

The top of the line Mercedes roared across several lanes of traffic. People honked as the car flew past them at a fast clip of 100 mph. Claire didn’t care when a few drivers flashed her the bird. She had other things on her mind right now. This was her time to feel free. To feel fulfilled for once.


Just a month after a nasty divorce and she was starting to feel like herself again. The divorce was long and drawn out, lawyers bickering at the large, mahogany negotiating table. Claire didn’t enjoy any of it. Seeing her former husband on the other side of the table lose custody of the children wasn’t a victory for her. She had wanted that perfect life. A home for her children to grow up in and learn from their Father. That was all gone now.


Now she was single again. Two girls in her care. One was just five and the other one was starting high school. Her bastard husband didn’t even have the kindness in his heart to send a card when she graduated from middle school. What did he care? He was probably screwing some bimbo on the desk of his law office right now.


Claire touched her hand to her face and realized her ring wasn’t on her finger. She had it on for so long that it was a surprise to look down and not see it anymore. Then she remembered she had brought the ring to a pawnshop to pay for college for the girls in the future and the memory made her almost cry as she sped down the highway.


She needed a way to take away this hurt. To take away this pain. She had tried different hobbies like cycling and kickboxing to get back into shape. The exercise has certainly done its job. Her body was hard and tone now. Lithe and flexible. She felt young again, like large sandbags had been taken off her shoulders. The only heaviness now rested in her heart. 


She pushed those stupid feelings away and concentrated on what would make her feel good now. If she kept thinking about her jerk ex-husband, she would never be able to move on. She had to move on for the sake of her kids.


The Mercedes roared with life and took her to the hottest strip in town. It was full of bars and nightclubs. Young women half her age were strutting around in four inch heels with skirts that barely covered their firm assess. The young men paraded around with gelled hair and solid color dress shirts to match their black, leather loafers. The strip was buzzing with activity tonight.


Claire slowly drove past the strip, watching all the young people getting drunk and making out. She missed feeling like that, like the whole world was out in front of you. She also missed the young men of her past. When she was in high school, she was quite the catch. Every boy and his Dad wanted to get into her cheerleader skirt. She had been so selective back then with the boys that she picked. How did she end up with such a loser in the end? It just didn’t make sense.


The roar of the Mercedes caught the attention of several young men. Boys always liked their toys loud and fast. Claire enjoyed the attention she was getting from the young men, but she wanted more. She wanted them to want her and not just the car. She wanted these young men on their hands and knees, begging to fuck her just like when she was head of the cheerleading squad.


She put the car in park in front of a group of rowdy young men. They all had beers in hand and it looked like they got out of the office just hours ago. Claire revved her powerful engine to get them to look her way. Once she had their attention, she dropped the top on the convertible and stood up in the driver's seat.


The boys all stared at her slack jawed. A few of them nodded her way and raised their beers in a salute.  Claire twisted the knob on her sound system and the speakers began to blare “Hot for Teacher”. She began moving to the music, her body caught up in the classic tune. Her fit body writhed on top of her car seat, firm breasts jutting out and her ass pointed at the young men.


Several of them put down their beers and began clapping along with the beat. Other boys walked right up to her car to get a better look at her assets.


“Yeah, get it girl,” they cheered as her fingers dipped down and grabbed the hem of her short skirt. “Let us see what you are working with girl.”


The men were cheering and making motions for Claire to lift up her skirt and it turned her on immensely. She imagined herself as one of the stars at a strip club, men with handfuls of cash throwing bill after bill to her. Claire felt herself getting caught up in the moment, caught up the music, and caught up in the adoration from these young men.


She grabbed the hem of her skirt and pulled up to reveal a completely bald pussy between her firm thighs. The guys went ecstatic, slapping each other on the back and pointing at her bald beaver. They couldn’t believe this was happening right in front of them and not at the Pink Flamingo just down the street.


Claire kept moving back and forth to the song with her sweet pussy exposed. Watching the lust in the eyes of all these boys was a huge turn on for her and she immediately felt her nipples go rock hard in the cold night. The boys all noticed her nipples sticking out now and pointed at her chest in eager anticipation.


“Show us those fine boobs too,” shouted one of the young men. Claire looked down at his slacks and noticed he had a huge erection pressing against the crotch of his pants. 


Claire smiled at him and slowly let the hem of her skirt drop. A huge groan went up from the crowd as they realized they wouldn’t be able to ogle her bald beaver. Claire wagged her finger at the naughty boys, never missing a beat as she swayed and moved to the music. Both hands went to the spaghetti straps of her tight dress and pulled them down. Her firm, succulent breasts popped into view and the men erupted in raucous cheering once again. 


