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1. After Hours at the Library: Horny MILF Sex in Public by Ellie North

After being cheated on by my husband and a messy divorce, a great fuck is what I needed. As a college librarian, I see lots of kids in my library, but Luke was exceptional. We admired each other from afar the first week of school until he came up with an excuse to talk to me. We got to talking and ended up having steamy passionate sex in the library after hours. I seduced him, pushing him up against the bookshelves and giving him the blow job of his life. He was incredible and enthusiastic as we fucked. My experience and his passion made for a very hot and satisfying session. It helped me to own my sexuality after my divorce.

As I walked to campus, I could feel the cool of the air in that familiar autumnal way. It was the first day of the new semester. The trees were turning that burnt umber as the leaves began to die, falling to the ground. I was glad that the weather was beginning to change for the better, along with other things in my life.

After a difficult summer riddled with divorce papers, I was looking forward to the school year starting up again. I found out that my husband had been sleeping with his 25-year-old secretary. They had been doing this for a year, I later learned.

One night soon after summer had started, I didn’t have much to do and decided to stop by my husband’s office to drop off some dinner for him since he had been ‘working late’ so often. To my dismay, all I found was him ramming his pathetic excuse for a penis into his secretary who was bent over his desk. Needless to say, I filed for divorce soon after that. My whole summer had been spent in anger, frustration, and lawyer’s offices.

But the summer was over now, so I could get my life back on track and return to my job as a librarian at the local college. I had spent most of the summer indoors, mourning the loss of my marriage, but the cool of the air felt nice as I walked to campus.

The first week of school, I saw all the usual kids: the juniors and seniors who had spent the last few years frequenting the library, studying and working on projects. As a librarian, I see so many kids coming in and out of the library. I see their study groups, who they hang out with, occasional drama, what kinds of books they check out. I’ve always liked people-watching and it’s a nice way to bide time in the library.

There was one guy who stood out, though. I had never seen him before, so I figured he must be a freshmen or a transfer student. He didn’t look like he was eighteen; he looked a little older with his wide shoulders and trimmed beard. He had a nice chiseled jaw and it seemed he had a strong muscular body. I longed to rip off his shirt so that I could take a look at his strong abs and youthful chest. Although I wasn’t typically attracted to younger men, I found him very sexy.

Then again, I’d been married for about twenty years and hadn’t thought too much about men other than my husband. I had always been satisfied sexually with him, as we had a very healthy sex life. Well, up until he decided I apparently wasn’t enough. Since the divorce, though, I hadn’t taken a lover. Sure, I had satisfied myself from time to time, but it wasn’t quite the same. I’d been feeling horny, and I was getting hornier as time went on. I had been feeling like it might be time to satisfy those needs. My husband, while attentive in bed, had a small dick, and I was looking forward to an upgrade. I wanted a nice big cock to fill my pussy in a way that his never could.

That Thursday night, I decided to draw myself a nice relaxing bath. The first week of school was usually pretty hectic with students asking questions.

Steam rose from the water as I stepped into the bath. I slid down and rested my head back, allowing the warm water to wash over my body. My stomach was covered by the water with my breasts were floating, allowing my nipples to poke out of the water. Admiring my body, I realized that I had avoided looking at my body for quite a while. But I realized that my body is still incredibly sexy despite the years added to it. I was still thin with perfectly large breasts; I still had beautiful wide hips and a pretty pink pussy that was shaved and bare. Loving my body was something I’d nearly forgotten with age and monogamy.

I placed my hands on my breasts and squeezed them, enjoying the feeling of it. My skin was smooth and silky from the bubble bath, allowing my hands to slide easily along my body. I slid them down my tits, feeling my stomach and wide hips, before sliding my hand down between my legs.

I thought about this young man from the library, who I later learned was named Luke, as I steeped in my hot bath. I had noticed that he tended to stay in the library quite late. Since it was a college library, we stayed open until 2AM to allow students who stay up late to study. I found it a little curious that he had been staying that late, though. Since the students’ workload had not become so heavy this soon in the semester, not many students were staying so late in the library. Regardless, he was always there when I turned the lights off and on fifteen minutes before the library closes. He would soon stroll out after that, as if he had been waiting for the library to close.

I allowed my knees to fall to either side of the bathtub, as I slipped a finger into my wet pussy, feeling around the soft interior. I sank down deeper into my tub.

