Part 1 - Obsession

By Emmajoy
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I woke slowly, rolled over, and glanced at the clock.  It said 6:57 – it was Friday.  I rolled back over on my side and pulled the covers up to my chin – sort of snuggling into my pillow and closing my eyes.  I could sense that his side was empty and I vaguely heard him in the bathroom at the sink – probably shaving.  My cotton gown was pulled up around my waist leaving my body uncovered from the waist down except for the sheet and blanket.  I felt like I had to pee but I didn’t want to get up yet – I wanted to wallow in the twilight of half-awake sleep, and I wasn’t quite ready for conversation.  The pressure in my bladder made me very aware of my pussy – the pressure stimulating me.  Lying on my side I brought my knees up with my legs together.  The flesh on my legs felt warm against themselves.  I became aware that my pussy lips were protruding under my butt – I felt moisture begin to develop between the lips.  In my half-sleep I pictured the time long ago on our honeymoon when we were lying together naked, early in the morning, just waking, and he was cuddling me from behind.  In the dark I felt his cock begin to stiffen.  It came up from under me.  I opened my legs a little and let it come up to contact my pussy lips.  I then closed my legs – trapping him up against me.  He began to move slowly – back and forth – just a little.  I felt him rubbing between my lips.  I sensed that I was getting very wet, partly because my body wanted to feel him up inside, and partly because my pussy still held some of his cum from last night’s love making.  As he pulled back a little I bent forward.  When he pushed forward again, his cock slipped up inside me.  He pushed harder and penetrated me deeply.  God – how I loved the feel of him inside me!  He was average in length, but probably thicker than most men.  He filled me up and I loved it!  He began to take deeper strokes.  With my legs tucked up in front of me he began to bump his cock gently against my cervix.  I could feel him tensing – he was about to cum.  Suddenly he stopped moving completely.  He was all the way in and I could feel his cock pulsing as he lay very still.  He was stopping himself from cumming.  The pulsing subsided – but I wanted him to cum.  I began to squeeze him with my cunt.  I began to milk him with it.  We didn’t move at all – I just squeezed and released – squeezed and released.  He began to tremble a little and his hand on my hip began to grip me tightly.  I kept it up – squeeze and release – squeeze and release.  Suddenly, he tensed and shuddered, and sucked in a big breath of air.  He pushed his cock all the way against my cervix.  He trembled a little but he held very still and I felt his cock begin to throb and pump – he was pouring his cum into me – I could feel the warm wetness spread throughout my cunt, and then I felt some of it oozing out onto my thigh.  He was making soft grunting sounds – then he went slack and let out a big sigh.  He continued to hold me from behind with his cock still in me, but I could feel it deflating until it just fell out of me and lay wetly between my legs.  I relaxed into his arms, feeling our wetness between my legs.  I began to doze off again.  He began a steady heavy breathing that told me he was also going back to sleep.  We hadn’t spoken a word.


I put my hand between my legs and felt the opening - remembering had made me very wet.  I’m certain that was the love-making that had made me pregnant with our daughter.  She was born 9 months after our honeymoon – almost to the day!  He had cum so hard and had his cock pushed up tight against my cervix.  Yes – that had to have been when I got pregnant.  I had used this memory many times when I masturbated.  I had milked his cum out of him and into my body – to conceive our first child – the memory still makes me so hot!  I pushed my finger into the opening –  it was very wet in there.  I brought my finger forward and upward.  I dragged the length of my finger over my clit.  It was quite swollen.  I slid it back in, dragging my finger over my clit again.  I brought my hand out from under the covers and put my finger up to my nose.  My ‘woman scent’, as he called it, was always stronger in the morning.  The musky smell intrigued me.  He used to love to go down on me in the morning – the smell made him so hot he told me!  I put my finger in my mouth to taste the wetness – it was saltier than usual.  How would another woman taste, I wondered?  Would she smell as sexual as I did in the morning?  I rolled onto my back and returned my finger to my slit.  I began to move it in and out for several strokes, and then I brought my finger tip squarely onto my clit.  I began the circular motion that I use to bring myself off.  My mind held the memory of his cock pumping his cum into me as I milked him.  I tensed – straightened my legs out as my body quivered in a strong climax – that wonderful roller-coaster feeling in my lower stomach – this one was really strong!  I rolled my head so that my mouth was in my pillow to stifle the cries that came involuntarily to my throat.  It seemed to go on for a long time and then quietly subsided.  I was shaking a little, and sweating.  “Hey, Hon – you OK?” he called loudly from the bathroom - he must have heard me.  “Yup, I’m fine – good morning, Sweetheart  – I just don’t want to get up yet.”  “Well stay in bed for a while – you’re off for the summer – go ahead and sleep in.”


