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AGED TO PERFECTION


Book One


 


 


“How about that one?” asked Jenny. She tilted
her head in the direction of a crowd of guys at the restaurant bar.


“What?” asked Sarah. She was busy cutting her salad.


“The tall blond guy at the bar, near the end,” said
Jenny.


Sarah crunched on a crouton. She was tired of
salads, but she wanted to keep her figure. Not that it mattered, since she
hadn’t had a date in months. “What about him?”


“You’re tall and blond, he’s tall and blond. It
would be an easy icebreaker.”


Sarah glanced over at the bar, and even though it
was jammed with lunch time patrons it was easy to see who Jenny was referring
to, a six foot five Nordic type. Sarah was too far away to make out details,
but he certainly was at least in shape. She turned back to Jenny, pointing her
fork. “Let me get this straight. You think I’m going to just get up and walk up
to him in this crowded bar, in front of his friends, and feed him a line?”


Jenny rolled her eyes. “Sarah, when’s the last time
you got laid?”


“You know certainly well how long it’s been. What’s
that got to do with it?”


“Everything. How are you going to meet men if you
don’t take some initiative?”


“I want a guy to have a relationship with, hopefully
to marry, not to just have sex with,” said Sarah.


“Those aren’t mutually exclusive,” pointed out
Jenny. “Besides, stating the obvious, your whole marriage thing didn’t exactly
work out.”


Sarah wasn’t angry; Jenny was one of her best
friends, and she always spoke her mind. Jenny wasn’t knocking Sarah, and
besides, Jenny was right. Sarah’s marriage had been mostly a disaster, her
husband John not the same guy she had fallen in love with. Or he had been, and
her love, or her lust, had blinded her. He had been good in bed, had a steady
job, and luscious wavy hair with the tightest buns. What else did she need at
twenty five?


Ten years later he still had the wavy hair, but that
was it. He’d lost one job after another due to his laziness, his buns had
turned to jelly, and his idea of sex was a quickie before he went out drinking
with his buddies.


The divorce hadn’t even been as painful as Sarah
thought it might be.


After the divorce she’d avoided men, then dated like
crazy through a dating service (a disaster worse than her marriage), accepted a
few set ups (just as bad, didn’t her friends know who she was?) and now was
back practicing avoidance. The few men she met were all older than she was,
looking for a trophy wife to take care of their grown kids, no thank you.


“He’s probably married,” said Sarah, looking at the
tall man a little wistfully. “Or gay. Or he’d just laugh at my desperation.”


“Don’t be ridiculous. He’d be thrilled, a beautiful
woman like you approaching him. You were married too long to one guy, you
forget what it’s like. All men love being picked up. I speak from great
experience.”


Jenny was divorced too, but unlike Sarah, dated like
mad, or more accurately, hooked up like mad. She seemed to have a different guy
every time Sarah talked to her.


“Aren’t you tired of all that?” asked Sarah.


“What’s to be tired of? I’m having a blast.”


“Don’t you want to get married again?”


Jenny scoffed. “Why? And miss out on all the
possibilities?” She indicated the men at the bar. “It’s like a buffet, you can
pick one, or two, or three. . .”


“Jenny!” 


Jenny leaned forward. “Did I tell you about my foursome?”


“You didn’t!” Sarah couldn’t believe it, even from
Jenny. She glanced at the nearby tables, wondering what anyone overhearing them
would think of this conversation. 


“It was wild. You can’t imagine what it feels like,
three guys all wanting you. I never felt so in demand in all my life.” Jenny took
a big sip of her wine. “I’m seriously thinking of trying four some day.”


Sarah shook her head, she could never do that. Even
her fantasies were about only one guy at a time. “I’m afraid that’s not me,”
she said.


“Hey, don’t knock it until you try it. But you need
to start somewhere. Just one. Like Mr. Blonde.”


Sarah looked over at the bar again. The tall man had
turned her way and she was able to get a better look at him. “Oh my gosh—he’s
like twenty something. That wouldn’t work.”


“Why not?” 


“Jenny, I could almost be his mother!”


“Think of his stamina,” said Jenny, openly staring
at the handsome man. “Ah, the possibilities.”


“I need someone closer to my age.”


“Really? Why?”


“Just—because.”


“Let me ask you this. When was the last time you had
sex when the guy got it up again and wanted to give you more after he finished
the first time?”


“That’s overrated.”


“That tells me it’s been so long you don’t
remember.”


Jenny was right, thought Sarah. It had been how
long? Way back when she and John had first got married. God, that was ten years
ago. And it had been good, going at it for hours at a time.


That was for younger women, not her.


“Those days are gone,” said Sarah.


“Who says? I get plenty.”


Sarah looked around to make sure no one was
listening. Even though she and Jenny talked about everything and anything, this
was a strange conversation to be having, especially in public. Yet Sarah was
interested in spite of herself, who wouldn’t be? “You’re having sex with men
young enough to get it up twice?” she whispered.


Jenny smiled. “At least.”


Sarah laughed. “You’re making that up.”


Jenny signaled for the waitress. “I am not.
One of the guys I’ve been seeing can last for half an hour, and then fifteen
minutes later he can do it again, and he lasts even longer the second time. I’m
barely able to catch my breath and he’s ready to go again.”


Sarah shifted in her chair. Just the thought of
having intercourse that long made her squirm, but not just with discomfort. 


“Sounds like a human dildo,” she joked.


“Way better than a dildo,” replied Jenny. She
squinted at Sarah. “You speaking from experience?”


“Too much,” said Sarah, ruefully. She’d been
especially horny lately, using her sex toys so often she didn’t even bother to
hide them, leaving them on the nightstand within easy reach. It wasn’t like she
was bringing any men home who could see them.


“You have to get back to the real thing.” Jenny
pulled out her phone and tapped a few keys. “That reminds me, I have to get my
birth control prescription refilled.”


“You’re still on the pill?”


Jenny frowned at her. “Duh. What part of this
conversation have you missed? I’m having sex with all these guys, I need to be.
Plus the pills are free now. Woo-hoo!”


“But don’t you use condoms?”


“Sure. But for the special men. . .the
ones I know pretty well and get really turned on by—it’s bareback all the way!
And it sure helps with spontaneity. You know, you might want to start up on
birth control again too. It would be terrible if you found Mr. Right, or even
Mr. Young Stud who you want to fuck for a while, and then have to go through
that whole waiting thing.”


“God, Jenny, I haven’t been on the pill in years.”
Sarah couldn’t even remember how long it had been, way back when she was still
having sex with her now ex husband. What she did remember was how much
she liked having a man finish in her. She clearly remembered the last man who
had come inside her before she got married. Was that really fifteen years ago?


Sarah felt at little twinge between her legs, a
sensual muscle memory. 


Jenny put away her phone. “What was I saying? Yes,
first, you need to find some young stud. . .”


“Yeah, right, where am I going to do that?”


Jenny was still trying to catch their waitress.
“Where did she disappear to?” 


Instead of a waitress, a young waiter appeared. He
looked to be in his early twenties, with thick, dark hair and a slim, wiry
figure, like a swimmer. “Can I help you?” he asked.


Jenny smiled into his dark eyes. “Why yes, I believe
you can. We can’t find our waitress. Maybe you can give us what we need?” Her
voice was filled with playfulness.


The waiter didn’t miss a beat, probably used to
being hit on by women, even older ones like Jenny. “Whatever I can get you, I
will,” he said. 


“Anything?” teased Jenny.


The handsome young man smiled. “Anything.” He waited
a beat, then said, “If it’s on the menu, that is.”


Jenny sighed theatrically. “I guess I’ll have to
settle for wine then. And one for my beautiful friend too.” She glanced over at
Sarah. “You do think she’s beautiful, don’t you?”


“Jenny!” 


“What, I can’t take a poll?”


Sarah turned to the waiter. “Don’t mind her, she
gets like this after a few drinks.”


“I’ve only had one,” protested Jenny. 


“That’s okay,” said the waiter. He gave Sarah an
appreciative look. “I’d be more than happy to get more wine for two beautiful
ladies.”


Sarah laughed in spite of herself. “You must get big
tips.”


The waiter lifted his eyebrows. “Some of them even
here at the restaurant,” he said, and walked away.


“See?” said Jenny, watching his ass appreciatively.
“You wanted to know where to meet a young stud? There’s one right there.”


“Like he’d be interested in a woman my age.”


“Sarah, didn’t you see how he was staring at your
legs? He was all over you.”


“You’d better slow down the drinking, you’re
hallucinating,” said Sarah, although the thought of the hot waiter wanting her
was exciting. He hadn’t really looked at her, had he?


Sarah watched him at the bar getting their wine, his
tight buns outlined in his black pants, her fingers clenching, remembering what
it was like to grab an ass that firm. Stop it, she thought. It’s all
Jenny’s crazy talk, and the wine. . .