I also noticed that he often sat near my librarian’s desk and occasionally looked over at me. One time I caught him staring at my cleavage, which was framed nicely by my low-cut dress.

Sliding my finger deeper into my pussy, I started getting turned on. Smiling, I started moving my finger in and out of my pussy, feeling the softness of it as I did so.

I vaguely wondered if he was into older women. It might not be the most ethical thing to date a student, but it’s not as if I was a teacher or anything. Not that I was thinking about dating him, but I may have been fantasizing about fucking him a little in the tub. It had been so long since I’d had a nice good fuck, and by his looks he seemed like he would be. He had a muscular body, as if he played sports of some kind, and sexy eyes that contrasted his smooth skin well.

As I thought about him, I imagined him without a shirt on. I slid my fingers out of my pussy, softly brushing over my inner labia as I placed my fingers on my clit, feeling it between my fingers and gasping slightly. Young men were always so eager and horny. It turned me on thinking about him like that. I started slowly rubbing my clit softly in the bathtub, feeling my breasts as I did so. As I started rubbing my clit harder, I thought about how it would be to fuck him. I kept on rubbing harder and harder as I thought about him fucking me hard and fast. I yearned to be fucked like that; I needed it. Water was splashing with my hand moments by the time my back arched in ecstasy. I let out a satisfied moan having climaxed to the thought of this sexy man eagerly fucking me.

The next day, I returned to work at the library in red lipstick and heels. I was feeling a little extra confident from my self-love session. Fridays are usually pretty slow since most kids are out starting their weekend off by getting drunk, fucking each other, or whatever it is they do. So usually there aren’t too many kids in the library.

As the night wore on, the few kids in the library started trickling out. Except for Luke. I thought it was a little curious. By one in the morning, there wasn’t anyone but him and me in the library. I noticed him get up, browsing through the fiction section. I thought about asking if he needed help finding anything. Yet, I saw that he soon found what he was looking for and approached my desk.

“Hi, I’d like to check this out,” he said. I smiled widely with my red lips and took the book from him. He was checking out a copy of Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein, a book that I was rather fond of. I smiled at the opportunity to flirt with him. Since last night, I’d been feeling sultry and flirtatious. I’d worn my best dress and silky smooth stockings.

“Mary Shelley,” I said, impressed.

“Yeah, it’s for my English class,” he said as he looked up at me, “It’s one of my favorites but I left my copy at home.”

“And where’s home for you?” I asked, leaning over the desk, which gave him a good view of my breasts pressing together, practically popping out of my dress.

“Minnesota,” he said smiling, trying not to look down at my breasts.

“How do you like it here?” I asked, trying to continue the conversation as long as I could. He seemed like he didn’t mind. In fact, he seemed to like it, especially the view of my breasts.

“Oh yeah. I mean, I’ve only been here a couple of weeks,” he explained, “I just transferred here.”

“I didn’t think I’d seen you around,” I said, winking and turning to check out and stamp his book.

“I bet you see a lot of kids working here,” he said, leaning over the counter to make sure I heard him. It was cute; I looked back at him.

“I do indeed,” I said flirtatiously, “What are you doing here so late on a Friday night anyway?” I approached the desk again, meeting his eyes with mine.

“I don’t know. I just…” he stuttered, trying to find the right words, “I guess I just didn’t have anything else to do tonight.” He stared right at me as he said it, looking at me with his beautiful eyes. I felt overpowered by their beauty and his sex appeal.

“Why not?” I said, leaning over the desk to show off my cleavage in my low-cut dress once more. “You’re a handsome young man. You should be out with a girl or at a party.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” he said scratching his neck as he tried to find the right words. “College girls always seem so superficial to me.”

“Well, what kind of girls do you like?” I flirted, leaning closer.

“I like older women,” he said boldly, looking me in the eye having finally mustered up the energy to flirt back.

“Is that right?” I said in a sultry tone. My mind flashed to us fucking against the bookshelves….

“So you like Mary Shelley?” he said, changing the subject but genuinely interested. I appreciated that he was trying to get to know me a bit better. We ended up talking for quite a while about literature. Eventually, we wound up sitting down at one of the tables so that we could continue our conversation more comfortably.

“Oh goodness,” I said looking at my watch. Over an hour had passed while we sat there, “We were supposed to close ten minutes ago.”

