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BACK IN THE WORKFORCE
 
 
Michelle stared remorsefully at the pile of moving boxes in the middle of the empty room. This was all she had left to her name. Wardrobe boxes of nice dresses and a ton of chic shoes, to be sure, but no amount of expensive clothing and shoes could possibly make up for the ending of her marriage.
It wasn’t supposed to be like this. Michelle couldn’t imagine that any woman on her wedding day would ever be contemplating the idea that the marriage might end. She certainly had not. She’d been starry eyed in love, swept off her feet by John, believing all his protestations of love and mutual support.
So much had changed in seventeen years of their marriage. John had started off well enough, working for his father’s company, getting lots of promotions. More than he deserved, she’d learned later; John wasn’t a hard worker, and he took his position for granted, but his father kept promoting him anyway, maybe hoping he’d take over the family real estate business.
Michelle had become engaged to John while she was still in college; she’d met him through her roommate’s older brother. He’d pursued her, even though he was five years older, it didn’t seem like such a big age difference. Michelle, from a middle class family, had been taken in by John’s big house, his fancy cars, the family yacht. When John had proposed while she was still a junior she’d said yes. John wanted her to quit school, but she insisted on graduating, and yet had let her grades suffer. It didn’t take much to convince her after she graduated to forego law school, at least for a while. Why deal with the drudgery of law school if your husband was rich? She always figured she could go back later.
But the years quickly passed, and soon her life was filled with travel, the country club, and house parties. And what parties they had, their house huge, living the high life.
Michelle wanted kids, and John said he did too, but somehow it always seemed like putting it off was the best idea. They always had someplace to go, big plans. Next year, she always figured.
When the housing market crashed, the company had suffered. John still had his job, but he took to drinking and gambling. At first he’d hidden his addictions from Michelle, but she eventually found out. 
Within two years they had lost everything.
Michelle had stuck by him, out of love and loyalty, isn’t that what married people did? She suggested professional counseling and even offered to go with him. John promised over and over he would straighten out. But he never did, gambling more and more. 
When Michelle found out that John had squandered not only all their money, including their retirement savings, then had cheated on her, that was the last straw. She had no choice but to seek a divorce. Whatever love she’d had for John had been crushed under the strain and his selfishness. She wondered if she’d ever loved him at all, or just been too young when she got married, not seen enough of the world.
Now she was glad she didn’t have children, at least with John. Now just on the other side of forty, it might be too late for her to find a man and start over. Not that she could even think of another man now. She hadn’t been with anyone other than John since her early years in college, and before then she hadn’t had many boyfriends. Even though she’d stayed in great shape through the years, and she’d been told many times she was still a very attractive woman, the idea of dating seemed so hard to imagine.
The empty house echoed with the memories of better times. Now it was just a hollow shell. She sat on one of the moving boxes, kicking it in frustration and sadness.
She heard a truck pull up outside, that must be the movers. There was nothing left for her in the divorce settlement, even the house was being repossessed. Her parents and brother, in another state, had sent her some money, as much as they could afford, to help her get on her feet. She’d taken a small apartment in the not so nice part of town, it was all she could afford. 
She’d have to find some work, and soon. She hadn’t been employed since summer jobs in college, and feared she’d have a hard time making ends meet.
Loud male laughter jarred her from her reverie, the upbeat sound a welcome break in her thoughts. She turned as two young men entered the room. They stopped short when they saw her.
“Uh, we’re sorry, we didn’t know anyone was here,” said the taller of the two. “We’re the movers.” He had that wiry look of a basketball player, not an ounce of fat that Michelle could see, his tight athletic type shirt painted on his body so tight his six pack was visible right through his shirt. His strong arms had a deep tan, like he’d worked outside a lot. His eyes were a deep blue, an odd combination with his dark hair.
Standing beside him, looking more like a football linebacker than a basketball player, was a black young man who was built like a brick wall, or at least like he could run through one. His broad shoulders and massive biceps were set off by a tee shirt with cut off sleeves, probably because his arms wouldn’t fit any other way. His head was shaved, and he wore a diamond stud in one ear.
Since Michelle was so much older than they were, they both looked more like boys than men, but she realized they were probably in their early twenties. She’d hired the cheapest moving company she could find, she hoped that they at least had a truck.
“Then I guess you’re here for me,” said Michelle. “To move my stuff, I mean.” She flushed, feeling foolish. It wasn’t like these two young studs would think she was hinting at something or flirting, she was practically old enough to be their mother.
She sighed, she probably was old enough to be their mother.
“I’m Brad,” said the blue eyed young man. “And this is Jordan. You must be Mrs. Evers.”
Michelle shook her head, she didn’t want to hear that name again. “Please just call me Michelle,” she said, standing up.
“Our boss, Mr. Jameson, says we have to call everyone by their last names,” said Jordan. 
“But he probably also tells you to do what the customer wants,” said Michelle. “It can be our little secret.” She held out her hand. 
Brad hesitated, looking at his own hand. “Um, we’ve been moving stuff, my hands aren’t that clean.”
“I’m not afraid of getting a little dirty,” said Michelle, not realizing until after she spoke what that might sound like. Her long fingers practically disappeared in Brad’s large hands, and Jordan’s grip felt like a steel vice, even though she doubted he was trying to squeeze. As she stepped back she noticed both of them staring down her top, a casual strappy blouse she had worn because she was packing.
Oh my goodness, are they checking out my breasts? she thought. They must think I’m some kind of slut. She self consciously put her hand over her chest to pull the top closed. This had the opposite effect of what she had intended, both Brad and Jordan’s eyes following the motion of her hand.
Michelle turned away, a little embarrassed. “These are the boxes that need to be moved,” she said.
“Okay, Mrs. Evers, I mean, Michelle,” said Brad.
Michelle thought he was cute, both of them, being so nervous around her. It made her feel a little better, even though they were probably nervous because she must have seemed much more mature to them. She remembered how she was at that age, anyone more than ten years her senior seemed old.
“Have you marked each box with where they go in your new house?” asked Jordan.
Michelle laughed. “It’s an apartment, not a house, and it just has two rooms, so you can dump everything in the middle of the living room. I’ll sort it out from there.”
Michelle got out of the way and let them work. Brad and Jordan had no problems lifting even the heaviest of her boxes, using their strong legs and backs. Jordan was wearing a tight pair of athletic type bottoms, like what football players practiced in, and Michelle couldn’t help but notice his powerful thighs. Stop it, she chided herself. They’re practically kids. Still, it was hard for her not to notice.
At one point when they were at the truck she went into the bathroom in the hallway to pee. Brad and Jordan must not have noticed exactly where she had disappeared to, because when they came back she overheard them talking, the sound carrying through the empty hall.
“Mrs. Evers?” 
Michelle didn’t want to embarrass them saying she was in the bathroom, so she just kept quiet.
“She must be upstairs,” said Brad.
“This house is freaking huge,” said Jordan.
“Like her boobs,” laughed Brad.
“Shh, she might hear you.”
“Like you weren’t looking.”
Jordan lowered his voice. “She is so hot, did you see her checking me out?”
Michelle heard what sounded like a punch, maybe Brad hitting Jordan on the arm. “She was checking me out. I’ve never done a MILF.”
“You must have fucked twenty chicks, and you want her?”
“Way more than twenty, but I bet she knows what she’s doing. Did you see that mouth on her? I bet she has a lot of experience. And you want her too, admit it.”
“I’ve had a MILF. The job I had before this one, the owner’s wife. She came on to me.”
“And?”
“You’re right. She knew what she was doing, it was like she was a pro and all these girls our age are just learning.”
“Better not let Mr. Jameson hear you talking like that, or hear about you sleeping with the customers,” said Brad. “He’ll fire your ass in a second.”
Jordan laughed. “It might be worth it, though.”
Their footsteps echoed as they left the house. Michelle let out a breath. She should have been really upset that the movers had been talking about her like that, but oddly she felt a flushed with excitement, knowing two young, virile men who obviously had their choice of hot young co-eds found her attractive.
She stepped out of the bathroom and quickly went upstairs, and made a show of walking down when the movers came back in, as if she had been up there all along. She noticed that both Brad and Jordan checked her out as she did so.
They finished up loading the truck. Sadly, it didn’t take long, she didn’t have much. Most of the furniture had been repossessed as well. Michelle watched them load the last of the boxes and close up the truck.
“You can follow my car,” said Michelle. “I’m driving over there now. In case we get split up, you have the address, right?”
Jordan nodded and got behind the wheel. Michelle got into her ten year old Lexus, the last thing of any value she owned. It had been a gift from John in better days, paid in cash and in her name, so it hadn’t been repossessed. She sighed; there were still judgments against John, and no doubt some bank would be coming after the car at some point soon.