“I bet if you leave him your phone number he’ll call
you,” said Jenny.


“I doubt that,” said Sarah, but she let it play out
in her mind a little, until the movie came to a crashing halt. “And what would
we talk about? His upcoming college graduation? Oh wait, that might not be for
a few more years.”


“Who said anything about talk?” scoffed Jenny.


“I told you, I want something real,” said Sarah.


“He will be a lot more real than your dildo.”


“I never should have told you that.”


Jenny waved her hand. “It’s no big deal, you think
you’re the only thirty something woman who uses sex toys? Look around at these
women here. I bet most of them do, especially the ones our age, unless they
have young studs like me.”


Sarah glanced around at the crowd. There were quite
a few middle aged women, some with men, others with women. How often were they
having sex? Was she the only one who wasn’t getting any, who didn’t have a man?
“Studs? As in more than one?”


“Gotta keep a few on a string,” said Jenny. “For
booty calls. But I have to admit, even with these,” she indicated her large
breasts, “and my experience—which, let me tell you, the young men really
appreciate—there’s a lot of competition. I’m competing against college
girls. And you know what? These days they give head all the time, to just about
any guy they meet. Ten years ago I could find a college guy who barely got any
at all, it was like catching fish in a barrel. But now, they’ve all had a
hundred blowjobs, even with good looking women.”


“I doubt that’s true,” said Sarah.


Jenny shook her head. “Believe me. Girls these days
don’t consider oral to be sex at all. It wasn’t like when we were in school,
guys trying to get in your pants, we got to pick and choose, decide who to do
it with. Now they hook up all the time, it’s nothing to them. It’s like holding
hands.”


“Probably a little more than that,” said Sarah, but
she’d read about the hookup culture. She didn’t think she would have enjoyed
that when she had been in college, but she was so horny lately that just being
able to find some guy for a little roll in the hay seemed appealing. Not that
it was something she’d ever pursue, not at her age. . .


“Don’t be so sure,” said Jenny. “Anyway, it’s
getting harder, like I said. Those girls don’t have wrinkles, they don’t have
any flab, nothing. But what they also don’t have is experience. Sure,
they’ve sucked a dozen guys, and get them off I bet, but do they really know
what they are doing? No way.”


Sarah laughed. “You speaking from experience?”


“You bet I am. Once I get my hands on these young
men, you can’t believe how amazed they are that there’s more to sex than a
quick bj. Why do you think they keep coming back to me for more? Sure, some of
those girls are prettier, but half of them are texting while performing
handjobs. My men deserve better.”


“And you’re giving it to them.”


“And you will be too, if you play your cards right.”
Jenny looked over at the bar. “Look, Mr. Blonde Nordic is getting hit on by
some older woman—how did you say it? Old enough to be his mother.” 


Sarah glanced over, and sure enough, a woman probably
older than her was in deep conversation with the tall good looking blond man.
The woman, a brunette, whispered something in his ear. The young man laughed,
and she took him by the hand and led him out of the restaurant. He sheepishly looked
back over his shoulder at his friends as they hooted and howled.


“Too late,” said Jenny. “See? She’s going to get
some.”


Sarah couldn’t believe it, but that’s certainly what
appeared to be happening. “I just can’t, not with some stranger,” she said.


“They’re all strangers at first,” said Jenny. She
considered. “You could borrow one of mine.”


Sarah was still focused on the new couple leaving
the restaurant. “What?”


“You heard me. I’m getting a little tired by this
guy Steve. He’s really good.”


“You want me to take your rejects?”


“Who said anything about rejects? I said I’m getting
tired by him, not tired of him. I can’t keep up with him, is
all.”


Sarah frowned at her friend. She knew Jenny fooled
around, but hadn’t realized it was this much, if Jenny was to be believed.
Maybe Jenny was making it all up, just to spur Sarah to try something new.


The young Nordic guy and the brunette walked right
past the window where Sarah was sitting. The woman was laughing, her arms
around the guy, who was smiling. Sarah felt an odd rush, knowing that they were
going to hook up, it was like a real life porn movie. Well, not a movie, but
the lead in to a fantasy, a woman being swept off her feet by a handsome
stranger. Except this time it was the woman who had done the sweeping. 


Did men have the same kind of fantasies, being swept
off their feet by a beautiful woman? Or just of being picked up, especially so
brazenly. If she had been sitting at a bar and a man had approached her in
front of her friends, Sarah would have blushed if he had been nice or angry if
he had been a jerk, but there was no way she would have walked out with him.
But maybe for men it was different, maybe the testosterone would be flowing,
the men in a continual competition for a score, the winner proud to have been
picked out of the lineup.


Sarah felt a tingle, her eyes on the woman’s
confident walk. She certainly seemed fully aware of what she was doing. In
charge even. And the tall man’s butt, a teasing temptation as he walked away.
Soon the brunette would have her hands on it, squeezing it. . .


“Sarah? You still with me?”


Sarah jerked her eyes back to Jenny. “Did you say
something?”


“I was asking you if you wanted to meet Steve. But I
see you had your mind on something else.” She pointed to the disappearing couple.
“That could be you, you know.”


Sarah drained the last of her wine. “I don’t think
so.” But her stomach was doing a little flip; the thrill, no commitments, just
good sex.


Although what if the sex wasn’t good? And she really
did want a commitment.


“At least consider it. And for god’s sake, start
going to places where you can meet some men, especially young ones. You might
change your mind.” Jenny signaled for the waiter.


“You getting more wine?” asked Sarah.


“I haven’t decided. I just want to see that hot
waiter again. If you’re not going to take him, maybe I will.”


“You wouldn’t,” laughed Sarah.


“So you do want him?”


Sarah watched the waiter head their way. He was
smiling, a little cocky, maybe ready to flirt some more. He sure looked good.
“He’s just too young. Besides, I want a more established man.”


“You mean someone with a good job. Being a waiter is
an honest occupation. Maybe he’ll be a tycoon some day. Plus I’m not looking
for a sugar daddy, I only want to have some fun.” The waiter was just a few
tables away. “Come on, go for it.”


“Maybe I should just watch you, get some tips on how
it’s done,” said Sarah, half joking.


“I’ll let you have the first word, in case you
change your mind. And I’m sure he’d want you anyway, you’re way prettier than
me. Don’t worry, I won’t be jealous. I’d much rather you get him than some
college woman.”


Sarah shifted nervously as the dark haired waiter expectantly
looked down at them. Was she imagining it, or was he peering down her blouse?
She had a good figure, but though she had nice sized breasts, Jenny’s were huge;
that’s where Sarah expected the waiter to be looking. Sarah was wearing a skirt,
and, because it was warm, a summery loose top. Totally appropriate, but like
any lightweight top if you leaned forward a little, and someone was standing
really close next to you, they could see—well, not much, just a little
cleavage, maybe the top of her bra. Sarah was wearing her every day white
comfort bra, and had a strange regret that she hadn’t worn something sexier.


Sarah laughed to herself; like she’d ever be the one
to flash young waiters. Her hand went unconsciously to her neck to cover
herself.


“Can I help you beautiful ladies?” asked the waiter
with a confident smile.


Sarah looked into his eyes, he was definitely focusing
on her. He’s just being polite, she thought. Maybe flirting a little, to
get a good tip. He had a twinkle in his eye, and Sarah found herself drawn to
it, like a secret communication, a message just to her. . .


Jenny kicked her under the table.


Normally confident, Sarah found herself
uncharacteristically tongue tied. Anything she thought about saying sounded so
lame. What was she going to do, ask him if he was in college? What his major
was? Do you sleep with older women?


What had the woman at the bar asked the Nordic guy?
Was there a secret code for hooking up these days? 


Hi, I’m learning to be a cougar, will you help? Or
just Do you want to fuck?


Jenny kicked her again, but all Sarah could do was
blush and shake her head. 


“We were wondering,” said Jenny, obviously
trying to help out, and putting emphasis on the we, “if things are
always so exciting here at the bar.” 


The waiter turned to her. “What do you mean by
exciting?”


Jenny leaned forward conspiratorially and whispered,
“We think we saw a woman and a man leave together.”


“Why is that so odd?” asked the waiter, but he
didn’t sound confused, he was clearly playing along.


“We got the sense that they had just met,” said
Jenny. “And they appeared to be rather intimate when leaving.”


“I’m sure that happens all the time,” said the
waiter, with a straight face. “Even here.”


“Yes, yes,” said Jenny. “But he was so much younger
than she was—maybe close to your age? She was, well, as you know women don’t
always give their ages, but I swear she was closer to our age. Older,
even.”


The waiter glanced around the room, perhaps to make
sure no one was listening. “Maybe they found each other attractive.”


“She was quite pretty,” said Jenny. “You
think a young man your age would find an older woman attractive?”