“I guess we got a little carried away,” he said, reaching over to touch my hand. The moment our hands touched, I felt myself getting wet for him. I smiled up at him, wrapping my fingers around his strong hand as I leaned closer to him.

“I guess so,” I said, adding, “I liked this very much. It’s rare that I get to have these kinds of conversations. It’s nice to meet someone who shares the same interest. My ex-husband never liked talking about literature with me.” Smiling as I said the word ex-husband. He leaned in closer, squeezing my hand. I closed my eyes, letting the pleasure wash over me. When I opened my eyes, he was looking at me wantonly.

“I’d better go lock the doors,” I said, letting go of his hand and gliding over to the entrance to lock it. I turned back around, and walked back towards him. I felt sexy, confident and powerful. I walked right up to him, putting my hand on his chest.

“Ms. Preston...”

“Call me Maria,” I said. As I pressed my lips against his, he hesitantly grabbed my waist. He kissed me back soft and passionately. His wet mouth on mine, he ran his hand up my back while pulling me closer to him. I could tell that he was a little reluctant. Surely he was wondering if this was okay to be making out the librarian and it was likely that he was intimidated by an older woman.

As he kissed me, I felt like a young woman giddy with sexual energy. I forgot about my ex-husband completely, allowing myself the pleasure of this moment. He kissed me softly at first, feeling my soft lower lip between his, gently nibbling on it. I felt liberated and I wanted to continue this. I kissed him harder and more passionately, creeping my tongue into his mouth as he did the same. His passion was growing, but he was still a little unsure.

“Is this okay?” he said, pulling back. I just smiled devilishly in my red dress and took his hand, leading him so that we were in between bookshelves. That way if anyone were to walk past the library, they wouldn’t see us. (Besides, who hasn't fantasized about fucking against a bookshelf in a library?) Pushing him up against the bookshelves, I kissed him hard and passionately. With both my hands on his chest, I moved one slowly down, feeling his hard muscles as I did so. My hand was on his crotch; I could feel his firm cock pressed up against his jeans, practically begging to be let out.

My expert hands unzipped his pants without a second thought. I teased him a little bit, brushing my fingers along his boxers where his cock was. I could feel it get harder as I did so, the way his muscles contracted, bouncing his dick up into my hand. After teasing it a little, I grabbed it tightly in my hand. He gasped, looking up along the shelves.

Smiling, I took this as my cue to get on my knees. My face was close to his cock, just inches away, as I admired how thick and long it was. It was so hard and veiny; it turned me on to see his big cock so hard for me. I wrapped my fingers tightly around the base of his cock before teasing him with my tongue. I gently licked the tip, sending him into a world of pleasure. Then I licked his cock from base to tip with a wide, hard tongue. He moaned in ecstasy.

I wrapped my red lips around the head, letting him feel my warm, wet mouth, my tongue swirling around his sensitive tip. I liked to start slow so that the good stuff feels so much better. Most young men forget this part, but I could teach him. I teased his cock like that for a little while, just licking the head. I allowed my soft wet mouth to lightly run over his shaft until he was moaning so hard like he couldn’t take it anymore.

It was then that I plunged his dick into my throat for the first time. I stuck it in nice and deep so that my mouth was at the base. Pulling my head back, I sucked hard on his head and ran my hand along his shaft in beat with my sucking. My expert tongue was massaging his cock as I did so, fluttering along his shaft as it went in and out of my mouth.

I looked up at him to see his face contorted with pleasure as he was trying hard not to make too much noise. I always loved seeing that look and knowing that I’m doing my job right. My pussy had been getting wet this whole time, but I could feel it getting even wetter as I was giving him pleasure. I plunged his cock deep down into my throat while contracting my throat muscles to massage the head of his dick.

“Oh god,” he moaned, “Where did you learn to do that?”

“Practice,” I said slyly, after letting his dick fall out of my mouth, a line of saliva connecting my mouth to it still. He took the chance to grab me, lifting me up to meet his face.

“You are amazing,” he said, looking me in the eyes.

“I know,” I said, pushing him back again and getting ready to get back on my knees, but he stopped me. He pushed me back this time so that my back was against the bookshelf while he kissed me as hard as his push. I turned me on to be controlled like that, pushed around in a sexual way.

Continuing to kiss me, he slid his hand into my bra feeling up my bare tit. I moaned from the pleasure as he rolled my nipple between his thumb and forefinger. By this point, my nipples were hard as rocks.