She led the way across town, the neighborhoods getting worse and worse, the reality of her new situation really setting in. It’ll just be short term, she promised herself. 
At the apartment, a clean but very small walk up, Michelle was a little embarrassed as she led Brad and Jordan up the stairs. 
“This is, uh, nice,” said Brad. “We’ll get your stuff in right away.”
Michelle smiled, he was trying to be polite. She directed where the few pieces of furniture should go, an old kitchen set and an extra bed that had been in storage. The apartment had no air conditioning, so by the time they were done Josh and Brad were sweating, making their clothing cling even tighter to their bodies.
Michelle felt sorry for them, she couldn’t even offer them a beer, then remembered they might not be old enough to drink. 
“That’s everything,” said Brad. He handed Michelle a clipboard. “You just need to make sure we didn’t damage anything and sign the release.”
Michelle had watched how careful they had been and didn’t imagine anything had been damaged. As she took the clipboard from Brad their fingers touched, and she felt a little flush, remembering what he and Jordan had said about her. Obviously they didn’t know she had overheard, but their complimentary words had been the highlight of her week. Her month maybe.
She signed the form and handed it back. As they folded up the mover’s blankets and packed up, Michelle went into the other room and got her purse. She wanted to give them a tip. Unfortunately, she had very little cash left.
She came back into the room just in time to hear Brad whisper, “I feel sorry for her. She moved from that huge house into this little apartment.”
“Yeah,” said Jordan. “I wonder what happened?”
Michelle made some noise to warn them and walked back into the room, handing them both a twenty. “I’m sorry I don’t have more to tip you,” she said. “I don’t have much money, I haven’t started working yet.” She felt a little embarrassed about her financial situation.
“You don’t need to give us anything,” said Jordan. “Really.”
“I feel funny, I always tip for good work,” said Michelle.
“Tell you what,” said Jordan, handing her back the money. “Why don’t you wait? It’s not like I want more, twenty if fine, but you can give it to me when you start working.”
“Same for me,” said Jordan.
Michelle smiled sadly. “Thank you, but that might not be for a while. I don’t actually have a job lined up yet.”
“What can you do?” asked Brad.
Michelle reddened, thinking about their earlier discussion she’d overheard, it was easy to imagine that Brad was asking her what she could do sexually. “I’ve been out of the workforce so long that I’m not really sure. I might have to go flip burgers.”
“I’m sure you can do more than that,” said Jordan.
“Well, I did help out with some of my husband’s administrative duties. I can do basic office work.”
“Mr. Jameson was just saying he was going to advertise for someone to work in the office at the moving company,” said Brad. “I’m sure he’d hire you. Although he doesn’t pay much.”
“The place isn’t that nice, but he’s an okay boss,” said Jordan. “We’re just doing this part time, so I don’t know how the full time jobs are.”
Michelle shrugged. She wasn’t sure if they were just being friendly or wanted to be able to check her out at work. She hoped they didn’t think she’d sleep with them. Or that their boss would have any expectations.
Who am I kidding, she thought. Just because they made some comments about my boobs doesn’t mean they are lusting over me. They will forget me as soon as they leave and go get some head from a cute college girl.
On the other hand, she didn’t have any other prospects, and having some eye candy to look at would spice up any job, wouldn’t it? If half the movers at their company looked anywhere near as good as Jordan and Brad, it would be fun.
“We’ll put in a good word for you,” said Brad.
Michelle wasn’t sure what kind of word Brad would put in. It wasn’t like he’d seen her accounting work, but she smiled and said, “Thanks, I’d appreciate that.”
 
 
 
 
 
After the movers had gone Michelle started unpacking her boxes. By the time she was finished she was warm and sticky, so she decided to take a shower. In the small bathroom, she stripped off her clothes and turned on the water. Normally she would have just jumped in, but today she took a moment to critically examine herself in the mirror. Maybe it was because of the comments Brad and Jordan had made.
Like all women, she was acutely aware of every blemish in her body, every line and wrinkle. Still, she had to admit, she looked pretty good for her age. Really good, in fact. Her time in the gym and playing all that tennis had served her well. Her stomach was flat, and her arms were nicely toned, so much better than most of the other women she saw at the gym. She turned away from the mirror, looking over her shoulder at her butt and legs. Her thighs were certainly larger than when she had been in college, but they had a nice firmness, her ass still shapely. Her legs were her best feature, she thought. Before John had started to drink he had often told her that other men checked her out. Michelle had never believed him until she had spotted men ogling her, and she had come to realize that a lot men still found her attractive in her thirties and beyond.
Her breasts had always been her best feature, and they still were, full and firm. Her wide areoles surrounded full nipples that were very sensitive. Sadly, they had been very neglected, as she’d stopped having sex with John a few years ago. At the start of the tough times of her marriage she’d hardly thought about sex, but over the last year she’d started masturbating now and then, but while she had no hesitation about rubbing her pussy, somehow she’d never got much pleasure out of touching her breasts. That was something that just felt more natural when a man did it.
The water in the shower had finally warmed up, the mirror steaming, obscuring her view, she could be almost anyone. She kept thinking about the two young men, Jordan and Brad, and what they had said about her body and her sexual skills. She wondered what they’d think if they found out she’d only been with a few men, and that even though she’d been married to John for many years and they’d had a good amount of sex before the marriage turned sour, it had basically been quick missionary intercourse. Of course John, like any man, loved blowjobs, and she had got pretty good at giving them, or at least good at knowing what John liked.
And besides, seeing her clothed was one thing, but what would those college kids think if they saw someone like her naked? No matter what shape she was in, could she really compete with a twenty something woman?
As the mirror fogged up she pictured herself in the steamy bathroom, Brad and Jordan walking in not knowing she was there, just as they had come into her house earlier. Seeing her naked. What would she have done? Yelped? Tried to hide? 
Or if she didn’t see them come in, what would they do? Would they nudge each other, whisper lewd comments, point to her breasts?
Michelle thought if they had come in she’d cover herself, embarrassed. And yet. . .she pictured Jordan, who seemed the more confident of the two, approaching her after a moment’s hesitation, realizing that she wasn’t going to scream. He’d gently move her arms away from her breasts, gazing down at them. Or perhaps he’d approach her from behind, as she was looking at herself in the mirror, and his handsome face would suddenly be there, over her shoulder. She’d cover herself, shocked, but he’d put his hands on her shoulders, and slowly, not sure why, but perhaps needing, craving, his attention and approval, she’d lower her hands on her own accord, revealing her breasts.
She’d hold her breath, wondering what he would do, whether seeing her breasts in the flesh was as good as just seeing the bulge in her blouse when clothed. Then he’d smile, and his hands would go around her, cupping her. She’d never been with a black man, his skin would look so dark against hers, even with her tan. He’d lift her breasts, feeling their fullness, too big even for his large hands.
He’d press against her back, and she’d feel his hardness against her bare ass. She opened her eyes, the mirror covered, tiny bits of reflection here and there, the movement could be anything, her own arms, her hands, it could even be a man behind her, two men behind her. . .
Fingers would grip her nipples, she missed that sensation so much. Her hands came up to touch herself, and for the first time in her life her own fingers felt like someone else’s, it wasn’t her touching herself, it was a beautiful hot young man, Jordan, his eyes locked on hers in the mirror as he kneaded her breasts, as he gently pulled her nipples. Michelle did to herself what she was dreaming about, her teats instantly hardening, a rush of electricity shooting from her fingertips, heat driving along her veins. 
The hands fell away and she felt a deep loss, but then they were replaced by others, this time Brad, his fingers longer than hers, harder, more demanding, as if he couldn’t get enough of her breasts. He turned her to the side, and his face was in her chest, he was kissing her neck, the space between her breasts. She grabbed the back of his head, guiding his mouth to her nipple, she was more impatient than he was, she needed his mouth on her.
He sucked, hard, but it wasn’t hard enough, she wanted more, pulling his head forward, moaning over the roar of the shower, letting him know she wanted it. Strong hands gripped her hips, Jordan was behind her, but when he pressed against her she felt not the slick material of his tight pants but his naked body, his rock hard erection against her back. She shivered, even though the bathroom was hot, even though she was burning with desire.
Another man’s mouth on her nipple, another man’s cock against her skin.
The fact that it was a fantasy meant nothing, it was so real to her right then. Her hand clutched at her pussy, spreading herself open just as she spread her legs, an invitation, the other hand still on her nipple, it could be Brad’s mouth there, it could be Jordan’s cock about to enter her, they wanted her, she wanted them. . .