The waiter looked at Jenny and Sarah in turn. “It’s
certainly possible, especially if she’s—beautiful.”


“I heard you use that word before,” said Jenny.


“Did I?”


When the waiter looked at her, Sarah found herself
holding her breath. Was she really so interested in what some stranger thought
about her looks? Yet Jenny’s blatant flirting was oddly arousing, like watching
a good chick flick romance play out in real life.


And the waiter was certainly handsome enough to be a
leading man. A little young, perhaps, but all men were younger at some point,
right?


Sarah realized that she had sat up taller and was
smiling. Before she could stop herself she had touched her hair, an unconscious
body language tic that screamed I’m interested in you!


“You did,” said Jenny. “I believe you said, ‘I’d be
more than happy to get more wine for two beautiful ladies.’”


“Do you always remember everything a man says?”
asked the waiter, and now he turned to Jenny, obviously intrigued.


“If it’s the right man,” said Jenny, not missing a
beat.


“I’m flattered.”


“Did you mean it?” asked Jenny. “The beautiful women
part?”


“I always say what I mean.”


Sarah doubted that. Yet she’d felt a tiny sliver of
disappointment when the waiter had focused on Jenny. Not that Sarah really did
want the waiter. Well, maybe a little, and of course Jenny had done everything
she could to let Sarah make the first move, but she’d sat there like a bump on
a log.


“Then we’re the ones who are flattered,” said Jenny.
“Isn’t that right, Sarah?”


The waiter turned back to her, and Sarah brightened.
Jenny was still trying to give Sarah an opening.


But all she could say was, “Thank you,” and blush.
The waiter’s eyes lingered on her, and Sarah imagined that he was waiting. He’d
probably get fired if he came on to the customers; maybe what he was doing now
was already out of bounds. Or he was just being polite.


“You’re very . . .” The waiter gave
Sarah a cocky smile, making it clear she could fill in any word she wanted. Beautiful.
Sexy. Slutty. 


Sarah was still tongue tied. Maybe it was because
she was so out of practice, having not flirted with a man in—god, way more than
ten years.


When she didn’t say anything, the waiter finished
with, “. . .welcome.” 


Did he sound just a little disappointed in her?


“You know,” said Jenny, flicking her wrist in a gesture
that could mean anything. “Sometimes the most polite thing is for the man to
let the women know what he’s interested in.”


“Isn’t that kind of old fashioned?”


Jenny smiled. “I’m so happy to hear you say that. As
a matter of fact, I was just telling Sarah that I thought you’d be a very
modern thinking man.”


The waiter laughed. “Based on how I poured wine?”


“And your wonderful repartee. A woman could learn a
lot from you.”


The waiter gave Jenny a big smile. He had seemingly
given up on Sarah. “I love learning. Especially from someone with experience.”


Their conversation was drowned out by two
motorcycles thundering toward the restaurant. They got stuck at the light,
revving their engines. Sarah caught a glimpse of leather chapped bikers with
heavily inked arms. One of the bikers lazily looked over at the restaurant,
probably knowing how loud his bike was, not caring. Sarah leaned forward
involuntarily. She always had a thing for bikers, their cockiness, marching to
their own drummers, confident.


When they roared off her eyes followed the bikers
until they were lost from sight. When she turned back, the waiter was looking
right at her.


“I’m afraid that’s not on the menu,” he said, a
cocky little grin of his own, as if he knew exactly what Sarah had been
thinking.


She blushed and turned away.


“Could we have the check, please?” asked Jenny.


“Leaving before desert?” asked the waiter, pulling
their receipt out of his pocket.


Jenny took the slip and signed it, then pulled a
piece of paper out of her purse, and handed both slips back to the waiter. “Perhaps
if you wrote your number on that piece of paper you might get a chance for some
instruction.”


“And who might be the instructor?” asked the waiter,
looking from Sarah to Jenny.


Jenny leaned forward, practically thrusting her
breasts at him. “Does it matter?”


The waiter smiled, obviously enjoying the attention.
His eyes took in Jenny’s chest, and then ran up from Sarah’s legs to her eyes.
“I love surprises,” he said. He scribbled something on the paper, set it
carefully down in the exact middle of the table, then walked away.


 


 


On the drive home Sarah kept glancing at
the piece of paper on the passenger seat. On it was the phone number of the
handsome waiter, whose name was Todd. After he had left the note on the table
and left, Jenny had urged Sarah to pick it up.


She had actually been tempted.


But then Sarah thought about what she would do after
that. She wasn’t sure if she had the guts to even call Todd. She’d never had
any problems with calling a man before, but this seemed so—slutty. There’d be
no pretense of a normal, get to know you date. After the banter at the
restaurant, it would clearly be a get to fuck you date.


She’d said so to Jenny, who had replied, ‘And what’s
wrong with that?’


In the end, Jenny had pushed the slip of paper into
Sarah’s purse. 


Sarah wasn’t going to call. She couldn’t.


She shouldn’t.


Yet all the way home she thought about the promise
of the little piece of paper, the number, Todd. His confident smile, his cocky
attitude, his nice flat stomach. She hadn’t been with a man in such good shape
since back when her ex husband John still had it together.


She remembered the feeling of running her fingers
over tight abs, almost as sensual as a tight ass or even a nice cock. A man in
peak shape, no flab anywhere, had always turned Sarah on.


Maybe Jenny was right, she needed to go younger. More
chance of getting a guy with the body she craved.


What would Todd look like naked? Would he be as
lithe underneath his clothes as he looked to be while dressed? Would he be
gentle or rough? Would he appreciate her more mature body?


Would she really have anything to offer that he
couldn’t get, that he probably got all the time?


Sarah imagined what she could do that might impress
him, positions, perhaps a willingness to step over some lines. Would she be
able to do that with a stranger?


What had Jenny said? They all start as strangers.


And she was so horny. . .


As Sarah turned into her street she realized she
couldn’t face being in the empty house alone. She’d either be depressed, or
lose herself in a masturbation fantasy, and then be even more depressed.


She drove past her house and kept going. 


Sarah knew the streets in her neighborhood so well
she drove on autopilot. She pretended that she’d just picked up Todd. He was
wearing a pair of tight black pants and a trim, body hugging shirt, an outfit
that seemed so natural on a man his age. As he got in the car he unabashedly
examined Sarah. “I like your legs,” he said.


She’d always felt that her legs were her best asset,
and she was pleased that Todd noticed.


“Where would you like to go?” she asked, a little
nervous. The fantasy melded perfectly with her driving, the hum of the road a
melodious backdrop. She didn’t think she’d be comfortable taking him to her
house; she hadn’t had another man there since her divorce.


Maybe it was time. But what would the neighbors
think? A young twenty something visiting. Especially if he showed up more than
once.


“Anywhere we can be together,” responded Todd, the
perfect answer. As it would be, since she was making it all up.


“We’re together now,” she said, laughing. She
glanced over to see him shrug.


“Works for me.” Todd leaned over the center console and
brazenly cupped her breast.


Sarah had to jerk the wheel, not in her fantasy, but
in reality. Where had that image come from? She could almost feel Todd’s hand
on her, his fingers squeezing, just the right amount of pressure, a sensual
grope, if there could be such a thing.


She actually looked out the window at the passing
cars, as if they could witness her pretend man, as if they could see her being
fondled in full view.


Sarah had never done anything like this in real
life. A thrill ran though her, her nipples hardening, as if they had really
been touched.


“What are you doing?” Had she spoken aloud?


“What do you think? This is why you called me.”


“I just wanted to talk to you outside of the
restaurant.”


“We could have done that on the phone. You were
practically throwing yourself at me, you and your friend.”


“I was not.”


“This is what you wanted, isn’t it? You wanted my
hands on you. You want your hands on me.”


“No, I—”


“Then tell me to stop.”


She couldn’t, it felt so good, it felt so real.
Sarah stopped at a light, glancing down, her own hand was on her breast. She felt
for her nipple through the fabric, it could have been Todd’s hand on her. It
wasn’t enough, all the fabric in the way. She worked her nipple loose over the
top of her bra, kneading it, so good, she couldn’t stop. . .


A horn blew behind her, the light had turned green.
Sarah flushed, not from embarrassment; she was hot, wet. She pulled away from
the light, her hand still on her breast.


She drove with one hand, forcing herself to keep her
eyes open, she just wanted to lose herself in the dream, Todd’s fingers on her
nipples. She leaned toward him, giving him her answer, she didn’t want him to
stop. She wanted even more. Fingers unbuttoned her blouse, her fingers, but she
didn’t care, it could have been Todd’s fingers, really. Why not? 


She freed her left breast from her bra, driving with
one hand, giving Todd full access. She pulled at her teat, her nipple
stiffening even more, and Todd leaned over, his face between her and the
steering wheel, and he took her in his mouth.