With his other hand, he slid my dress up, running his hand along my soft thigh. He looked down at my sheer thigh-high stockings, pleasantly surprised. He slid his hand along my inside of my thigh and then started rubbing my crotch, which was wet enough to have soaked through my panties. I moaned at his touch. He bent over to slide my panties off. Stepping out of them, I wondered what he would do next.

He lifted my leg up so that it was next to his hip, still feeling my wet pussy. Slipping a finger into me, he rubbed all around my wet pussy. He moved his fingers up to my clit, rubbing it nice and hard. I could feel waves of pleasure flowing through my body from getting even wetter.

With his other hand, he took his member which was still wet with saliva. He began rubbing it up and down, jerking himself off rapidly and making his cock harder. He reached into his pocket, taking a condom out of his wallet and rolling it onto his penis. I could feel my chest getting flushed from the excitement.

With my leg still up, he rubbed the tip of his cock along my inner labia, sending me into a small fit of moaning. Suddenly, he plunged his thick cock deep into my pussy, filling up my wet snatch. I gasped; I hadn’t felt this for months and it had been driving me crazy. I could feel how much thicker his dick was than my husband's. He was slipping it in and out of me which allowed me to feel the ridge of the head rubbing against me, stimulating me more and more.

He started out slow, the way I like, moving in and out of me slowly and then getting deeper, hitting the back wall of my tight pussy. I loved a cock nice and deep inside of me; I’d almost forgotten what it felt like to be fucked like this.

I may have been a little on the older side, but my pussy was still as tight as ever. I did my Kegels every day, so I had a lot of control over my vaginal muscles. I squeezed his thick cock with my muscles. It was something he had probably never felt before sleeping with young women who often didn’t have these kinds of pussy powers. It sent him moaning, so I began doing it even more, massaging his cock with the inside of my cunt. He stopped humping me momentarily, allowing the unique massage wash over him in waves of pleasure.

With the realization that he had stopped fucking me, he started up again, faster and deeper this time, desperately wanting to pleasure both of us. He was hitting me in so many of the right spots, making my pussy feel full as it was tightly engulfing his cock.

He quickly lifted up my other leg, so that my pussy was spread wide for him and my leg wasn’t in the way. My back was pushed up hard against the shelves as his strong arms held tightly onto me. He was vigorously fucking me, his cock getting harder inside of me and my pussy just getting wetter. I was surprised with his swiftness and strength; it made me hot that he could take control of my body in that way.

Seeing how turned on I was and hearing how hard I was moaning, he started kissing my neck and nibbling on my ear. I gasped, turning my face away so that he could kiss and suck on my neck better. He ran his tongue along my neck and up to my earlobe to suck and pull on it with his teeth. The sensation was incredible, making my pussy contract without my even meaning to. I could feel the wetness building up inside of me, filling me up along with his cock.

I could feel how deep he was pushing his cock into me; it felt so good. I loved a nice thick cock deep in me. I had been missing it for years, being with my ex whose cock was pathetic compared to Luke’s (whose name I had gotten from his student ID when he checked out his book). It occurred to me that I wouldn’t even know his name if not for that, which made me hot.

He started fucking me fast, as deep as he could. I started moaning; it felt so good to be fucked like that. It had been years since I was fucked this good and I was feeling like I was about to cum. The way he was fucking me was getting more and more intense until I finally exploded.

I hadn’t had an orgasm like that in so long. I could feel it in my whole body as my pussy started contracting like crazy on his girthy cock.

“Fuck, I’m fucking cumming. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” I yelled, wanting more. He started fucking me harder and deeper and faster as I was screaming. I was pumping my hips into him the best I could at this angle, which made it so much more intense.

“You like that?” he said.

“Oh God, yes, please keep doing that,” I said, and he did. I could feel myself climaxing again as he pumped his thick meat into me over and over again.

Suddenly, he lifted me up still inside of me, holding onto my legs and brought me over to lay me down on one of the desks. He started fucking me there, still standing up. The desk was the perfect height for his cock to slip into my pink pussy. I lifted my legs so that they were resting on his shoulders. It made it feel like he was even deeper inside of me than I had imagined. I moaned, enjoying the new position.