Her fingers created a symphony, her nipples so aroused it might have been the squeezing of her nipples that set her off as much as the touch on her clit, and she exploded, standing there alone in the tiny bathroom, her fantasy so real that she came faster than she ever remembered, her legs quivering so violently she collapsed onto the floor, her hands never leaving her pussy and nipple, her spasms continuing until the cold water ran out and the steam cleared.
 
 
 
Michelle stood outside the entrance of Men With Muscles Movers, nervously shifting from one foot to another. The building didn’t look very inviting, a small windowless door in an industrial part of town, large trucks spewing diesel exhaust noisily grinding along the street. The moving company appeared to be on the second floor, although the sign on the window was covered with dust.
Michelle was dressed for an interview, or at least wearing the most business-like clothes she had, a dark blue blazer over a cream cotton blouse and a black skirt. She wore heels, and thought it was hot, stockings. But the skirt was a little too short, the heels too high—she’d had no reason to own really conservative clothing, and John had always liked her dress a little on the chic sexy side. Even wearing stocking instead of pantyhose—not that anyone but her could tell the difference—even felt wrong for an interview.
A whistle spun her around to see three burly men across the street brazenly checking her out. One of them gave her the thumbs up sign, and another yelled out, “If you’re lost I can help you find what you’re looking for!” All three men laughed.
Michelle almost turned around right then and went home, but the thought of that tiny apartment as home gave her strength; she wouldn’t be even able to afford that dump if she couldn’t get a job.
She tugged the skirt down as low as it would go, took a deep breath, and opened the door.
A door to the right led to a plumbing supply house. A dark narrow staircase led upstairs, and Michelle gingerly walked up in her heels. At the top of the stairway the door to the movers was open. Michelle peered in to see a man sitting at a desk, his feet up on a bookcase, facing away from her. He was on the phone.
“Look, it’s not that hard, you just show the customer the checklist, they pick what services they want, it’s all explained on the back of the form. What do you mean? You just add up each item to get the total.” The man listened, tapping his finger impatiently on the desk. “It’s all in hundreds, one hundred, two hundred, okay, some end in fifty, use the calculator on your phone.” He dropped his feet to the floor, listened some more, and then said, clearly exasperated, as if talking to a child, “Yes, I’m sure that fancy phone of yours has a calculator.”
He turned and noticed Michelle standing in the doorway, frowning at first, leering a little as his eyes traveled over her body. Michelle started to feel uncomfortable, but then the man smiled, and she relaxed a little. He was scruffy looking in a handsome way, a three day beard and dark curly hair. He was wearing a denim work shirt and jeans and looked to be about Michelle’s age. He held up a finger to wait, then resumed his phone call. “Just do the best you can,” he said. “I’ve got to go.”
He hung up the phone and said to Michelle, “Can I help you?”
“I’m Michelle Evers, I called about the job?”
“Right. I was expecting someone a lot younger.”
“Oh,” said Michelle. “I didn’t know there was an age requirement.”
The man laughed. “Only that you be sixteen. Otherwise it would be illegal if you were younger, and also illegal if I wouldn’t hire someone over a certain age. All I meant was that we get mostly younger workers. I was expecting another college kid who would only work a few months then quit.”
“I definitely want something longer term.”
The man got up and extended his hand. “Frank Jameson.”
Michelle shook his hand and Jameson cleared a box off the only other chair in the small office. Michelle sat down and primly crossed her legs.
“How did you hear about the job? I haven’t even posted it yet.”
“One of your workers told me. I was a recent customer of yours.”
The man snapped his fingers. “That’s why your name rang a bell. You liked us so much you wanted to work here?”
“The timing was right, it just turns out I’m in the job market.”
“What was the last job you had?”
“Well, Mr. Jameson—”
“Call me Frank.”
“Okay, thanks. You see, I just got divorced, I never really worked. I do have a degree though.”
Frank was shaking his head. “I’m sorry, but it’s hard enough here. If you were moving boxes, sure, but I need someone to help out with the bookkeeping, take some customer calls.”
“My ex-husband had a real estate business. I did a lot of that, I’m even pretty good with a spreadsheet.”
“Hmm. I don’t know. Plus,” he gestured around the office, “this isn’t exactly the place for someone like you,” he said.
“What do you mean?”
“You look—excuse me for saying this—like you are used to the finer things. No disrespect, but is this where you want to work?”
Michelle looked around the cramped office, the old furniture, the grimy windows. Even up here she could hear the loud trucks, smell the fumes. Frank was right, she wasn’t accustomed to this, to men ogling her on the street.
But she wasn’t accustomed to giving up, or to living forever in a small crappy apartment, wondering how to survive.
“I’ll work anywhere,” she said resolutely.
The phone rang. Frank said, “Excuse me,” and picked it up. “Men With Muscles Movers,” he said, rolling his eyes to Michelle, as if he realized how cheesy the name sounded. She smiled, but she was thinking about Brad and Jordan, they certainly had muscles. A little rush ran through her, remembering their bodies, her fantasy.
“Slow down,” said Frank. “Like I said, you just—no wait, don’t just leave! We’ll lose the customer! Are you there?”
Frank stared at the receiver, then hung up. “She quit. Right in the middle of giving a customer a quote. Can you believe that? That was my third sales rep this year. All they have to do is explain our services, show the customer the contract, and get it signed. This one could barely add.”
“That was your only sales rep?” asked Michelle.
“I used to do the calls, but it got too busy with the paperwork, which is why I’m trying to hire someone else to help in the office. I can’t very well bring customers here. So I’ve been using college kids as reps.” Frank stared glumly at the phone. “I’m sorry, I’ll have to cut our interview short. I want to get out there and apologize to this customer. I can’t stand bad service and even if they are not going to give us the job now I don’t want to leave it like that.”
Michelle felt sorry for him, he seemed to have the right interests at heart. “Is there anything I can do to help?”
Frank turned his attention back to her. He started to shake his head, then a quizzical look came into his eye. “Forget the office job. You wouldn’t want to be a sales rep, would you?”
 
 
 
Within a week, Michele was busy with her new job. It had turned out much better than she had expected. Frank was true to his word; he gave her a shot at being the sales rep, which was actually pretty easy work. When a potential customer called, Michelle went to the house, explained the services, and prepared a quote. At first she didn’t know how to do the estimates, but Frank had explained it all, and there was even an app he put on her phone to help with the calculation. 
After two weeks Michelle got her first paycheck. It wasn’t much after taxes, but she felt a thrill, earning her way. Frank explained that she would also get a small commission on each sale, and a larger one if she found the customer herself. Those would be paid after the move was completed, so her future checks would be larger.
She didn’t spend that much time in the office at all, mostly talking to Frank on the phone. By the first month she’d proven herself enough to Frank that he started letting her handle most of the customer interactions. 
Michelle was feeling a little better about her situation. She still had a long way to go, but at least she had a start. She even bought a few things for her apartment, nothing expensive, but just enough to put her touch on it. She’d still hesitate to bring anyone there, especially a man, although right now dating was the last thing on her mind.
Not that she wasn’t thinking about men and sex. She hadn’t realized how much she’d missed it; during all the troubles with John, sex had been the last thing she wanted to think about. But now, alone in her apartment, laying in bed, she would fantasize, usually about faceless, nameless men, men who would make her feel good.
And now and again she’d fantasize about Jordan and Brad. She’d only seen them once since she’d taken the job. They had been on their way out of the office building as she had arrived one day, they hadn’t even seen her. They looked as good as they had before, lean and lithe, true advertisements for Men with Muscles Moving.
Michelle felt a little guilty fantasizing about them, they were so young, and co-workers, really. Yet the idea of a hunking, virile man was so enticing she gave in and would make up all these stories in her mind, leading to better orgasms than she ever had with John. Each day that went by she got more comfortable with the idea of her with a young stud. Her hormones had kicked into gear, and she felt horny all the time.
But the next morning she’d laugh it off, it was just harmless fun.
A month or so later she had just got out of the shower when she got a call from Frank. It was Sunday, and she was looking forward to a relaxing day. Her feet were killing her, and she had already worked that weekend, doing three quotes the day before.
“Hey Michelle. I got a call from a possible customer, they’re overseas. They have a house here that they just sold, and they can’t make the trip back until the closing, so they want some of their belongings moved to storage. I can’t get over there, I have to do a job with a long time customer, they expect to see me. I really hate to do this to you on a Sunday, especially since you worked yesterday. . .”
Michelle groaned inwardly. “You need me to go give them a quote?”
“No, we did it over the phone. Actually, I want you to go over and supervise the move, it’s a lot of expensive stuff. They got us through a good referral, otherwise I don’t know why they’d hire us sight unseen. I trust our workers, but I want you there to make sure everything goes alright. You have to make sure that just the selected items go. I’ll email you the list along with the address.”
“Sure,” said Michelle, perking up, happy that Frank was trusting her with this.