Sarah swooned, slowing the car to a crawl. She
didn’t trust her driving, she couldn’t concentrate on the road.


A hand fell between her legs, exploring.


She gasped, the car jerking as her hands shook, and
she drove slowly along, her mind barely registering cars driving by. Demanding
fingers pushed her panties aside. She should have been squeezing her legs
together, maybe she was, maybe she would have, but the hand was too powerful,
her puny resistance futile. 


The fingers were in her.


“So wet. . .”


The fingers expertly collected her wetness, spreading
it onto her swelling nub, circling, exactly the way she liked it, the way she
did it herself, but so much better being done by a man, a man who inexplicably
knew what she craved.


“I can’t wait to lick this.” The fingers whorled,
around and around, flicking, teasing.


She couldn’t wait, she grabbed his hand with hers,
pushing down, needing the pressure on her clit.


“Come for me,” he demanded, the fingers smashing her
pelvis against the seat, trapping her in place, binding her. She exploded, her
hips rising up, slamming into the steering wheel, the pain not registering, her
juices dripping on the slick leather. She might have screamed, her orgasm so
powerful her eyes hazed over, fluttering, lost in the intensity.


The car jolted, scraping the curb, Sarah’s eyes
snapping open. She pulled over, her heart pounding.


Two women walking away from her on the sidewalk
turned toward the car in alarm. Sarah gave them a sheepish grin, one hand
coming up in a wave, letting them know everything was okay.


Her other hand never left her pussy.


 


 


A week later Sarah was lying in the bed,
naked. She’d just got out of the shower. This was her ritual now; she’d go to
work, then the gym, come home, take a hot shower, a glass of wine sitting on
the bathroom vanity. Then get ready for bed, lie there naked. 


She was in a rut and she knew it. Not only with her
schedule, but with her life. Everything was ‘okay’, but that was part of the
problem. She didn’t want okay. She needed more, she deserved more.


But what?


She was happy with where she lived. A different job
perhaps. A man would be nice.


Lying naked in bed, she’d make up a fantasy, rationalizing
it was research for her new life. She’d get lost in it. Masturbate herself to
sleep.


She would switch her fantasies around, not repeating
even her favorite ones more than two days in a row. Yet the past week she’d
been constantly thinking about Todd, wondering how a few snippets of
conversation with a man could lead to such an obsession.


And most of Todd’s conversation had been with Jenny,
anyway.


It was the safety of it, she mused. Todd could be
anyone; Sarah could make him be any man she wanted, gentle, tough, virile,
perfect. And she did, forming and reforming him to her whim.


She had stunned herself by masturbating in the car,
evidence of how sexually frustrated she was. Maybe Jenny was right, she needed
to get out more, and not only that, expand her horizons, be open to younger men
like Todd.


Maybe even more than one. At the same time. She’d
never even fantasized about doing it with multiple men, but ever since Jenny
had mentioned her threeway escapade, Sarah couldn’t shake the idea. She
couldn’t quite picture being close enough to one man to want to have sex with him,
and at the same time want to have sex with another man. So she concocted
a fantasy: it was dark, and a man was taking her from behind, and when he
finished another man took his place. . .


Sarah’s cell phone buzzed on the night stand and she
lazily picked it up, her fingers already at work on her clit, her mind filling
with thoughts of Todd.


“Hello?” she said, her voice dreamy.


“Sarah?”


Her fantasy was playing tricks on her hearing, it
sounded so much like. . .


“Yes, who is this?”


“It’s Todd, from the restaurant.”


Sarah jerked up in the bed, grabbing for the covers,
as if he had just walked in and caught her touching herself. Pulling the sheets
over her naked body, she stuttered, “How did you get this number?”


“Your friend Jenny gave it to me. I’m sorry, you
sound upset.”


“No, no, I’m just surprised, that’s all.” Sarah’s
fingers clutched at the sheet, the shock of his voice still vivid. “I was—I was
actually just thinking about you.”


“Really now.” Todd’s cockiness was back, just like
she remembered it, just like she fantasized about.


“Don’t get any ideas,” she warned, but of course he
would be, and just her saying that would mean he knew she was as well. “Jenny
called you?” She belatedly remembered Jenny glancing at the paper Todd had
written his number down on before Jenny had given it to Sarah. Sly woman, had
she memorized the number?


“She texted me actually, and said that you were—I
think the term she used was dying to meet me, but you were old fashioned
and wouldn’t call first.”


She was going to kill Jenny. But right now her heart
was thumping, the secret decadence of it all, her lying in bed naked,
masturbating about the man on the phone. The very young man.


What would Todd say if she told him the truth?


“Old fashioned?” she parried. 


Sarah could almost imagine Todd shrugging as he
said, “Old fashioned is good.”


The message clear; he was willing to do it with an
older woman. Or maybe he did all the time. “You like old fashioned, or think
you would?”


“It’s a little hard to explain on the phone,” said
Todd. “Maybe we could get together?”


And there it was, the opportunity, in her hand.
Actually, both her hands, one holding the phone, the link to Todd. Her other
hand had slipped under the sheets. When had that happened? Her fingers rested
on her mound, warm.


“Maybe we could,” she said, stalling.


“A friend of mine owns a craft distillery,” said
Todd. “He’s invited me over to try his newest concoction. I thought you might
want to tag along.”


Sarah relaxed just a little. Meeting at a bar
sounded safe. She could decide what, if anything, she would do with Todd beyond
that.


“Sounds like fun,” she said.


“It will be, I promise,” said Todd. He gave her the
address. “Don’t be surprised if it doesn’t look like much. My friend is into
the craft, not the ambiance.”


Sarah thought about asking whether she could bring
Jenny. Then she realized if Todd wanted Jenny there, he knew how to contact
her. And besides, she was a big girl, she could go out to a bar by herself.


“When?”


“Can you do tomorrow night around eight?”


“I think so.” As if she had anything else planned
except the gym. And masturbating.


“Good. See you then.”


Sarah hung up, Todd’s voice echoing in her ears, her
fingers diving for her pussy.


 


 


Sarah spent a long time getting ready the
next night, nervous as a teenager on her way to the prom. Understandable, given
that Todd was about the age of the guy she had actually gone to her prom with.


She still remembered him, Peter. He’d wanted to have
sex with her that night. Sarah had still been a virgin. Peter had been
attractive enough, an attraction partially based on the fact that he was older,
it was so cool to be with a twenty two year old.


She realized she might be with a twenty two year old
again, tonight. She certainly had no virginity to think about. Would she be
able to resist Todd as she had Peter?


Would she want to?


Her bed filled with rejected outfits. She had work
clothes, workout clothes, lounge around the house clothes, go out with her
girlfriend clothes. Not the go out with your girlfriend clothes she had in
college, the ones designed to attract guys. All hers were more like—middle aged
women clothes.


She’d have to stop buying outfits from J. Crew and
Talbots.


Sarah plopped in the bed amidst the outfits. The
date, if you could call it that, sounded casual. But she didn’t want to show up
in jeans; her butt, though still pretty firm, wouldn’t hold a candle to the
slim asses Todd was probably used to seeing. Or touching.


She finally settled on a chic little sundress, short
but not too short, showing off her toned legs. A vee neck, allowing just the
hint of cleavage. In the closet Sarah stared at her shoes, rejected tall
heels—too dressed up—and flats—too casual. A strappy medium heeled sandal, that
was it, she always felt sexier in open toed shoes.


She gave herself one last look in the mirror. Not
bad for my age, she thought. She laughed, thinking about Jenny’s comments
about experience. Sarah could at least do good makeup.


A spritz of perfume. In the bedroom she picked up
her clutch. She didn’t need much, her phone, her wallet. . .


Maybe she should bring a condom.


Laughed at herself, what was she thinking? She was
going to a bar. She hadn’t used a condom in ten years, she certainly didn’t
have any in the house. What was she going to do, stop and buy a box, stuff them
in her small purse?


She wouldn’t be using condoms, because she wouldn’t
be having sex. Not tonight.


And if she did stop to buy a box, how
depressing it would be to have them and not need them, because Todd didn’t want
to have sex with her. 


She might as well pack a vibrator. She could at
least use that on the way home, now that she had experience masturbating
in the car.


 


 


Todd had been right to tell her not to
expect much. The address was in a somewhat seedy part of town, the industrial
section, lines of warehouses and supply companies, most of them long since
closed for the day. She passed by a bar, a group of bikers drinking beers on
the sidewalk, watching her Lexus glide along the street. 


At the next corner she turned, intent on her GPS
map. It was a good thing she had it, the streets were a confusing mix, she
could easily have got lost. She passed another bar, a broken neon sign
flickering. Sarah grew apprehensive, what was she doing? She didn’t know Todd
from Adam. She regretted agreeing to meet him, and especially not bringing
Jenny. At least she had told Jenny where she was going.