“Look at the tits on this babe! They look so firm I want to just squeeze them while I lick her nipples.”


The comments from the crowd continued to get more and more graphic as Claire swayed topless in front of the men. Her boobs jiggled back and forth to the beat, hypnotizing the crowd that had gathered to watch her. As she danced, the comments became more and more graphic.


“I would motorboat this bitch for days!”


“I want to eat out that bald pussy. Show us that hot snatch again.”


“Let me put my tongue in your tight asshole.”


Claire blushed a little at that last comment. She had never done any butt stuff and she wasn’t sure she would allow a complete stranger to eat out her butt hole. Her dance began to slow as the song came to a close. The crowd realized the show was about to stop and several twenty-dollar bills were thrown into the passenger seat of the car.


“Keep going baby. I could watch you all night.”


Claire put her spaghetti straps back into place and smoothed out her dress. She dropped back down into the driver's seat and revved her engine one more time. Several men in the audience clapped to show appreciation for the show and her fit body. It was easily the best thing they had seen all night.


Some young women now joined the crowd and tried to drag their men away from the scene. They tried to scold their dates but the men didn’t seem to care as they wandered off in a new direction.


Claire smirked as she roared off the strip, speedometer pushing 70 mph as she took the ramp for the highway. The city lights flashed by, turning into lines of light all around her. She felt free now, happy. Most of all though, she was now horny. The looks from those young men was enough to push her libido into overdrive. She could barely keep two hands on the wheel as her Mercedes roared back to the mansion she had won in the divorce. She kept thinking about getting herself off right here on the freeway, but thought better of it.


Parking in the driveway, she vaulted over the door of her convertible, using her electronic key to automatically open the front door. The door slid back to reveal a grand foyer covered in beautiful hardwood floors. She left a trail of her clothes all over her hardwoods as she stalked her way to the bedroom like a cougar.


With all the lights off, she crawled between her sheets and let her legs hang open wide. She clenched her eyes shut as her hand began to slide up her chest. She thought about all those horny boys that were cheering for her and felt her erect nipple get tweaked hard between her two fingers. She imagined it was all those boys playing with her breasts, tugging on her tits and using their tongues between her legs. 


She was immediately wet thinking about a hot orgy with her as the centerpiece. She wanted the young men to pin her arms to the bed and tie her ankles to the bed posts while they ravaged her body over and over. White painted nails slowly slid down her flat stomach to settle on her engorged clit. Her clitoris was pulsing with life right now, begging her to play with it.


She ran her white nails over her pink clit and a gasp emerged from her throat. She hadn’t touched herself in so long that it was a shock to the system. Her vision of hordes of young men holding her down to eat her fresh pussy kept pounding in her head. She took her index finger and plunged it deep inside her, swirling it around her pink walls. 


Just one finger was not nearly enough though. She needed more. She needed to feel like she was being filled up with hot cock. She added a second finger to the mix while her thumb worked her clit over.


“Ughhh, ohhhhh,” she cried out. The pleasure was overtaking her now, filling every fiber of her body. She didn’t think she could hold back this orgasm now even if she tried. Her vagina was sopping wet, leaving a small puddle on the sheets. She stuffed her pussy with three fingers, the pads on her fingertips rubbing along her sensitive walls. She had never done three fingers before. The digits stretched her walls out as her thumb continued to strum her engorged clit. 


Her head shook and her breasts jiggled like custard as her climax claimed her. Her toes tingled as wave after wave of pure pleasure pounded down on her like waves from the ocean. Claire gasped, trying to catch her breath. She had never felt such power before. It was like all the sexual energy from the boys tonight was finally released in one large crescendo.


She weakly stumbled to the bathroom to wash the perspiration from her face. She looked in the mirror and realized that she needed more. She wanted this fantasy to come to life. She could no longer just lock these thoughts in her mind without acting. She was going to make her night dreams a reality.


The next day, her night of passion was pushed to the side in her mind. She had some very powerful clients that she needed to meet with and she had to focus. If she let her mind drift to those fine college aged men, she might have her words slip while meeting with an influential power broker. She needed to be on it tonight if she was going to be able to keep moving up the corporate ladder.


She pulled on her all black jogging outfit and hit the trail that ran along the ocean next to her home. She loved these mornings, tasting the salty air of the ocean and feeling the burn in her legs from the run. Exercise kept her fit and in shape. It also kept her focused on her goals.