“God, I don’t know what I’d do without you.”
Michelle laughed. “Until I mess something up.”
“I can’t imagine anything that you would do that would get me upset, you’ve already proven yourself.”
“You say that now. . .”
“No really. Besides, no one is perfect. Even if you screwed something up, everyone deserves a second chance, right?”
“Can I get that in writing?” Michelle joked.
“If you want.”
“Just kidding. I’ll do whatever you need.” 
“Great. We don’t have that many movers available, I’ll send over who we have as the day goes on. It might even run into tomorrow, we’ll do it piecemeal.”
“Okay. I’m on my way.”
Michelle hung up and opened the closet to finish dressing. She reached for her  usual meet with the customer outfit, a nice blouse, a skirt, pantyhose, heels. She’d found that her wardrobe actually worked pretty well for the job, although she’d had a few of the skirts lengthened a little bit; she’d seen a few wives give their husbands dirty looks if they got caught checking her out when she was preparing a quote.
But today there wouldn’t be any customers, and she was tired of wearing the same outfits, so she pulled out one of her unaltered skirts, a shorter one. She held it up against her, it would be fine. And she skipped the pantyhose. It was getting warm out, it would be nice to feel the air against her skin. 
In the car she checked her phone messages. She was surprised to see that the address was not far from where she used to live. In fact, it was along the street everyone called Million Dollar Avenue, even though the houses cost way more than that. She hadn’t been back to that neighborhood since she had moved.
She found the place easily enough. Who could miss it, a massive gated entrance, the drive lined with tall oak trees. She pulled into the circular drive. The place was a mansion, way bigger than even the huge house she and John had lived in. Everything was quiet, she was far from the street, and the house was deserted.
Michelle got out of the car. The moving van hadn’t arrived, so she decided to go inside and start scoping out the job. The message from Frank included the code to switch off the alarm and the combination for the real estate lockbox which held the key. Michelle got in with no problem, the huge doors opening into a massive two story marble foyer.
Michelle said, “Wow,” and pulled up the list of items that needed to be moved. It was organized by room, and after a quick walk through the main floor, she decided to start on the top floors and move down, it would be easier to keep track.
The air conditioning was not on and it was a little stuffy, but not uncomfortable, although Michelle felt sorry for the movers, they’d be hot and sweaty.
She took the stairs to the third floor. There was a storage room, an office, and three bedrooms, all with baths. Frank had been right, this job might take two days.
There was a muffled sound of a vehicle arriving. Michelle looked out the window and was surprised to see a car instead of the moving van. It was followed by a voice downstairs, “Hello? Michelle?”
Michelle smiled, she recognized the voice, it was Brad. Without thinking she called out, “Up here, in the bedroom!” and then her stomach did a little flip, just the thought of inviting a young stud like Brad into a bedroom, as if was hers.
For some reason she wanted to look good for him, so she slipped into the bathroom and ran her brush through her hair. Stupid, she thought. Just because he made that comment about me to Jordan, that doesn’t mean it matters what I look like to him now.
She stepped out into the hall just as Brad reached the second landing on the stairs. He was in his usual work attire, not the exact same clothes she had seen him in, but another form fitting top, this time with long nylon basketball shorts. 
“Hi Brad,” she said. “Good thing you dressed like that, it’s going to be hot in here.” She immediately reddened, somehow every time she said something to him it came out the wrong way. Now he’d be thinking she was checking out his body and his clothes. Which she was. She couldn’t help but notice his supple thighs.
Brad didn’t seem to notice her comment, but he certainly noticed her. He looked up the stairs to where Michelle stood tall in her heels. His eyes widened and he missed a step, Michelle suddenly realizing with a shock that he must have been able to look up her skirt, she’d been standing too close to the edge. She rushed down the stairs to help, but Brad was already up, grinning.
“Sorry,” he said, “I wasn’t concentrating.”
Michelle was standing close to him, his youthful musk washing over her, his testosterone screaming out a sinful demand. She turned away quickly, but not before the hair on her arms stood out, magnetically drawn to his masculinity.
“This way,” she said, and headed up the stairs, very conscious now of Brad below her, maybe looking up her skirt, checking out her ass. Against all her judgment she grew warm, her bodily needs taking over, threatening to overwhelm her rational sense. To cover her illicit thoughts she asked, “Is anyone else coming?”
“Later,” said Brad. “Just Jordan, you remember him, right? He’s getting the truck now, it had to be picked up at the shop. Mr. Jameson asked me to drive over to see if I could get started sorting stuff. So I guess we have the whole house to ourselves, it’s just me and you for a while.”
Michelle stood in the doorway of the bedroom, acutely aware of Brad standing behind her. What did he mean by that comment about just the two of them? He wasn’t hinting at anything, was he? 
She forced herself to move away from him and enter the bedroom. “I thought we’d start here,” she said. “And then go room to room.”
“Works for me,” said Brad.
Michelle bit her lip, pulling out her phone to check the list, anything to keep her mind off the fact that she was alone in big bedroom with this hot young guy. She wondered what he was thinking. What he would say if he knew she’d been masturbating while fantasizing about him?
“How are you liking your job?” asked Brad.
“I love it,” said Michelle. She suddenly thought of something and pulled out her purse. “I promised you a tip for helping me on my move. Because of my job I can afford to give you something!” She pulled out fifty dollars. “Here.”
Brad shook his head. “That’s too much, you’re just starting.”
It was a lot for her, and she appreciated his concern, but she wanted to give him something. “I feel I owe you, too,” she said. “After all, I wouldn’t even have this job if it wasn’t for you. Here, take it.”
“Don’t mention it,” said Brad. “Why don’t you just give me twenty, like you had offered before? That would be plenty.”
“Are you sure?”
“Really.” Brad gently took the twenty out of her hand and wrapped her fingers around the rest of the cash. “Keep this.”
His hands seemed uncommonly cool, and Michelle shuddered, realizing it was because her hands were hot, her whole body was. “Tell you what,” she said, hiding her discomfort. “When I get my first big commission check I’ll give you the rest.”
“That’s nice of you, but I won’t be here. I’m heading back to college next month, and starting next week I’m going to take the rest of the summer off to play off season basketball.”
“Oh,” said Michelle. She looked down at her feet, then said casually, “If you give me your address I could send it to you.”
“Only if you promise to bring it in person,” said Brad. “So I can get another chance to look at you.”
Michelle reddened, but inwardly she leapt at the compliment. “That’s so sweet of you, Brad.”
“No really, Michelle, you are so hot—I mean, beautiful.”
Michelle looked up into his eager eyes. “I’m sure you meet much prettier girls on campus.”
Brad shrugged. “There are some cute ones, but they’re so, I don’t know, they seem more like girls. You are a real woman.”
“Thank you, but we shouldn’t really be talking about this, after all, we work together.” Yet inwardly Michelle was shaking, it had been so long since a man had paid her a nice compliment. John hadn’t said anything nice about her looks in years.
“Just for a few more days,” grinned Brad.
“You’re so funny!” she said, then, without thinking, gave him a quick peck on the cheek. “And kind.”
Brad put his arms around her and pulled her to him, Michelle’s breasts pressing against his hard chest. “You’re driving me crazy,” he growled into her neck.
Michelle tried to pull away, but her heart wasn’t in it. It was so wrong, but when Brad pulled her chin up and kissed her hard on the mouth she resisted only a heartbeat, her mouth closed, fighting her emotions more than her mind.
Her emotions won.
Her lips opened as if by magic, her tongue dashing out in hunger, falling into Brad’s mouth, as if she could enter him that way. His kiss was a little clumsy, but his enthusiasm and animal magnetism made up for any lack of skill, and who was Michelle to know if she was even a good kisser any more.
He tasted so good. . .
Her mind was still yelling at her to stop, and she took a half step away, as much as she could while being held, but at that moment Brad’s long fingers were between them, wrapping around as much of her large breasts as he could, and he groaned.
“I’ve been dreaming of this,” he said, his voice filled with wonder. “Feeling these.”
Michelle melted into his touch, giving in, his hands so wonderful on her. “I have too,” she confessed.
“Really?”
“Really. Oh Brad, this is so wrong, we can’t!” Again she tried to pull away, and something in her voice made Brad let go, his arm falling off her back, his hand dropping from her breast. They stood there, a few inches apart, both of them breathing heavily. “It’s wrong,” Michelle repeated, but she didn’t have the willpower to step back.
“You mean you don’t like this?” asked Brad, and now both his hands were on her, cupping her, lifting her breasts, kneading them, his fingers coming up to her nipples, pulling at them through her blouse. . .
Michelle moaned, how could he know that’s what she loved? She simply stood there, unable to move, lost in the sensation of his strong hands. “So good,” she whispered, “that feels so good. . .”