The next street was the same, run down and almost
deserted. Sarah was just about to call it quits and go home when she saw a row
of lights ahead. The next block showed signs of life, a few couples walking on
the street, two restaurants, a bar, an art gallery. Maybe she had reached the
end of the industrial area.


Her last turn left her just at the fringes of the
busier area. The GPS said she had arrived, but there was nothing there. Two
storefronts that looked empty, a few dimly lit bulbs. She frowned; maybe Todd
had given her the wrong address?


She turned the car around in a parking lot, and as
she did so her lights flashed across a small sign that said, Brad’s Craft
Distillery.


Sarah pulled the Lexus to the curb, the engine
idling. The place looked closed. What was this, some kind of mean joke? Or did
she get the time wrong?


Just as she was about to drive away the door opened.
Todd, waving, beckoning her in.


Sarah rolled down the passenger window. “Is this
it?” she asked.


Todd came over and leaned in the car. He looked even
better to Sarah than she had remembered him, cute and handsome and confident
all rolled into one. “I told you not to expect much. Brad’s trying to save on
rent. If the business takes off no one will care what it looks like. Plus people
think it’s fun to go to out of the way places.”


“Out of the way is right,” said Sarah. “You think my
car is safe here?”


Todd looked around. “I’ve never had problems, but I
don’t drive a Lexus. Brad has a spot behind the building, inside a locked fence.
Go around, I’ll meet you out back, you can park there.”


Without waiting for an answer Todd disappeared back
into the building. Sarah considered, hesitating, then saw two couples come out
of the distillery, laughing. They looked like normal people out for a drink on
the town. It seemed harmless enough. There had to be a lot of people inside, so
she drove into the lot. As he promised, Todd was waiting for her out back near
an open gate. She pulled in next to a Harley, turned off the car, and got out.


“Just let me lock this,” said Todd. “We can go in
the back way.” He pulled the gate shut and took Sarah by the hand.


It was a totally normal gesture but Sarah felt a
tingle run up her arm; Todd’s hand warm, strong. He led her to a small door
next to a loading dock.


“You sure know how to impress a girl,” said Sarah.


“It’s not what’s outside, but what’s inside that
counts,” said Todd.


Sarah smiled, wondering if Todd always did that,
quick on the uptake, double meanings.


Inside, the place was larger than she expected,
stainless steel vats, lots of piping. “Watch your step,” said Todd. “Brad can
make a drink, the place is clean, but he isn’t the neatest guy.”


Sarah carefully walked through the maze of pallets,
vessels, and boxes. Todd led her into a smaller room, cozy dark, filled with a
pungent but not unpleasant aroma. A few lounge chairs were in the middle of the
room, with a small bar at the far end, just six stools. Scattered along the bar
were bottles of liquor and a few cigar humidors.


“Pretty small,” said Sarah, surprised.


“This is just the private tasting area,” said a
voice from behind the bar. 


Sarah hadn’t seen anyone there in the dark, then she
realized a man was facing away from her. He turned, revealing a strong
features, a rough beard, long hair, and a high forehead. His thick arms were
covered with tattoos.


He looked like a biker, and Sarah remembered the
Harley, thinking he must be one. Sarah had never dated a biker, even though she
found them alluring; in fact she’d never even stood this close to one.


He gave Sarah a long bold stare, making her feel a
little uncomfortable, like she was on display or shouldn’t be there. Then he
held up one hand in a ‘wait’ gesture, relaxed, he was on the phone. “Wanted to
let you know that we just got a nicely aged one in. You can come by anytime for
a tasting.”


The burly biker clicked off and reached over the bar
to shake Sarah’s hand. Up close she could see that he was younger than she had
thought, although a bit older than Todd.


“This is Brad,” said Todd. “Brad, Sarah.”


Sarah shook his hand, her long fingers disappearing
into Brad’s huge grip. He held her a moment longer than she expected, and when
she looked up into his piercing blue eyes she felt not only his physical
strength but his powerful aura.


He was so sexy hot she almost forgot about Todd.


Loud laughter from the front room broke the spell,
and Sarah pulled her hand away as if she had been caught doing something wrong.
Maybe she imagined it, but she swore that Brad’s mouth turned into a hint of a
smile; it was hard to read under his thick beard.


Sarah had a rush of mixed feelings; a little
disappointed, this wasn’t going to be a romantic night with Todd, this wasn’t
even a date. Yet she’d at least get to look at two hot men, although that might
lead to nothing but frustration. Unless she ended up somewhere else with Todd
later, she’d probably just go home and have to masturbate. Again.


“Ready for a taste?” asked Brad.


Sarah flushed a little at the question, it had so
many implications. She couldn’t read Brad’s demeanor, that damn beard! She’d
never been one for beards, but it fit Brad, with his inked arms and leather
vest.


“Todd tells me you have a new offering,” she
stuttered.


“I won’t say it’s new, exactly. I’ve had it for a
long time, I just keep improving it.”


“Better with age,” suggested Todd.


“Better with experience,” said Brad. His eyes
drifted down to Sarah’s chest and legs. “Do you have much experience—,”
he let the word hang, and then added, “with craft distillations?”


Sarah realized she was turning red and shifted her
gaze. Why was she so disconcerted? Was Brad flirting with her? Did bikers
flirt?


“I’m more of a wine drinker,” she said.


“Time to expand your horizons,” said Brad, his blue
eyes dancing. “Wine needs to age.” He pulled an unlabeled bottle off the shelf.
“This you can drink young. Very young.” He filled three small glass tumblers.


“I thought everything had to age,” said Sarah.


“Sometimes it’s good to match older with younger,”
said Brad, handing her one of the glasses.


Sarah looked at Brad through the clear liquid, her
head swimming with his double entendres. Todd picked up one of the glasses. “To
a beautiful woman,” he toasted.


Sarah smiled, Todd was being his usual self, or at
least what she had come to imagine he was. She took a sniff of the drink, it
had a hint of floral. Both men seemed to be waiting for her to go first. She
hesitated, suddenly unsure, she was about to drink an unknown concoction from a
plain bottle. 


Perhaps noticing her concern, Todd took a sip of his
drink, and Brad said, “Very beautiful,” and drank as well, his eyes
never leaving Sarah.


Sarah took a sip. It was gin. “That’s smoother and
sweeter than I expected,” she said, surprised.


“That’s the benefit of youth,” said Todd.
“Especially the smooth part.”


Sarah couldn’t help herself, she said, “This drink
is good, but don’t you have anything—harder?” She meant it only as a joke.


Brad cocked his head, as if reappraising her. He
pulled a brown bottle off the shelf, labeled only with a number on a sticker. From
the bottle he filled three new glasses. “This is whiskey number 20-25,” he
said, “I made it up just for you.”


“I bet,” said Sarah, looking suspiciously at the
amber tingled liquid. She shrugged and sipped at the drink. It was strong,
unrefined, powerful in her throat. She shivered as it hit. “Wow, that’s potent.
Why do you call it number 20-25?”


“Because that’s the age it will be perfect,” said
Brad. “Whiskey is like a man, that would be the peak age.”


Sarah almost choked on her next sip, not sure if
Brad was joking, it was so hard to tell. Yet she couldn’t help but follow his
implication, remembering Jenny’s comments about the virility of men that age.


“So you’re making me drink something that isn’t old
enough?” Sarah bit her tongue, she had meant it as a harmless question, but it
sounded flirty.


“We’re not making you do anything,” said
Brad. “It’s not like we’re holding you down and forcing it into you.”


Of course they weren’t, thought Sarah. But
now the image was in her mind, as perhaps Brad wanted it to be. Todd holding
her down, Brad forcing something in her, and it wasn’t the alcohol. She
suddenly felt very vulnerable in her thin flimsy dress. All a man had to do was
bend her over the bar to take her.


And now that thought was in her head, a flush
of heat spreading from her loins to her belly.


There was another ring of laughter from the front
room, and again her crazy ideas were interrupted. What am I thinking? There’s
a bunch of people out there just a few feet away. These guys aren’t going to
try to do anything to me.


Yet she was in a mood, and she couldn’t stop her
mouth, it had a mind of its own. “This tastes so good, no one would need to be
forced.” To prove her point she threw back the rest of her drink.


Todd laughed and did the same, and Brad refilled all
the glasses, this time to the top.


“You’re not trying to get me drunk, are you?” asked
Sarah.


“Should we?” asked Todd, his voice close to her ear.


Sarah had been leaning on the bar, facing Brad. She
turned toward Todd, he was so close, too close, yet she couldn’t pull away, not
only was she backed up against the bar, but she was frozen, he was so
beautiful.


Todd’s hand come up between them, her breath catching
in her throat, he was going to touch her! No, she couldn’t let. . .