Her ex would often send her sick emails where he would take pictures of his latest conquest. He was even so brazen as to take photos of the young bimbos while they were still sleeping in his bed.


“Look at this one Claire. So young and stupid. Ready to jump into my bed just like you were.”


His taunts got to her. When she had tried to block his emails, he just used a proxy to keep sending her the twisted messages. It was disgusting, but it also made her want revenge on him. She wanted her face covered in the cum of several studs and then she would send him the image. She wanted him to know that he wasn’t the only one that could snag a young thing.


That night, the meeting went over like dynamite. She was explosive and witty, charming the clients over bottles of expensive wine and lobster from Maine. Before the night was up, the new clients had signed on with her company for a huge contract that would reach into the tens of millions in the next five years. She had done it!


Back in her Mercedes, she tried to control the rush of landing such a big client for the team. There was now going to be a huge bonus in her future and the potential for box seats at the local stadium. Things could not be going any better, but there was something else. Something that was missing. 


Her Mercedes rolled through the streets, but she wasn’t headed home. She was looking for something. Searching for something to fill her. She was going to do it tonight. She was actually going to go through with it.


An old club came into view and she slowly pulled the car over to park on the street. The words Club Alpha were emblazoned all over the building in neon. Claire could still kind of remember the club being here even when she was in high school. It was a bit rattier now. The garbage in the back piled up too high. The signs declaring cheap beer and shots were more faded than ever.


Claire shrugged. If she was going to go through with this, she couldn’t be choosy. She stepped out of the Mercedes and locked her doors. Her high heels clattered along the sidewalk as she yanked open the door to the entrance. Inside, young men wore dress shirts and khakis. In fact, some of the young men here tonight were the same ones she had danced for earlier.


They immediately recognized her and started pointed and prodding their buddies with elbows to point out the foxy divorcee that liked to strip in the street. A huge group of guys were all smiling at her now as they approached.


“Ma’am, we would like to buy you a drink to show our appreciation for the show that you put on a little while ago. What do you like?”


“Whiskey,” she replied with a grin. “Make it a triple shot.”


All the men started to hoot and holler when they heard her reply.


“This woman knows how to party,” one of them commented.


Claire just smiled at him and leaned in close, her perky boobs pressing in deep on his chest. “Keep the drinks coming young man and you will get a lot more than just a strip tease. I am looking to piss off my ex-husband tonight. Are you ready to help me?”


The boy swallowed hard and shook his head yes as he looked over at his buddies. They all looked at Claire like a pack of hungry wolves, ready to devour her.


Claire smiled. This was exactly what she had planned. You could always count on young men to be horny and ready to go.


The most daring of the group took point and got in her face. “If you really want to piss off your husband, I think you should take on all of us. What do you think about that?”


“I think that is a splendid idea,” she said as she raked her nails up the inside of his thigh. She paused briefly before she reached his cock and he raised an eyebrow, daring her to go further. She grabbed his semi-hard erection through his pants and began to massage the big sausage like she was a butcher making hot links. The boy groaned and bit his lip as she slowly pulled his fly down.


“Why don’t I jack you off right here in the middle of the bar like a good little boy,” she said as she pulled out his dick. He was almost fully hard now as she pulled his cock out through the small opening in his pants. The boy didn’t say a word as she spit on her hand and began to slowly stroke up and down his length. He gripped the bar with his free hand, trying to steady himself, looking around to see if any other patrons could see that he was getting a hand job in the middle of a crowded bar.


Nobody seemed to notice as she continued to jack him off. With one hand she downed her triple shot of whiskey and with her other hand she manhandled his meat stick. 


“Aren’t you a bit old to be doing this,” said the leader of the group as she slowly moved her fist over his fully erect package.


Claire stopped jacking him off and looked him dead in the eye. “I can stop whenever you want if I am making you uncomfortable.”


All his buddies immediately erupted in laughter when they heard this, pushing and jostling him so that he knew they heard every word. Claire smiled and continued to slide her hand up and down his sweet meat, taking extra care to stimulate is sensitive head. 


The young man seemed inexperienced because Claire could tell he was having trouble holding back his orgasm. He twitched and shuddered, holding onto the wood bar for support. His knees almost went out when Claire decided to have a little fun with him and only stroke the first couple inches of his cock. She wanted to focus on the bell end of his cock and stimulate him as much as possible.


Gripping the head of his cock hard, she jacked him off with quick strokes, keeping her fist moving only along the first couple inches. Precum oozed from the top of the head and helped to lube up her hand as the smell of sex began to mix in with the smells of liquor and beer.