“I want to see them,” said Brad, and he began unbuttoning her blouse. 
“We can’t, it isn’t right, someone might come. . .”
“No one is going to be here for a while.” Brad grinned. “And besides, it’s going to be Jordan. I bet he’d love to see them too. I know it, he said so.”
“You guys talked about me?” She knew at least one time they had, but since then?
“All the time. Everyone who works there does, they all think you are so hot, even the guys with good looking girlfriends.”
“What do they say?” Michelle couldn’t help but be curious. She watched as Brad undid each button.
“For one thing, that you have great tits—I mean breasts,” said Brad. He pulled Michelle’s blouse open to reveal her full breasts, her nipples stiff. “Wow,” said Brad. “They’re even more amazing than I thought they’d be.”
Michelle was suddenly shy. She covered her breasts with her hands. 
“Come on, let me look,” said Brad.
Slowly Michelle lowered her hands. 
Brad nodded approvingly. “Those guys will be so jealous!”
“You can’t tell them!” said Michelle. “I’ll lose my job!”
“Don’t worry, I won’t,” said Brad. “What did you say that time? It will be our little secret.” Brad grinned wolfishly. “Of course, if I’m going to keep your secret, I need to see a little more. . .”
Michelle cringed, was Brad going to blackmail her? Part of her was afraid, and yet another part of her. . .
She slowly slipped her hands behind her back and undid her bra strap, gathering the ends in her hands, letting the top fall down her breasts. Just a little, that was okay, he really couldn’t see much more, not really, no more than he’d see if she had a bathing suit on, or a low cut gown. . .
“Keep going,” urged Brad.
“I think that’s far enough,” Michelle said.
Brad shook his head. “I don’t know, I already saw that much the day we moved you. You were bending over with that loose top on, you wanted me to see, didn’t you?”
“I did no such thing!”
“Yes you did. Jordan noticed it too. You were shaking your tits—breasts at us, you’re a tease, aren’t you?”
Michelle never thought of herself as a tease, and she hadn’t been trying to flash them that day, and yet. . .had she unconsciously shown herself off?
“No I’m not,” she said.
“Prove it,” said Brad.
Michelle gritted her teeth and dropped her bra all the way. Brad’s eyes widened in happy surprise. “That’s much better,” he said. 
Though Michelle still had all her other clothes on, she felt totally naked standing there as Brad leered at her breasts. Yet it was a leer she craved.
“For that I won’t tell everyone,” said Brad. He bent over and took a nipple in his mouth, sucking hard. Michelle gasped, it was too much, but instead of pulling back she grabbed the back of Brad’s head and pulled herself into him.
“Except Jordan,” laughed Brad, and his mouth was back on her, Michelle’s knees growing weak at his touch and at the mention of Jordan. She stood there unsteadily, her hand in his luscious hair, and luxuriated in how he ravished her, his exuberance just what she needed after being neglected so long.
“I want to see you too,” she said, reaching for his shirt, lifting it quickly over his head. She gasped, he had an honest to goodness six pack, his stomach as flat as slate. She’d never seen a body like that in real life, it was the kind of body she stared at in magazine ads, always thinking they were fake.
She ran her hand over his chest, missing his mouth on her breasts but mesmerized by Brad’s slick skin. “You’re beautiful,” she said, kissing him on the breastbone, her hands on his hips, in that magic spot she loved, just over his waist, the little man dimple, not an ounce of fat.
Suddenly Brad reached down and grabbed her thighs, effortlessly lifting her clean off the floor. Michelle yelped, grasping, her legs wrapping around him. Brad carried her over to the bed and fell atop her, his weight spreading Michelle’s legs open.
“We can’t, it’s not our bed. . .”
“It’s on the list to be moved, isn’t it?” said Brad. “How will they know?”
“But—”
Brad quieted her with another hard kiss, Michelle’s hands on his chest, fending him off, but as his kiss grew more insistent her hands lost their will, and then they were around him instead of holding him at bay. Brad ground his crotch into her, and she could feel his stiff erection, her skirt askew, nothing but the thin fabric of her panties and his loose shorts keeping them apart.
Michelle forced her hand between them, trying to fix her skirt. She felt so slutty, but as she struggled to grasp the hem she brushed against Brad’s erection, his heat searing the back of her hand, and automatically she pulled away, she shouldn’t touch him, no. . .
Her hand shot up to find her skirt, but instead it slipped under Brad’s loose shorts, and her fingers were on him, the heat pulling her instead of driving her away. She grasped his cock, gasping, so thick, even her long fingers not able to reach around him, it was so hot. . .
Brad groaned, his tongue mashing into her mouth, Michelle swore she could feel him throbbing in her hand. He was pushing against her so hard she felt her hand would break, but she didn’t want to let go, she couldn’t let go. 
She had to stop this, but Brad’s heat was contagious, she was lost in it, in him. She started stroking his cock, she’d cool him off, she was sure he’d come fast, didn’t all young men do that? Then she’d be able to escape.
Brad lifted his hips slightly, taking the pressure off, letting her work her magic. Michelle was smiling, it felt so good to have a cock in her hand, to excite a man, it was an amazing thrill, one she’d forgotten.
Brad was pulling down his shorts with one hand, the other hand under her skirt, Michelle wanting to draw some line, letting him see her breasts was one thing, touching him through his clothes, okay, but she couldn’t let it get past that.
Brad kicked off his shorts and underwear in one swipe, without losing contact, his rock hard abs pushing against her belly, so warm, heat flowing from his chest to hers. His hands were everywhere, like he couldn’t get enough of her, on her breasts, wrapping around her calves, running up her thighs, between her legs. . .
She gasped as his strong hand folded over her mound, it was as if he had squeezed a sponge, her juices flowed out of her, drenching her panties.
“You’re wet,” growled Brad in her ear. “I haven’t even touched you.”
You’ve been sucking on my breasts and I have my hand on your cock, thought Michelle. Don’t you know that’s enough to excite a woman? But she squeezed her legs together, her wetness embarrassing. She continued to stroke him, hoping to get him off fast so she could escape as she should.
“No handjob,” said Brad. “I can get that from anyone. I want more.” Without waiting for an answer he shimmied down her body, dragging his tongue against her skin, his light beard electrifying it its scratchiness. He roughly shoved her skirt up and yanked her panties aside, Michelle feeling the rush of air and his hot breath, still fighting to keep her legs together, she couldn’t let him. . .
Too late, Brad’s tongue lashed across her clit, her hips shot off the bed, he had no finesse, only raw desire, no foreplay, no gentle leading up to her most sensitive spot, just a rifle shot onto her raw demanding nerve. It was too much, yet instead of squirming away she grabbed his head as she had before, pulling him down, harder and harder, she’d never wanted to be licked so much in her life, it had been years. 
Brad’s tongue was as hard as his muscled arms, stiffly driving across her clit, her labia, relentless, like no one had ever licked her before. He didn’t know what he was doing, too focused on her clit, and yet it was perfect, his inexperienced tongue a million times better than her fingers, his raw sex making a joke of her years of self derived pleasure.
Her fingers caught up in his hair, now he was biting at her clit, nibbling, then his tongue again, pressing hard, his lips sucking, Michelle’s hips impossibly high off the bed, her heels digging into something, she didn’t know what, the floor, Brad’s calves. . .
She exploded into his face, into his mouth, and for the first time in her life she screamed, her orgasm overwhelming, her eyes fluttering, she almost blacked out from the release. Brad didn’t stop, his tongue a flurry, her clit swelling in his mouth, her fluids gushing. 
Michelle couldn’t take it any longer, sensitive beyond belief, so she pulled him up, the wetness spreading onto her inner thighs.
She wrapped her arms around him. He was so beautiful, she just wanted to hold him tight, let him know how good he had made her feel, yes, like a real woman. She lifted her head to kiss him.
“Wait,” he said, rubbing his mouth with the back of his hand, “let me clean myself off.”
“Silly boy,” she murmured, pulling his head down, her lips wrapping around his mouth. 
Brad hesitated, then kissed her back, gingerly at first, then when he realized how much she wanted it, he thrust his tongue in her, still exuberant, Melanie tasting herself.
“None of the other girls ever let me kiss them after,” said Brad.
Michelle slapped him playfully on the cheek. “Two things you need to learn. First, every woman is different, some of them love it. And second, more important, when you are with a woman, you should never talk about another woman.” He had more things to learn, she thought, although right now she certainly couldn’t complain.
“Sorry, Mrs.—I mean, Michelle.”