He was a good husband – at 64 he was 12 years older than me.  He had lost much of his enthusiasm for sex, but he was still my best friend.  He owned his own business and had become very successful.  The problem was that he was consumed with the business – it had become his mistress.  As a school teacher, I had the summers off which was great but left me with lots of time for my mind to wander into areas that it didn’t have time to go when school was in session.  Both of our kids had left home and were on their own, so I was pretty much alone most of the time.  I was amazed at how consumed with sex I had become.  At 52 it seemed that I shouldn’t be thinking about it so much, but that certainly wasn’t the case.  


After he left for work I made the effort to get up and went directly into the bathroom to shower.  I turned the water on to a quite warm temperature and got under the spray.  I spread my legs and let my pee start to flow.  I have always enjoyed peeing in the shower and letting my hands drift through my yellow stream.  It was warm and felt good on my hand.  After I finished showering and drying myself, I put on my thin cotton robe – it was about knee length and felt so good on my clean body.  Going into the kitchen I could smell the coffee that he had fixed, as was his habit even when school was in session.  I poured a cup and sat at the counter.  The coffee tasted especially good this morning.  I glanced at the newspaper, but found myself very distracted – I couldn’t get the memory of that honeymoon fuck out of my mind.  I spread my legs a little and put my hand under my robe.  I ran one finger up my slit and felt the wetness – my God, I was still so horny!  I inserted my finger and then drew it out.  I smelled it and then put it in my mouth – the smell and taste was fresher, cleaner with a hint of soap taste.  It tasted more like his precum.  When we were younger I liked to give him a hand job and stop before he came.  If I did this two or three times, I could run my finger up the back of his cock and draw out a rather large quantity of precum.  I loved to feel its slipperiness and then lick it off the tip.  It had a soft taste – almost sweet.

I noticed I hadn’t put our digital camera away – it had been on the counter since Sunday when our daughter and her husband came for a cook-out with us.  I picked it up and took it out of the case.  I took it and my cup of coffee and went back to the bedroom that we had converted into an office.  The computer was on and I downloaded the pictures.  There were some great shots of the four of us.  We loved to spend time with the two of them.  Then I deleted all the pictures from the camera.