Her firm hand and quick motions were too much for the young man to handle. His eyes started to roll back into his head and his knees were quaking like a tremor just went through the whole bar. He tried to hold on to the feeling of her tight hand but his body gave in as soon as Claire spit a huge glob of saliva right on to his cock head.


The extra lubrication sped up her hand so that it was moving so fast it became a blur to all the boys. Everyone around him now had giant erections as they saw their friend about to climax all over the floor of the bar. The young man grunted and gritted his teeth, Claire’s slick fist pounding his thick cock.


“Ohhh, ohhhhhhh!” I…I…I’m coming baby. Jack me harder. Really rip my dick off.”


Claire grabbed hold of his dick with both hands now, wrapping two fists around his massive meat stick. She clamped down on the sizeable shaft as hard as she could with so much lubrication from his cock head slipping out of his slit. The young man was in Nirvana as both of her hands now slid along his dense member, concentrating at the top where he had the most nerve endings.


The first blast of cum stretched out a good two feet before landing on the wooden floor of the bar. The next couple shots were not as impressive, but they seemed to still hit the six-inch mark before they splattered against the already wet floor of the establishment.


Claire’s first young man of the night was now hunched over, grabbing his chest, completely out of breath. He went to kiss Claire but she turned him away with a hand.


“I’m not looking for a boyfriend. I am looking to fuck tonight. Any of you boys want a real show tonight, hop in my Mercedes and I will take you home.”


A dozen hands shot up all at once. Claire smiled and took her time deciding which boy would bed her. She wanted a full on orgy, but she had to restrain herself. That could come later.


She finally settled on a blonde hunk with gorgeous hair and a chiseled face to match. He was all hard lines and hard muscles and he had only one thing on his mind. That suited Claire just fine as she led him out to her car. She had only one thing on her mind as well tonight.


When they arrived at her mansion, the brakes squealed as she skidded to a halt in the drive. She wanted to fuck this young boy so bad, she couldn’t wait to get into the door. Kicking off her heels, she rushed to the door barefoot, hitting the button to unlock the front door. The blonde boy wasn’t far behind as he stripped his dress shirt off and left it just inside her foyer.


Claire immediately went to her knees as soon as they were both inside, her pink tongue coming out between her full red lips as she jerked his pants down to his ankles. 


“Take off your boxers for me boy. I want to see what kind of present I am getting tonight.”


His blue boxers dropped to his knees and his fully erect cock popped up and slapped her on the chin. Claire giggled, her eyes lighting up like this was her own personal Christmas. She slowly ran the pad of her index finger from the root of his shaft all the way up to the purple head. Blondie groaned something under his breath, but Claire didn’t hear his mumbling. She was too focused on the grand prize in front of her. 


She let one of her white painted nails slowly scrape up the side of his thigh. His balls twitched when he felt her hot breath on his very cum laden balls. Claire enjoyed looking at his hard meat tube up close and personal. This was so much better than her fantasies. 


She wrapped her hot hands around his heated shaft and watched as his knees almost buckled under him. Claire placed a reassuring hand against his flat stomach and tight abs to let him know that she was going to take care of him. Slowly, she started to jack him off. No spit for lubrication yet, that would come later. His cock responded, precum started to leak out of the purple head. The sticky fluid slowly stretched toward the hardwood floors before Claire stuck out her tongue and caught it in her waiting mouth.


This sight of Claire eating his precum seemed to really get the young man going as more precum spurted up and smeared all over his cockhead. The purple head was now shiny under the moonlight that seeped in through the window above the foyer.


“Walk over to me boy if you want this cock in my mouth.”


Claire could have easily scooted forward to envelope his shaft with her mouth, but she wanted to see how he took direction. She needed a lover tonight that would service her and not the other way around.


On unsteady legs, Blondie slowly crept forward, his glistening cock now just inches from her hot mouth. Claire smacked her lips and stroked his shaft a few more times, smearing his precum all over the giant shaft. Using her hand at the base, she slowly moved the head to her waiting lips so that she could taste his most private area. 


Smearing his precum all over her lips, Claire let her tongue come out to suck it up. The taste was a bit salty but she also detected hints of fruit. It wasn’t unlike passion fruit that she had on one of her exotic vacations so many years ago. Her tongue came out again to lap at the slit in his head, getting up more of the fluids into her waiting mouth.