She kissed him again, still half jumbled in her clothes, her skirt caught underneath, her panties twisted. She didn’t care, she was wet with lust and sweat. Brad’s weight was on her, a nice feeling, not smothering, and she shifted her body so she could feel his skin. He moved too, grinding his hips, his cock seeking her opening, and then his hand was between them, pulling aside her panties. He growled in frustration, grasping the thin material, yanking it, tearing it away, and he was on her, spreading her legs, his cock poised at her entrance.
Brad drove his tongue in her mouth and his cock in her pussy at the same time, not waiting for her, not asking, not seeing if she was ready, just a powerful thrust which overwhelmed Michelle. She succumbed to his strength, her pussy tight, constricted even with all her wetness. It had been so long since she’d had a man inside her, she’d never felt so opened, so stretched. She gasped into his mouth, it was almost painful, he drove deeper, deeper, her entire pussy forced open.
Then he started to fuck her.
He was wild, pumping, Michelle had never been fucked like this, like an animal, she was being taken, and yet she felt she was being wanted rather than defiled. Brad’s powerful legs slammed her against the bed, his beard on her neck, his thrusts threatening to drive her through the mattress.
Michelle was out of her mind, she’d never had this kind of lust directed at her, it was utterly overwhelming. If she’d seen a video of this she would have recoiled, this wasn’t the way to make love, to have sex. . .
Yet in the throes of it, it felt so good, to be wanted, to have a handsome young man want her this much. . .
Brad started to grunt, over and over, louder with each thrust, she’d been so lost in the feeling she’d not been thinking. . .
“No, no,” she warned, “you can’t—”
“Arggg!” yelled Brad, “I’m coming!”
He drove his hips into hers, his cock buried deep, Michelle feeling him spasm inside her. 
She wasn’t on birth control.
She was frozen, his body jerking, his seed shooting into her unprotected womb. Michelle grasped at his back, her fingers scraping, not pushing him away, the utter taboo of it, fucking a man so young, his virile seed filling her, aroused her beyond imagination. She should have been fighting to get away, but instead she wrapped her legs around him, grabbing his tight ass in her hands, spreading her legs as wide as she could to receive his gift.
When he finally subsided he started to lift off her, but she held him close. “Another lesson,” she whispered, feeling like Mrs. Robinson. “Don’t be in such a hurry.”
Brad lifted his head to look at her. “That was incredible. I don’t think I’ve ever come so fast.”
Michelle smiled, Brad not realizing that wasn’t necessarily good, but for her right now it made her feel special, still being able to turn a man on. “You think that was good? How about this.” She stared into his eyes. “Stay as still as you can, okay?” Michelle tightened her vaginal muscles, a trick she had read about in a magazine, she thought it was a joke until she had tried it on John years ago, the kegel contraction with a cock inside. 
She squeezed her muscles, she was out of practice. She shifted her hips, did it again, and then again, getting back into the flow, seeing Brad’s eyes widen, feeling him begin to harden inside her.
“What are you doing?” he asked.
“Shh, just be still. You did all that work, now it’s my turn.” She continued the contractions, milking his cock, reveling in the joy on his face. 
“That’s amazing,” he said.
“Roll over,” she ordered. “I want to be on top.”
They flipped, Brad pressed against her so he wouldn’t fall out, Michelle spreading her legs around his hips, looking down at her hopelessly wrinkled skirt, beyond caring. She’d just fucked a man half her age, someone she worked with, in a customer’s house, her skirt was nothing. She jerked her muscles, getting back into it, real muscle memory. She laughed at the thought.
“What’s funny?” asked Brad.
“Nothing. Just lie still.”
That’s what she wanted now. He’d taken her, he’d fucked her, now she wanted to fuck him, she wanted to ride him like the bull that he was. She started to gyrate her hips forward and back, timing it to what she was doing in her pussy, his cock hardening, she leaned forward, she wanted it right there. . .
He was hard again, amazing, all that talk about younger men recovering fast, it was all true, at least with Brad. She’d never before tried this, Jack was a once and done husband. Fuck Jack, she didn’t want to think about him. To push him out of her mind she ground her hips into Brad, riding him, using his cock.
Brad reached for her clit, but she pushed his hand away, she wanted expertise now, her pussy too sensitive. She pressed her own fingers against her clit, pressing, pressing, lifting her hips so Brad’s cock hit her g spot, he probably didn’t even know what that was.
Faster and faster she rode him, getting wet again, and yet he was still tight inside her, his girth plus her compressions. His eyes were on her, she thought she must look a mess, her hair wild, her makeup smudged, yet Brad didn’t seem to care, he splayed his fingers against her breasts, her teats brushing against his hands, her fingers on his smooth chest, so beautiful. . .
“I love your tits,” said Brad, “I mean your—”
“Tits,” gasped Michelle. “Say it, tits, you love my tits, you can say it. . .” She wanted to hear it, because that’s how college kids talked, they didn’t say bosoms or breasts, it was tits they lusted over, she wanted Brad’s own words.
“Your tits,” he grunted, grabbing at them, pulling the nipples, reaching out with his mouth, but Michelle was bouncing too hard, her breasts—her tits—swaying wildly over his face. Brad finally mouthed a nipple, sucking, like he wanted her milk, and the wickedness of that thought pushed her over the edge, she came all over his cock, not waiting for him, she couldn’t.
She shuddered, the orgasm different from the first, long and deep, her pussy gasping, pulling at his cock. Brad grabbed her by the shoulders, his fingers strong, waiting for her spasms to subside, then he said, “Now you hold still.”
Michelle tried, yet her heart was beating so fast she wasn’t entirely still. Brad’s fingers tightened on her hips, locking her in place, then he drove his hips upward. “My turn,” he said, and Michelle felt him swell inside her, he was coming again, his cum mixing with her wetness, a rocket sending his seed up into her inner regions. She’d never had so much cum in her at once, the very thought sinfully erotic.
Maybe he knows a thing or two after all.
After his final spasm she bent down to kiss him gently on the mouth. “That was amazing,” she said, truthfully.
“My first real woman,” said Brad, shaking his head in wonderment. “Jordan was right.”
“I told you.”
Michelle yelped at the voice from the doorway. She grasped for the covers, but they were tightly tucked on the bed, she had no way to cover herself. She tried to hide behind Brad, feeling ridiculous, she was caught, half naked with a naked man, her hair wild in a just fucked look.
Jordan was standing in the doorway, making a clucking sound. “This isn’t right,” he chastised.
Michelle was still trying to cover herself up. “Jordan, I can explain. . .” 
Jordan leaned against the door, grinning. “I can’t wait to hear this. Maybe I should get Mr. Jameson on the phone?”
“No please!” said Michelle. “I’ll do anything!” The enormity of what she had done suddenly hit her, she could lose her job.
“Anything?” asked Jordan. 
Michelle hadn’t meant it like that, it had just come out. Her hands still covered her breasts, foolishly, it wasn’t like she could hide all of herself. 
Jordan smirked, Michelle anxiously waiting for price he would make her pay to keep this secret, what he would make her do. He seemed a little cockier than the last time they had met; he was in the driver’s seat, and knew it. He also must have known how hot he looked, today wearing a sleeveless tank top, showing off his wide shoulders and bulging biceps. Like the first time she’d seen him, Jordan wore tight football exercise pants, his massive thighs outlined in the slick fabric. 
“What do you want?” Michelle asked, her voice shaking.
Jordan licked his lips. “First, I want to see what you showed Brad.”
Michelle hesitated, then realized not only did she have no choice, but it was foolish to pretend. She’d just had sex with Brad, could she actually say no to showing Jordan her breasts?”
She slowly lowered her hands.
“Hey Brad, get out of the way.”
Brad smiled and got up, leaving Michelle alone and half naked on the big bed. She had the urge to cover herself again but forced herself to keep her hands to her side, realizing she must look a wreck, her skirt still wrapped around her waist, one shoe on the floor.
“Nice rack,” said Jordan. “Even better than when you flashed us.”
“I did no such thing!”
Brad grinned at her. “Told you.” 
Jordan came over to the side of the bed. “How come your nipples are so red?” He reached down and took one of her nipples in his big hands, milking it.
Melanie flushed in embarrassment. “I—”
“She likes them sucked really hard,” said Brad. 
“Do you?” asked Jordan.
“No, I mean—”
“You seemed to like it when I was doing it,” said Brad. 
Melanie couldn’t believe this conversation, two men were discussing what kind of sex she liked. “We need to talk about this—”
“Talk?” asked Jordan. “Brad, did you two talk?”
“Not much. My mouth was pretty full.”
Brad and Jordan laughed. “So that’s not very fair,” said Jordan. “You didn’t talk with Brad, and now you want to talk? Or were you doing all the talking when Brad’s mouth was full?”
“She mostly just moaned,” said Brad.