But instead it was just the hand Todd held his glass
in, and he took another sip, Sarah’s eyes drawn to his luscious lips. He
smiled, tilting the glass toward her face, the liquid starting to spill out,
and without thinking she wrapped her lips around the glass, catching the
whiskey. Todd didn’t stop, he kept tilting the glass, Sarah forced to swallow, the
strong hot liquid burning down her throat. 


She gasped when the glass was empty, Todd giving her
his cocky smile. “You do like the strong stuff,” he said. He used his finger to
catch a few drops that had dribbled out of Sarah’s mouth, running it over her
lips.


Without thinking she opened her lips, her tongue
drifting over his finger, licking up the final drops.


Todd was still pressed against her, her ass pushed
into the bar, her chest heaving. Her lips parted, her hands on his arms, but
not quite fending him off.


“Do you want more?” asked Todd.


Sarah couldn’t speak, Todd’s body hot, his lips so
close. . .


“Sure she does,” said Brad, his deep voice seeming
to reverberate through the oak bar.


Sarah felt a hand in her hair, pulling her head
back, Brad offering her neck to Todd. Her eyes closed, she was under a spell,
it couldn’t be the booze, she hadn’t had enough, it couldn’t have hit her yet,
it had to be something else. . .


When the lips touched her neck she almost fainted,
her legs shaking. Her fingers tightened on Todd’s arms, otherwise she would
have fallen. His kiss set off a fire within her, the sheer brazenness of his
mouth on her skin, of Brad’s strong hands in her hair. She’d never been kissed
like this, not with another man watching.


Not just watching. Brad was leaning over the bar,
the tips of his long fingers reaching the sides of her breasts. Sarah needed to
escape, but yearned to lean against him, what she should do battling
with what she wanted to do.  She started to speak but was silenced when
Todd’s mouth covered hers, catching her mouth open, his tongue pressing
forward. 


And like she had with the drink and with his finger
she did what came natural, what was automatic, what she wanted. She kissed Todd
back, her tongue curling with his, sucking on it, darting into his mouth.


And when Brad wrapped his hands over her breasts it
felt like the most natural thing in the world, his touch completing the kiss.


She moaned into Todd’s mouth, her fingers sliding up
his arms and around his neck. He pressed forward even more, pushing her legs
apart to get closer, his body tight against hers, trapping Brad’s hands on her
breasts, increasing the pressure.


Sarah was kissing a man she barely even knew, being
fondled by a man she knew even less. At the same time.


Her ears were roaring, then she realized it was more
noise from the front room. She forced her lips away from Todd. “No, don’t,
there are people out there. . .”


“No, don’t, because you don’t want to?” asked Todd.
“Or no, don’t, because there are people out there?”


Sarah started to speak, but wasn’t sure what the
true answer was. It should have been both, she wasn’t going to do anything with
a stranger, let alone two strangers, and even if she wanted to, this wasn’t the
time or the place. . .


“Some women get off on it,” said Brad. “The chance
of getting caught.” His strong arms effortlessly turned her around so she was
facing him. He jerked his head toward the other room. “That door might not even
be locked.”


Todd’s hand was on Sarah’s back, slowly but surely
pressing her forward so that she was half bent over the bar. Todd stepped even
closer, and Sarah shuddered as she felt his crotch grind against her ass, his
erection forcing her thin dress into her crack. 


“Brad’s right,” said Todd. “You never know who might
come in.” 


Sarah’s eyes widened, but she was panting, the
sinfulness of it. Being watched. Maybe even being taken. 


No, no, that couldn’t happen. . .


“Don’t worry,” said Brad. “We won’t let anyone do
anything to you.” His hand cradled her head, pulling her against his neck, his
beard scratchy, demanding. “Nothing you don’t want, anyway.”


Sarah’s nostrils were overwhelmed by the smell of
his leather, by the earthy whiskey aroma, more intoxicating than the actual
drinks. Her heart was hammering in her chest. Small beads of sweat dripped down
between her breasts, and she was terribly, horribly, sinfully, uncontrollably,
wet.


Suddenly both men pulled away from her at the same
time. The loss of contact was a shock, a vacuum; her body itself seemed to
groan in dismay.


“Want to try something else?” asked Brad, as if
nothing had happened.


Sarah’s lips were parched. “What?”


“Is there something else here you want?” 


“I—I—”


“Because you have to want it,” said Brad. “As I
said, no one is going to force you to do anything.”


Sarah heard his words, and yet the very thought of
being forced, of being taken by two strong men in the back room of a bar was as
intoxicating as the whiskey had been.


Todd whispered in her ear. “It’s a hard decision,
isn’t it?” he said, pressing his stiff erection against Sarah’s ass. “Of
course, you can just take it one step at a time.”


Sarah’s body moved against Todd, craving to have his
touch back on her. Her mind was telling her one thing, her aching body
demanding something entirely different.


“Maybe just a taste,” she heard herself say.


“I always want to satisfy my customers,” said Brad.
With a powerful leap he hurled himself onto the bar, swinging his legs over
toward the front. Todd pulled Sarah back just in time as Brad’s leather boots
swung past her face, and suddenly Sarah found herself with her face practically
in Brad’s crotch.


Todd slowly pulled Sarah’s hips backward, keeping
contact with her ass. Sarah yelped and involuntarily reached out with her arms
to the only thing that would hold her upright, Brad’s thighs. 


Sarah watched, stunned, as Brad unbuckled his thick
leather belt and unzipped his jeans. She couldn’t believe it was happening, and
yet she did nothing to stop it. What could she do, anyway? Zip him back up? Brad
pulled out his stiff cock, its pulsing purple head pointed at her mouth.


“You mentioned something about a taste?” said Brad.


Brad’s musk filled the air, overcoming even the
aroma of the distilled spirits, an even deeper, more earthy scent. Sarah wanted
to turn her face, this was happening so fast, this wasn’t the way she wanted to
start having sex again. Yet the sight of the first cock other than her ex
husband’s was so arousing, so immediate, so real. She couldn’t take her
eyes off it, she could imagine the blood pulsing through the shaft, the heat.


And it was the thickest cock she had ever seen.


It was the exactly the kind of cock she expected
Brad to have, thick and powerful, a biker cock, if there could be such a thing.
Bulging, arrogant, demanding.


Beautiful in its own special way. 


Her tongue moved in her mouth like a serpent with a
mind of its own, snaking out, pressing past her lips which were helpless to
resist it, flicking gently across the head, the taste making her swoon, skin
salt, sex. Her lips kissed the slit, her tongue sliding up the opening.


She was kissing a man’s cock before she had kissed
his lips.


The thought sent a new wave of arousal through her.
She felt like such a slut, and yet she was a bitch in heat, she couldn’t
control herself if she wanted to. She kissed Brad’s cock again and again,
mouthing the head, her tongue circling under the glans, catching the edge. 


“What’s the verdict?” asked Brad.


Sarah pulled her lips away just enough to say, “This
one is aged to perfection.”


“You haven’t sampled all the menu yet,” said Todd,
his hand grabbing hers and pushing it into his erection. 


Sarah felt for him through his tight pants, awed by
how turned on she was getting from making these two virile men so aroused. She
spread her legs so that Todd could be closer to her as she wrapped her mouth
around Brad’s cock. Her mouth worked its way down his shaft, her cheeks bulging
at his girth. She had forgotten how good it was to have a cock in her mouth.
Just a few seconds more, that’s all she would do, it would be just a taste to
remember. . .


She was about to pull away, to turn to Todd. To be
fair, she’d have to do the same for him, then find a way to escape. Maybe give
them a handjob, they’d be so worked up. Yet Todd had other plans, his hands
under her dress, caressing her ass, then slipping under her panties to grasp
her thighs. He pulled her legs apart, Sarah feeling her pussy open. She moaned,
telling Todd everything he needed to know, and his fingers flicked at her clit.
The sudden onslaught made her jump, a jolt shooting through her body, too fast,
too direct, too much.


She squirmed, she couldn’t take the intensity, this
wasn’t foreplay, she wasn’t ready, she hadn’t even decided to. . .


Brad clamped his hand on the back of her head as
Todd pulled her pelvis back into his crotch, his fingers still kneading her
clit. Sarah had never felt so defenseless, not just to the men, but to her own
pent up desires. Her mouth closed on Brad’s cock, sucking, pulling, exposing her
own demands, spurred on by Todd’s fingers. She felt her clit engorge, emerging
shamelessly from her labia, her juices revealing the truth about her desires.


Todd snaked down behind her, draping her dress over
his head, his mouth on her naked back, his tongue roughly dragging across her
spine. He took her panties in his teeth and pulled them down. Sarah shook her
head, no, but even as she did so her body betrayed her again, her legs
coming together to help him undress her. Todd guided her panties past her thighs,
over her calves, until they lay in a heap on the floor.