Blondies eyes screwed shut and he bit his lip, trying to control his manly urges. Claire noted that it was probably taking everything that he had not to throw her on her leather couch and take her hot hole like a caveman. She rewarded him by lapping at his cock head like a tiny kitten, pre-sperm landing on her pink tongue and sliding down her waiting throat. A bit of drool slid down the corner of her mouth and she realized that she was literally drooling over this young man.


Claire pressed her lips together like she was applying lipstick and let his fleshy head pass into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the big head before making a tight seal with her lips and slowly working her way down to his pubic hair. The pleasure all over his love muscle was showing on his face as his lips pursed into a small “O”.


She kept going, pulling the whole shaft into her mouth, the head going past her tonsils and into her clutching throat. Claire felt his shaft expand her throat open wide as her body adapted to the big intrusion. She had to admit, she had never felt like her mouth was so full in her life. The base of his shaft was now tightly lodged between her two stretched lips, her red lipstick staining his pubic hair as he fully took her mouth.


Slowly backing off his shaft, Claire noted a long dangling string of spit connected her bottom lip to his turgid cock. That was how she knew that he had gone fully into her throat once the strings of spit started coming out of her mouth.


The young man clutched at her head, gripping her hair hard. Claire knew he wanted to feel more of her deep throat, but tonight, tonight this was all about her instead. She was going to get off before he did.


She stood up suddenly and took him by the hand, leading him to the music room where a black, baby grand sat unused. The young man stammered out a question.


“Uh ma’am. Can you do that thing with your throat again? I have never felt anything like that before.”


“Only if you do something for me,” she said with a smile on her lips. “I want you to get me off first. Rest your head on the piano bench over there and stick out your tongue. Do not let your tongue go back in your mouth under any circumstances.”


Blondie nodded and got down into position. Claire rubbed her hands together and squatted over his face, slowly lowering her hot cunt toward his waiting tongue and lips. Hot sex juices dripped out of her pussy onto his forehead as she slowly descended toward him. She looked down and realized that he was furiously masturbating with his cock in his right fist. 


Claire giggled and shifted her body slightly so that his tongue first came in contact with her pink asshole. The boy had his eyes closed, so he didn’t notice that he was eating out her ass. Claire felt so naughty having a young man’s tongue up her ass, but she wanted to try several new things tonight. She never felt the hot tongue of a man going up her bum before.


Blondie just kept lapping away at her asshole as she slowly slid backwards to give his access to her freshly shaved cunt. She left just a patch on top, but otherwise, it was as bare as a desert down there.


Her cunt began to gush fluids into his mouth as soon as his tongue made contact. Claire shivered and bucked, feeling blood pulsing in her temples. Her nipples were now rock hard, sticking far out in front of her. She reached down and began to play with both of them, enjoying the feeling of stretching them out and twisting them around slowly.


“Stick your tongue up my cunt college boy. I want to ride it like I would ride your cock.”


The boy obeyed, sticking her tongue up in the air like a flagpole. Claire maneuvered herself upward and then impaled herself on the wriggling pink muscle. She gasped as she felt him go inside her. First just an inch, and then the full four inches of his tongue slipped up inside her volcano hot pussy.


“Oh god, Yes. Fuck me with that hot tongue young man.”


Blondie moved his tongue back and forth inside her like a small snake, lapping at her pink walls as pussy juice poured into his mouth. He loved every drop she deposited into his mouth, struggling to get his tongue even farther in her cavity.


Claire rode his tongue hard, enjoying the feeling of something slippery and warm penetrating her. It felt so much better to have a live boy instead of all those plastic toys. Back and forth she rammed her crotch against his mouth, not caring if he could breath and not caring if he came. Claire was only focused on herself tonight.


The orgasm swept through her without warning, crashing down upon her body like a summer thunderstorm. Hot juices streaming out of her slippery cunt hole and all over the poor boys face until he was completely drenched. Claire tried to catch her breath as she moved to the side of the young man. He was still gasping, covered from the chest up in slick fluids.


Claire grabbed him between his legs before he could object and began to jerk him off at a furious pace. She drooled a long string of spit right onto his rock hard shaft as her hand worked his meat with expert efficiency. Blondie tried to groan in pleasure, but he was still catching his breath as his orgasm overtook his tingling body. White cum blasted up like a geyser, covering Claire’s face so that she was also covered in wet fluids to match her lover.


She smiled as she jogged over to her iPhone to take a shot of his handiwork. She was going to send it to her ex-husband. He would probably shit a brick when he saw the caption.


LOOKS LIKE YOUR AREN’T THE ONLY ONE THAT CAN GET A YOUNG BIMBO


THE END
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