“Maybe her mouth was full too?” asked Jordan.
“We didn’t get to that,” said Brad.
“That’s the best thing I’ve heard so far. Now I can get something you didn’t,” said Jordan. He pointed his crotch at Michelle’s face. “Come on, do it.”
Michelle shuddered. Part of her wanted to get up and run, but the sex with Brad had turned her on so much igniting a craving she didn’t know she still had. And Jordan was so sexy, not only his looks, but in his cocky demands. 
And she had fantasized about him, so many times. . .
She slowly reached out and laid her hand lightly on Jordan’s crotch. Something rock hard underneath his pants, could he be wearing an athletic cup? Her fingers traced along the edge, down, down, no, it couldn’t be. . .
“Keep going,” urged Jordan.
Disbelieving, Michelle’s fingers went along his thigh. She squeezed, it was still too hard to be a cock, too long. . .she gasped as she realized what she had thought was part of his leg muscles was actually his cock, running along his leg.
“Take it out,” said Jordan.
Michelle looked up into his eyes. Is this what she wanted? To be ordered around by a cocky young man?
She’d never been in this position, ever. She never even imagined it would be what she’d like, to be told what to do. On the other hand, she never imagined she would have sex with a man as young as Brad, and that had been one of the great thrills of her life.
She unzipped Jordan’s pants.
Still gazing into his eyes, she reached into the narrow slit to pull him out. But it was impossible, his cock so stiff she couldn’t manage. “Do you always walk around like this?” she teased.
“Just when I see you,” he said. “I’ve wanted you since the minute I saw you.”
“Wait til you see what she can do,” said Brad.
“I’m sure you know a lot,” said Jordan. “You’ve had years of experience, right?”
Michelle was still trying to free Jordan from his tight pants. She finally managed to get her hand inside, his cock hot with anticipation. She couldn’t get her fingers around it and had to use two hands to wrestle it out, and when Jordan’s cock sprang free it slapped her in the face.
It was the thickest, hardest cock she’d ever seen. Brad’s had been big, way bigger than her ex husband’s, yet even though Michelle hadn’t seen all that many cocks she realized this one was extraordinary.
Where Brad’s was smooth and straight, Jordan’s was lined with thick veins, like the muscles on his arms, and the head had a hint of a curve to it, pointing up, at her mouth. . .
“Lick it,” said Jordan.
Michelle reached out with her tongue, flicking it over the slit, then around the head. She was oddly turned on by being told exactly what to do. She started to stroke his shaft, but Jordan pushed her hands away.
“Just your pretty mouth,” he said.
“I’ll help,” said Brad. He moved to the other side of the bed and grabbed Melanie’s arms, pinning them behind her.
“That’s good,” said Jordan. 
If they think this is a problem, they don’t know older women at all, thought Melanie. I could make John come with just my tongue. . .
She bent her head and flattened her tongue, making it hard, and ran it along the bottom of Jordan’s shaft, the tip of his cock brushing the top of her forehead, amazing. Then she switched to the top, going down, forcing her tongue into his pants to reach his base, back and forth, top to bottom. Each time she licked the top Jordan’s cock pushed against her neck.
“Suck it,” said Jordan.
Melanie was hoping he’d say that. She’d lost all her inhibitions, she’d crossed the line with Brad, there was no way to undo that. Her only hope now was that she could please Jordan enough so that he wouldn’t tell Jameson.
And she wanted his cock.
She opened her mouth as wide as she could and took it, the first time she’d sucked a black cock. Somehow it felt more erotic, the darkness against her skin, her fingers seemed so puny against it’s thickness. She swirled her tongue over the head, increasing the pressure of her sucking as she became more aroused. 
She wanted to look at Jordan, to see if she was pleasing him, and when she looked up she was surprised to see him staring at her, not with his eyes closed like John used to do, not in his own world, thinking about who knows what, maybe even another woman. None of that. Instead, Jordan was locked on her. 
“Biggest turn on in the world, seeing a beautiful woman suck my cock,” said Jordan.
The decadent compliment only made Michelle want him more. She wanted to be the most beautiful woman who had ever sucked him, she wanted him to remember this forever. She alternated gentle sucks with hard ones, using her tongue, using her lips, putting all her experience to work, she was going to give Jordan the best blowjob of his young life, one he’d compare every other blowjob he’d ever get to this one.
“Take all of it,” said Jordan.
Michelle went down deep, knowing there was no way she could take it all. She did her best, but only managed half, if that, having to come up for air, gasping. She tried to relax her throat, diving in again, maybe making it down another inch, fighting off the urge to gag.
Suddenly rough hands were on the back of her head. Her eyes widened in surprise, not Jordan, it was Brad, pushing her against Jordan’s cock. Melanie shook her head, her hands flailing, but they were still being held behind her back by Brad. Deeper and deeper she was forced onto Jordan’s cock, she’d never had a cock so deep, she struggled, it was in her throat. . .
Brad finally let go, and Michelle pulled off, gagging, juices in her mouth, her lip quivering.
“Damn,” said Brad. “That’s one big cock you got, dude.”
“She got a lot of it in her mouth,” said Jordan with amazement. 
“Make her do it again,” said Brad. “See if she can take all of it.”
Jordan laughed. “That’s impossible, you know how many women have tried? Michelle got more of it than any of them.”
Michelle hated gagging, but there was something about having her mouth filled with such a huge cock, a turn on she’d never expected. Without waiting for Brad to force her again, she started working down Jordan’s cock, slowly, relaxing her throat, fighting off the panic, her lips moving along the skin, breathing through her nose. The effect it had on her was electrifying, the fullness in her mouth a thrill.
She felt Jordan moan right through his cock, it jerked in her mouth, yet still she kept going, deeper, deeper. She knew about deep throating, she’d never tried, she’d never be able to do it, yet she kept going, the head now far in her mouth, against her throat, going down. . .
She gagged again, it was too much, she pulled away, her throat fighting for release, her pussy contracting, perhaps jealous, wanting that big cock.
“Damn,” said Jordan. “You almost had all of it.”
“Just give me a minute,” gasped Michelle. “I’ll try again.”
“Enough of that,” said Jordan. “When I blow my load in your mouth I want you to taste it, I don’t want it just shooting down your throat. I’m going to fuck your beautiful face.” He grabbed the back of her head and did just that, driving his cock in her mouth, using her hair to pull her back and forth, Michelle too stunned to resist, she’d never done this either.
She heard Brad cheering her on, or cheering on Jordan. It was impossible to think of anything else other than the huge cock filling her mouth, degrading and yet an incredible rush, juices rushing to her pussy, she wanted to touch herself, but she had to keep her hands on Jordan’s thighs, to give her just a little respite, otherwise she would have gagged again.
“So good,” said Jordan. “I knew you’d be good at this.”
Michelle smiled around his cock, she loved these compliments, it had been so long since a man had appreciated her at all. So what that it was two hot young men talking about her sexual prowess? She never considered herself extra special in bed, and so the words were intoxicating.
Brad had finally released her hands. She started stroking Jordan’s cock to his thrusts, slowly taking over, and soon it wasn’t Jordan who was fucking her mouth, she was doing the mouth fucking, one hand on his shaft, the other on his balls, huge and hard, they must be filled with cum, the idea turning her on so much she would have screamed if her mouth wasn’t so full.
“Get ready!” said Jordan. “I’m going to shoot it, oh man, take it!”
Even with the warning Michelle was stunned, the first thick spurt shooting so hard it went right down her throat. She pulled back just a little, or tried to, Jordan was pushing forward, Michelle so wanted to taste it, and she did, the hot creamy viscous saltiness filling her mouth like she’d never been filled, forcing her to swallow, and even then Jordan kept shooting, filling her mouth again.
“Fuck!” yelled Jordan.
Michelle massaged Jordan’s balls, wanting to get every drop, his musk filling her nostrils, her mouth exploding with sensation. Her hand dropped to her pussy, even though it had been licked raw by Brad she needed to touch herself.
“You got her turned on by coming in her mouth, she needs more,” said Brad.
Jordan pulled out of Michelle’s mouth, his cock still thick and long even after he had come. “Let’s get her naked, I want to see all of her.”
Brad flipped Michelle over on the bed, laughing, pulling at her clothes, and together he and Jordan stripped off her skirt. When she was naked she felt oddly insecure about her body, these young men were used to seeing girls without blemishes, tightly toned thighs, no lines or wrinkles.
“Hot mama,” said Brad.
“I like that pussy,” said Jordan, spreading her legs over Michelle’s protestations. “Come on, let’s see.”
“Wait til you get inside it,” said Brad.
Michelle’s pussy was still soaked from her own arousal and Brad’s cum, and though she wanted more she was reluctant to spread her legs. 
