than thou. I’ve known you too long; you’re probably sitting over there in wet panties.” 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
A Spicy Romantic Comedy

K.C. RICE





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image010.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image011.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