Todd stood back up, lifting the hem of her dress. One
of Todd’s hands left her, the other still on her clit, and she felt him shrug
his pants down, and now his shaft pressed hard against the crack in her ass.


She couldn’t move, she was impaled by Brad’s cock,
she was held in place by Todd’s shaft on her ass, if she shifted backward he
would be inside her. . .


“I knew you’d know how to suck cock,” said Brad.
“All that experience really shows.”


A rush of pride ran through Sarah, odd as that
sounded, being told she was a good cocksucker. Yet it felt good to be
appreciated, it had been so long since. . .any of it. Brad’s cock was
warm and wonderful in her mouth, and Todd’s fingers, rough and inexperienced,
were just what her pussy needed.


“Spread your legs,” ordered Todd. “Show me what you
want.”


And so help her she did, her dress crunched around
her waist, offering herself up to Todd, wanting his fingers to have all the
access they needed. But Todd moved away, the sudden loss of touch on her clit a
crashing letdown, her hips shifting backward, following his hands. She heard a
tearing sound behind her, oh my god was Todd opening a condom? She
shoved her legs back together, she didn’t want him to. . .she just wanted Todd’s fingers back on her
clit. 


Instead Todd moved his hands to her ass, spreading
her open so roughly that her legs separated At least that’s what she tried to
tell herself was the reason, she couldn’t really be spreading herself for him. . .


Todd thrust forward, and Sarah gasped as his cock
powered its way into her, as much from her thrust as his. She screamed, the
sound lost around Brad’s cock, she wasn’t thinking, she didn’t want it to go
this far, to be fucked. . .


And yet it felt so good, her pussy, wet as it
was, so tight, Todd’s cock spreading her open in a way that even a dildo
couldn’t, opening her, enflaming her. She was being taken, and so help her she
craved it, all of it, a cock in her mouth, another in her pussy.


Todd bent over her back, his face on her neck. “Do
you want all of it?” he hissed.


Sarah could barely speak around Brad’s girth. “No, I
can’t. . .”


“I’m sure you can,” said Todd. “After all, I bet
you’ve had a lot of cocks.”


“Not like this!” she screamed, and for that reason
she wanted it more than ever She reached back with her hands, spreading her ass
cheeks, Todd understanding immediately, and he shoved his cock all the way in
her, impossibly deep, reaching a place Sarah only dimly remembered ever having
been touched.


“That’s so good,” groaned Todd. “You can suck and
fuck, I love older women.” He pulled his cock out slowly until only the tip
was in, Sarah’s pussy squeezing him, trying to keep him in her, only to be
stretched wide again as Todd slammed back into her. Now he was fucking her in
earnest, his balls slapping on her naked ass.


Brad’s hand was in her hair, pulling and pushing at
her head, fucking her face in time with Todd’s thrusts, Sarah delirious,
forgetting where she was, who she was with, her sensations totally overwhelmed.
The heat rose in her, spreading to every part of her body, her legs quivering.
Brad’s hands grew more forceful, she had to grab his shaft to protect herself from
gagging, even as her other hand dove for her clit.


Sarah was so close, she’d never been so turned on in
her life, a cock in her mouth and a cock in her pussy, two men wanting her.
Jenny had been right, suddenly Sarah didn’t care that she was in some grungy
back room, that she barely knew these men, that someone could walk in at any
time. Let them. Right now all that mattered was that these two hot studs wanted
her.


She jerked Brad harder, her other hand flying over
her clit. He swelled in her mouth, and she started to pull away, she’d never
been a swallower, but just then Todd slammed into her. She tottered on her
heels, falling forward, Brad groaning and grabbing the back of her head,
everything happening at once, and Brad’s hot, thick seed shot into her mouth,
an explosion so powerful it forced its way down her throat.


Sarah moaned, the pungent, salty taste so in tune
with where she was, Brad’s second ejaculation hitting the top of her mouth, she
was still jerking wildly, her mouth filling, the cum having nowhere to go, and
still Brad spasmed into her, and she came, her orgasm driven by the decadence
and the excitement, and she swallowed his entire load, milking his shaft for
more as her pussy contracted around Todd’s cock.


Todd yelled, “Fuck!” and slammed into her, Sarah
knowing he was coming, just like her fantasy, being taken from behind, but this
was so much better, her orgasm lasting way longer than when she masturbated,
her entire body quivering.


She held Brad’s cock in her mouth until Todd finally
finished, and as he pulled out she had one last spasm of her own, an aftershock
of release that shook her entire body.


She’d never come so hard in her life.


She was panting, her hands clutching the edge of the
bar, her head still in Brad’s crotch, his semi rigid cock warm on her cheek.
Her ass was still shoved out, she should have felt like a slut, but her release
had been so long in coming, years, it blocked out any other thoughts. 


A new aroma filled the air, the deep manly wafting
of cigar smoke. Lazily she opened her eyes, still caught up in the moment, and
turned her head to see Todd puffing on a cigar.


He held it up for her. “I like a celebratory smoke.
Want some?”


Sarah had never smoked a cigar. She stood up, her
dress flopping back down, wrinkled, her pussy still incredibly wet. At any
other time Todd’s cockiness would have pissed her off, that his fucking her
deserved some kind of celebration, like a contest. But she felt too good to
complain, and she had an urge to celebrate herself.


She leaned back into Brad and reached for the cigar,
but Todd pulled it away. “Before you suck on this, you need to suck on this,”
he said, pointing to his cock, which was, to Sarah’s complete shock, already
hard again.


She stared at it, disbelieving. Jenny had been
right, these young men and their stamina. Todd was stiff, his cock wet with
juices. . .


She gasped, no, that can’t be, he was wearing
a condom. . .yet those were her juices on his bare skin. . .


Suddenly she understood the source of all the wetness
between her legs, it wasn’t just hers. . .“You came in me!”


Todd shrugged. “Of course, what did you expect?”


Sarah was speechless, her fingers reaching up under
her dress in protection, way too late, feeling the thick seed between her legs.


She felt Brad’s cock stiffen on her back, he
couldn’t be ready again, not him too. . .


And her wetness melded into heat, her body shaking.
A man had come inside her, and instead of being disgusted or worried all she
could think of was that she wished she had known when it happened, so that she
could revel in the sensation of his cum flooding her insides.


Brad’s hands were on the zipper of her dress, and
she did nothing to stop him. Instead, she bent over and took Todd’s cock in her
mouth, tasting her juices, a distillation all her own being created in her
mouth, her fluids mixing with Todd’s and Brad’s.


She kicked her dress away, and this time she spread
her legs on her own. Brad dropped to the floor with a heavy thump. He grabbed
her hips and entered her in one fluid movement, his cock so thick it managed to
spread even her soaking pussy. 


This time she was going to be ready for what was to
come.


She sucked Todd’s cock, his musk perfectly mixing
with the cigar and the alcohol and the leather. A real man, a room of real men,
and they wanted her.


“You’re so wet,” grunted Brad. “I’m
going to be able to fuck you for a long time.”


Sarah smiled around Todd’s cock, hoping Brad was
right, not caring how long he fucked her as long as he came in her.


She looked up to see Todd, the cocky bastard,
puffing on his cigar as he watched her. For some reason his arrogance turned
her on. She should have felt degraded, but it was hard to feel affronted with
her dress around her ankles having just swallowed a biker’s cum.


Instead she closed her eyes and floated, neither
Brad nor Todd in any hurry this time, and neither was she, she wanted this to
last as long as possible.


And yet, faster than she thought possible she could
tell they were ready. She no longer heard Todd sucking on the cigar but instead
sucking for air, Brad’s thrusts faster and deeper, her own pussy tightening
around him.


She didn’t want them to come at the same time, she
wanted to really feel each one, especially Brad, so she slowed down on Todd,
just holding him in her mouth, her tongue flicking around the head to keep him
on the edge. Her own pressure built, and she fought the urge to touch herself.
She didn’t want anything, even her own orgasm, to distract her from every
sensation.


Brad’s rough hands grasped her hips, his thumbs
digging into her upper back, and he slammed into her and held still, guttural
sounds forced from his lips, and Sarah froze, knowing there were no nerves that
deep in her pussy, yet she swore she felt Brad shoot inside her, knowing
exactly how powerful his ejaculation could be, picturing his thick seed jetting
deep into her very unprotected womb.


Sarah was so aroused by Brad shooting into her that for
the first time in her life she came without her pussy being touched. She cried
out, incoherently, feral sounds of desire and demand and pleasure, and into her
moans Todd shot a thick load, her mouth grasping for his cum, and without
hesitation she swallowed all he gave her.