“You have one great body,” said Jordan. “Stand up.”
“What?” 
“Stand up on the bed.”
“Jordan, no, I—”
“Stand up.” Jordan’s voice was hard, accepting no argument.
Michelle gingerly got to her feet, standing between the two of them, feeling so exposed. Somehow this was harder to do than having sex, the sheer surrender of it, being examined.
“Those tits look so good from down here,” said Brad.
“And that pussy. She’s wet, did you come in her?”
“Twice,” said Brad. “I filled her up.”
“We’ll see about that,” said Jordan.
Michelle cringed, she couldn’t imagine that Jordan would be able to recover as fast as Brad, and there was no way she could take his cock anyway, no matter how wet and opened she was.
“Can I get down now?” she asked.
“Say please,” said Jordan.
“Please.”
“Okay, since you asked nicely.”
Michelle started to step off the bed but Brad grabbed her ankle and pulled, and she fell in a heap on top of them. 
“She wants more,” said Brad. “She can’t get enough of us, and I already made her come twice.”
Michelle struggled to free herself, she was feeling so dirty and decadent, she’d never been with two men, let alone one coming in her twice and the other in her mouth. She’d loved every minute of it, but it was time to act grown up.
One thing she needed to resolve. . .
“You guys aren’t going to tell, are you?”
“That depends,” said Jordan.
Michelle was afraid to ask. “On what?”
“On whether you can come again,” said Jordan. “And no faking, I can tell.”
“Jordan, I don’t know, I’ve never. . .”
“I guess I’ll have to call Mr. Jameson right now,” said Jordan. “Tell him that you are a bad influence on the help, seducing naïve young men.”
“What? I didn’t seduce—”
Brad was laughing. “That’s how he’d see it though. And when he finds out that you did it in a customer’s house, he’s going to be pissed.”
“You guys will get in just as much trouble,” said Michelle.
“Hey, this is our last week at work anyway. So what if he fires us?”
Michelle didn’t know whether to believe him, she felt about to cry, when both Brad and Jordan burst out laughing.
“Got you!” said Brad.
“You jerks!” said Michelle.
“Look out about who you are calling a jerk,” said Jordan. “You just sucked my cock.” He bent over Michelle and took one of her breasts in his hand. “I want this now.” 
He pulled her nipple into her mouth, Michelle shivering, her teats still sensitive from Brad’s ravaging, her eyes closing, caught between pleasure and pain. Then Brad’s mouth was on her other breast, another first for her, both her nipples being sucked at the same time.
Michelle forgot all about the job, about Jameson, about being in a stranger’s bed. She lay back, in bliss, not only from the sensation, but from the thought of two beautiful men wanting her. And still wanting her after they’d had their release.
“Mmm,” said Jordan.
“She said she fantasized about me,” said Brad, working his mouth around her hard nipple.
“Bullshit,” said Jordan.
“Tell him,” demanded Brad.
Michelle could barely talk, she was in heaven. “I did. Both of you. . .”
“That’s better,” said Jordan. “What were we doing?”
The vision filled her head, impossible to ignore. “It would be easier if I showed you,” she said.
She gently untangled herself and stood by the bed. “Come with me.” She giggled, not meaning anything by her words, but why not?
Brad jumped out of bed, enthusiastic as always, Michelle amazed, he had yet another erection. Had young men been like this when she was in college? It was so long ago she couldn’t remember, she was so busy keeping them from getting in her pants.
Now she wanted them everywhere in her.
She took Brad by one hand and held the other one out for Jordan. “Come on. If you can get it up again, that is.”
Jordan grinned at her and stripped off his pants, revealing his growing erection. “More to come,” he promised.
Michelle took him by her other hand and led them into the huge en suite bathroom. As she had hoped, there was a long vanity with a double sink. She thought about turning on the shower, letting the steam fill the room as it had in her fantasy, but she didn’t want anything to obscure the view of these two perfect male bodies.
“The bathroom?” asked Brad.
“Remember all that experience you keep talking about that I have? Just trust me.” She patted the granite vanity. “Sit up here.”
Brad didn’t hesitate and jumped up on the vanity, his cock sticking straight up. “It’s cold,” he said.
“I’ll fix that,” said Michelle, and bent her head, letting her hair flow over Brad’s cock, tickling, teasing, her hands on his thighs. In one smooth movement she took his cock deep in her mouth. After a minute of sucking him she lifted her head. “Better?”
“Much,” said Brad. 
Michelle looked in the mirror, seeing Jordan behind her, just as she had fantasized about him before. No, much better, the real Jordan was better than her fantasy, he was stronger, his cock bigger, his attitude commanding, his scent stimulating. Their eyes met, and for the briefest heartbeat he faltered, perhaps realizing that Michelle was about to take control.
Or maybe not.
The look was gone, replaced by the self assured smile, and Michelle felt her legs being forced apart. It’s what she had wanted, it’s what she had fantasized about, and yet, it was so much more feral, more animalistic in real life. Even though she knew what was coming, even though she braced herself, she almost feinted when Jordan plunged into her, a complete and utter devastation of her pussy, her acceptance and lubrication and Brad’s cum not even remotely enough to prepare her for Jordan’s cock.
If she hadn’t been splayed against the hard vanity she would have collapsed. Her mouth opened in a wide O, she might have screamed, but Brad grabbed the back of her head and pushed her down on his quivering cock.
Jordan fucked her slow and deep, not like Brad, not out of control, instead he worked her, his thrusts deliberate, his hands on her hips, giving her no quarter. Taking her from behind, his balls hitting her ass, Michelle timing her strokes of Brad’s cock with Jordan’s plunges.
Both cocks so deep in her, she couldn’t get enough. . .
She heard a hand slap, the boys high fiving over her head, thinking they had won, but it was she who had won, Brad and Jordan were too young to understand what this was doing for her, not only physically, but mentally, restoring her confidence, restoring her entire womanhood.
She squeezed her pussy around Jordan’s cock and he groaned, Michelle smiling, she’d surprised him, she’d make it so that he’d never want to fuck another co-ed again.
She glanced up at Brad, he was looking at her, just as Jordan had when she’d sucked on him, if they only knew what a thrill that was. She was twice their age and still they wanted to see her, they wanted to watch, they thought she was beautiful. And at that moment, in this most depraved position, with her mouth full of cock and her legs spread to be fucked from behind, she’d never felt so beautiful.
The thought sent a wave through her, as powerful as the stimulation of Jordan’s cock, and she started to shake, her hips pressed against the cold hard granite, her feet curling for purchase on the marble floor, her orgasm starting not at her clit but in her mind, these two cocks in her at the same time. Both Brad and Jordan must have sensed it, they must have felt her heat and her passion right through her body, because even as she started to come Brad grabbed the back of her head and shot into her mouth, Michelle greedily swallowing, and Jordan grunted and slammed into her, his cock swelling, his thick seed powering into her pussy, her totally unprotected pussy. Michelle’s entire body shook, she mumbled around Brad’s cock, not wanting to let go, grabbing at Jordan’s ass, praying he stayed inside her, knowing it would make her orgasm last.
Michelle closed her eyes, locking the vision in her mind, not that she could ever forget this once in a lifetime experience, but still she wanted to remember every sensation.
When she opened them, she expected that it would somehow not be as good as her memory, as her fantasy, that now that she had her orgasm there would be a letdown, but instead she saw the reflection of two men, still beautiful, still arousing. And when she turned from the mirror the reality was even better.
“Wow,” said Brad.
“Told you,” said Jordan. “Milf’s are the best.”
Michelle’s heart was beating hard and fast, she should have felt like such a slut, but instead she reveled in their pleasure.
“You were right,” said Brad. “I think I’ll start calling her Mrs. Evers again.”
When she got her breath back Michelle said, “I’m going to go back to my maiden name. Simpson. But you can call me whatever you want. And,” she looked coyly at each of them, “whenever you want.”
“I bet you’d want to do all this again, wouldn’t you, Mrs. Simpson?” said Jordan.
“That would be Miss Simpson,” said Michelle, laughing, yet feeling a loss, they’d be leaving soon to go back to school.
“Mrs. Simpson sounds more like a milf,” said Brad. “And that is so hot.” He ogled her breasts. “Too bad we’re going away.”
“That’s okay,” said Jordan. “There’ll be other guys to take our place.”
“What?” asked Michelle.
“Don’t worry, they won’t be here for a few hours yet,” said Jordan. 
“You didn’t!” Michelle sputtered.
Jordan gave her his cocky grin. “Maybe, maybe not. It wouldn’t be so terrible, would it?”
Michelle shuddered at the thought, more virile, hot bodies at her beck and call. Or her at their beck and call.
Maybe it wouldn’t be so terrible after all.
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