I clicked onto the website that I had discovered where people send in their personal pictures – usually nude or semi-nude pictures.  I clicked on the premium area where there were very sexual pictures of people doing all sorts of things.  It turned me on to see people enjoying themselves sexually in front of their cameras.  It was a real voyeur turn-on – peeking into people’s bedrooms and seeing what they did in private.  We had never taken those kinds of pictures of ourselves.  Sure, in the past he had taken some Polaroid pictures of me nude and I loved posing for him, but that was before we got the digital camera.  But we hadn’t taken any pictures for quite a while.  I wondered what I looked like to a camera’s lens and to others who might look at my pictures.  I clicked off the Internet and took the camera into our bedroom.  I took off my robe and began to click away.  I took some standing up, some in our full length mirror, and some lying in bed.  I felt myself getting very wet – this was beginning to really feed my horniness!  Still completely naked, I returned to the office and plugged the camera into the computer – the download only took a minute or two.  I began to click on each picture.  The first few I took while standing in front of the mirror.  I had to admit that for a 52 year old woman, I looked pretty damn good!  I was still attractive – my mouth was a little too large, I thought, but my dark brown eyes still had a youthful sparkle.  My skin was in great shape – I worked very hard at that – and I had my usual deep brown summer tan – except for the whiteness around my breasts and my crotch.  I ought to sunbathe nude, I thought to myself.  My hair was a dark chestnut brown (with a little help from Clairol), cut about medium so that the waves came to just below my ears.  My 36C breasts had a minimum of sagginess – a little more than when I was young.  I probably couldn’t pass the pencil test anymore, though, but they still looked very sexy.  The pinkish circles around my nipples were about the size of 50 cent pieces and my nipples themselves were slightly larger than pencil erasers.  They were stiff and standing out very proudly in the pictures!  My tummy was still pretty flat with no sign of stretch marks.  It bulged just a little – I’ll have to do some sit-ups, I decided.  Below my belly was the thick patch of dark brown hair that he loved so much.  “I could get lost in there!” he used to tell me.  I could still see the fine line that went from my hair to my belly button.  He used to start at my slit and lick up my little dark line – I loved that!  My thighs had gotten a little thick, but weren’t too bad, and my lower legs were still trim.  I had taken a couple of close-up pictures of my breasts.  I understood why he liked to suck on them – the nipples stood out just begging to be sucked.  In the next group of pictures I [image: image2.jpg]


had laid the camera on the floor and used the auto-timer to take pictures right up into my crotch.  I could tell that the hair was still thick all the way back to my ass.  The hair glistened with my wetness.  While I was never a ‘squirter’, I did get extremely wet – so much so that it would run down my thighs when I was really turned on.  I could see the drops in the picture – some had made it all the way to my knees.  He loved for me to sit on his face so that he could wallow in my wetness and my hair – and I loved to do it to him.  In a couple of the pictures I held open my lips.  The lips were full and very pink – probably from being rubbed this morning.  My clit stood out like it does when I’m horny.  From the porno pictures of other women that I’ve seen on the internet, my clit is larger than most, but not as large as some.  It looked as if it stuck out about a quarter of an inch and seemed to come to a point.  It was very sensitive when it was stiff.  He still loved to lick it and even suck it into his mouth.  We wouldn’t exactly do a ‘69’ - instead I would lay on him with my crotch on his face and he would lick me while I just lay there and played with his cock.  That would drive me to a wild orgasm!

I realized that I was getting very turned on looking at the pictures I had taken of myself.  I took the pictures into our bedroom, pulled out the electric vibrator that we kept under our bed, and lay down on our unmade bed.  I put his pillow on top of mine and spread out on my back with my legs wide open.  I placed the suction cup on the vibrator right onto my clit and turned it on.  The buzz of its vibration gave me a jolt of pleasure – I gasped.  I began to moan softly as I held it against me.  I picked up one of the pictures that I had taken – it was one of the shots taken from the floor right up into my pussy.  In my mind I began to think of another woman who was about to bring her pussy right down onto my mouth.  I wanted to feel her against my face – to feel her wetness – to smell her woman scent – to taste her.  I dropped the picture and put my fingers into my pussy – one finger – then another – and another.  I bent one finger to massage my g-spot.  It was starting – the tension was building – I felt my cunt begin to squeeze my fingers – and then I went over the top.  My legs tightened and I pushed my toes straight out.  I pulled my fingers out of my cunt and quickly put them in my mouth.  They were soaked and I actually had to swallow my juices.  The relentless vibrator continued to work my clit and the climax came back up to another peak.  I realized that I had let out a very loud moan when the second peak hit.  Slowly the tension began to ease as my body came down from the mountaintop.  I shut off the vibrator and felt myself sink into the pillows and bed.  My body was moist all over, and my crotch was soaked – I was breathing heavily.  This one was even stronger than my earlier climax.  As my mind wandered in the blue haze I realized that I had gotten myself off with my picture and my own taste.  What would another woman feel like?  How would she make me feel?  I was becoming conscious of the fact that I was yearning to make love with a woman - it was becoming my obsession!
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