And when the door opened that’s the position she was
in, Brad’s cock still in her pussy, Todd’s still in her mouth. She was too delirious
to react, able to move only her eyes. A huge bearded man in biker’s leather
stood in the doorway, other bikers crowded behind him, too many to count.


Brad chuckled. “About time you guys got here, we got
a live one!”


“Aged to perfection,” added Todd.


Sarah shivered, not in cold, or fear, but in
desperate expectation.


 


 


 


 


 


~  ~  ~  ~  ~


 


 


 


This story
continues in Aged to Perfection Part Two! 


 


                                    


 


 


 


 


 


Other books in the Pent
Up Desires Series


 


A Model
Arrangement


Back in the
Workforce


Back in the Game


 


 


Want
to know when more of the Pent Up Desires  books are released? Make sure
you sign up for my mailing list!
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to be one of the first to hear about new releases, get discounts, free stories,
and a chance to be on the Advance Reader Team, sign up here


(We promise we
won’t share your email or send too many!)


 


AND


 


You get a free
book for signing up!






Alternatively, to
hear only about new releases directly from amazon, just go to my author
page and click on the yellow “Follow” button.


(If you follow me
on amazon I do not receive your email address; any updates come directly from
amazon. You will only be contacted after a new book is published, and the
announcement may come after the new release discount period)
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Books by Blaise Quin 


The
Pent Up Desires Series


Back in the Game


Back in the Workforce


A Model Arrangement


(more to come)


 


Back in The Game


Forty year old Beth has kept herself in great shape since
her divorce, and while she would love to meet a man again, she hasn’t had much
luck with online dating. She used to play some volleyball, so she joins the
local club to play and maybe meet some men her age.


 


Imagine her surprise when she finds out that volleyball
isn’t all that’s going on at the gym. And the hot young studs on the other team
don’t care at all how old Beth is.


Back in The Workforce


Recently divorce Michelle has lost everything due to her
cheating ex-husbands gambling problem. She’s forced to take a job working for
Men With Muscles, a moving company staffed with strong college men who are much
younger than she is. They’re very interested in what kind of experience
Michelle has beyond working in the office.


 


Michelle fights to resist her temptations as she finds
herself alone in big houses with just the hot young stud movers. Until she gets
caught doing what she shouldn’t be, and now she has to pay the price.


A Model Arrangement


Jackie is forced to work lousy jobs after her ex-husband
runs off with all their savings. At a job fair she is approached by a talent
scout offering her a modeling job for an agency which guarantees results for
its clients. It sounds like a scam, but she’s got nothing to lose after being
groped by her boss.


 


The agency guarantee tests the product in a real life
situation, and Jackie gets to model a beautiful designer dress. Only it turns
out that the dress is designed to attract men, and of course there’s only one
way test whether it really works. . .


Allie Shows Her True Colors


Rob is totally smitten by co-worker Allie, but she’s all
work and no play. A totally buttoned up professional from a traditional
background, she seems to have no time for men. But Rob pursues her
relentlessly, and after he hits it big financially, she agrees to marry him.
Rob’s flying high, and his only concern is whether they will be physically
compatible, because Allie is saving herself for marriage.


 


The big day finally arrives, and so do the three big black
photographers Allie has personally picked out. They look more like linebackers
than picture takers, but Rob has left all the details up to Allie, who has
totally taken control of everything.


 


Except the photographers, who have ideas of their own. It
turns out Allie was saving herself for her wedding . . . just not in
the way Rob had hoped.


 


* * * For
Adult Readers Only *


 


 









Books by C. C. Morian and Blaise Quin


 


                        



 


Awakening Her Needs


 


Happily married Emily and Justin are working through their
bucket list, which Justin has seeded with a few surprising possibilities to
spice up their unadventurous physical relationship. Shy, traditional Emily’s
reaction and willingness to explore stuns both of them. As Emily shockingly
discovers her hidden needs, Justin wants to do everything he can to support her
exploration, even if it means her being with another man.


 


Follow Emily and Justin on their amazing journey, from a
fantasy that is at first inconceivable, along a remarkably believable step by
step path as Emily slowly realizes who she is, to a destination of utter
transformation with a whole new world of realities.


 


Realities with men other than her husband.


 


A 3 part series (Book 3 to be released Fall 2016). Can be
read standalone, but then you’d miss the journey. . .


 


Other books in the Her
Needs Series


 


Discovering Her
Needs


Satisfying Her
Needs


 


 


Coming Soon


Accepting Her
Needs


Exploring Her
Needs


Want
to know when more of the Her Needs books are released? Make sure you
sign up for our mailing list!


 





Discovering
Her Needs


 


Janet’s first marriage was a disaster, and her rebound
relationships more of the same, all sex and no love. She promised herself that
if she finally settled down it would be for all the right reasons. When she met
Mason, she thought she finally found who she wanted to be with, a good,
supportive man. So what if their love life wasn’t so wild? She’d been there,
done that.


 


Mason’s no wimp, but he does enjoy watching other man check
out his sexy wife. It’s his little secret, just something to pass the time when
he’s at some boring work event with Janet. But when he witnesses Janet running
into ex lover Brad, he’s stunned by her reaction—and his own.


 


Janet is amazed at how her revelations to Mason about what
she did with her old boyfriends spices up their love life. It’s just harmless
fun, right?


 


Until she meets up with Brad again, this time on purpose.


 


Not only for her, but for Mason.


 


 


 


Revenge Is Best Served Hot: Powerful
Women (3 novella bundle)


 


Giving Him
What He Deserves


The
Kissing Game


Reversing
Roles


 


Even the strongest women can be made to feel powerless in
the face of a sexist boss, a cheating boyfriend, or even a devious girlfriend.
See how these women reclaim their power, and get their revenge.


 


Giving Him What He Deserves: A wife gets a sweet
revenge on her cheating husband.


 


The Kissing Game: Tired of always having her men
stolen by her so called friend, a  woman finally gets her just revenge.


 


Role Reversal: Two women get wicked revenge on their
sexist boss. (Warning, this one is really wild!)


 


 











Books
by C. C. Morian


A Surprise Revelation (The Surprise
Series #1)


 


Melissa has a handsome, caring husband, a good job, a nice
house. But there’s something missing—passion. She had it before, with boyfriend
Marcus, and misses it terribly.


 


Biker Vern recognizes her hidden need right away. The
arousal he awakens in Melissa makes her wonder if marrying Richard was the
right thing to do. Now Melissa’s tenth year reunion is coming up, a tempting
opportunity to reconnect with alpha male Marcus. 


 


Richard. Vern. Marcus. 


Safety. Danger. Passion.


Choices.


 


(This is a standalone book, although Melissa and Richard’s
story will continue in A Surprise Reunion.)


 


 


 


A Surprise Reunion (The Surprise
Series #2)


 


Melissa seems to have the perfect marriage. It’s comfortable
and safe. But deep down, she knows there is something missing. So does her
husband Richard. It’s tearing both of them apart.


 


The only man who Melissa felt truly passionate about was
alpha male Marcus. But that was back in college, ten years ago, and Melissa
thought she was over him. Now she’s not so sure, and neither is Richard.


 


What would you do if your husband loved you so much that
he’d let you spend a weekend with your old boyfriend to find out if that’s what
you needed to be fulfilled?


 


(This is a standalone book, although you can read Melissa
and Richard’s backstory in A Surprise Revelation.)


 


 


 


 


Allure of The Vixen


 


Allure of the Vixen: The Lover


 


Michael is handsome and powerful, plenty rich and soon to be
a billionaire. He gets to pick and choose who he sleeps with, and has only one
rule: no married women. They aren’t worth the trouble.


 


Then he meets Joanne. She’s got everything Michael feasts on.
Stunning eyes. An amazing body. Brains. A smart mouth and sensuality. 


 


But she’s very married.


 


Joanne is so hot Michael breaks his rule about married
women. He’s used to getting what he wants, and he’ll have Joanne. Imagine his
surprise when he discovers that Joanne has her sights set on him, but wants to
keep her husband too.


You’ve read books about husbands and hotwives with lots of
details about them, but little about the lovers or the bull. This is a story of
how a stunning vixen chooses her lover. 


 


This is the first book in a three part series, one from the
lover’s point of view, one from the wife’s, and one from the husband’s. (This
book was previously titled “Rules for the Billionaire” — if you’ve purchased
that one, don’t buy this one again!)


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Revenge In The Hamptons


(Powerful Women
Revenge Series)


 


Tessa is an up and coming executive, smart and attractive, a
woman who is powerful and independent. In everything except love, that is.
After having been dumped by her boyfriend who suddenly developed a desire for
demure Asian women, Tessa is about to give up on men. Then she meets Mike, who
seems to satisfy everything on her perfect man checklist.


                                                                                 


Yet Mike is
not all that he appears, and when Tessa finds out the truth she surprises even
herself as she reclaims her power and gets her revenge.
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