As he fucked me, I arched my back which put more pressure on his member. He was pulling in and out of me to tease me a little. He pulled all the way out and then rammed his dick deep into my pussy over and over again. Then he started passionately fucking me hard and fast, digging his hands into my soft hips.

“Oh god… god… yes. Fuck yes. Oh god, I’m cumming,” he moaned, face contorted with pleasure. He let his breath out sharply as he held his cock deep inside of me. I started flexing my Kegal muscles again, milking the cum out of his cock.

“That feels so good,” he groaned. I just smiled, pleased with my work. He bent over me so that we were semi-cuddling as his cock was still inside of me. I could feel his hard muscular body pressed against my soft breasts. He kissed me gently and passionately. Our mouths were wet for each other and he kissed me sloppily as he sucked on my bottom lip.

He suddenly lifted himself up and got down on his knees. Luke began feasting upon my pretty pink pussy, admiring it as he did so. My pussy was still wet as he ran his tongue up and down on my clit, moving it in circles and making me moan. I’d forgotten how good that felt, and he was superb at it. He started with his tongue soft, licking my clit like a little kitty cat, before tonguing my pussy hard, putting pressure on my hard clit. It sent shivers all through my whole body.

He smiled up at me, as if asking if I approved. I smiled back at him, moaning and groaning in pleasure. I was already extra-sensitive from cumming twice, so it didn’t take long for me to climax again. The sensations built up quickly, sending me into a hot fit of ecstasy that was better than the last one. I grabbed his hair to let him know he was doing his job right, moving his head up and down gently as I pleased. I looked down at him, letting go of his hair. He looked back up at me, saw my satisfied face, and smiled, climbing back onto the desk next to me.

“That was amazing,” I panted, exhausted. He kissed me.

“It really was,” he said, “I haven’t had sex that good in… ever. You’re really good.”

“That’s what happens with years of practice,” I said, smiling at him. I ran my finger along his chest, toying with his hair and saying, “You weren’t so bad yourself.”

“I doubt that,” he said laughing, “I’m not nearly as experienced as you are.” He looked over at me, admiring my beauty and sexual prowess. I took his face in my hand, pulling it close to me to kiss his sweet lips. He may not have been as experienced as I was, but he was enthusiastic and passionate due to his youth.

“I don’t mind,” I purred, “You’re still the best fuck I’ve had in a long time. Besides, fucking older men doesn’t mean that they’re going to be good at what they’re doing,” I added, giggling. He smiled at me and cuddled his head between my neck and shoulder. I rested my head against his, glowing with orgasmic bliss.

“Do you think maybe we could hang out outside the library some time?” he asked innocently.

“I would really like that,” I said, “Maybe you can come over to my place sometime.” Smiling and drawing my body closer to his, I thought of all the fun we could have in my bed, all the different ways he could fuck me.

“I like you,” he told me, “I’ve been admiring you since I first laid eyes on you.”

“I was wondering why you’ve been staying in the library so late,” I teased, flattered.

“I’ve been working up the courage to have an excuse to talk to you,” he said shyly. “I never thought this would happen, though.”

“Well, I sure hadn’t planned on it,” I said, laughing. “But it felt so right,” I said more seriously. It really had; I hardly even thought about it as I first kissed him because it felt so natural. It felt like it was meant to happen, like this was the universe’s way of helping me get over my divorce.

After that night, we started seeing each other often. His youth helped me to feel younger as well. I had taken control of my sexuality and it was empowering. I had been held down by a man for so long, it was satisfying to explore my newfound sexuality.


2. Ericka's Heartbreak: A MILFs Revenge Sex Story by Lora Lane

Life changes and we must either change with it or get left behind. That's what my grandparents used to tell me when I was a teenager. It's funny how you can be reminded of such things at just the perfect time when life throws a curve towards you. Recently I found myself confronted with one of these situations where I had to admit that life had drastically changed in one of the most heartbreaking ways possible and then decide how to react. The way I chose to respond is easily the craziest thing I have ever done but also something I am very happy about. It's not for the faint of heart.

My name is Ericka and I am a forty-one year old mother of two. I've been married to the same wonderful man for fifteen years and life couldn't have played out better if I was allowed to order it through a catalog. Though I do keep busy with my job as the lead administrative assistant for a local engineering firm, I enjoy time with my family most of all.

Hank has been a loving, supportive and loyal husband for the entirety of our marriage. We have squabbles of course but who doesn't right? I couldn't have asked for a better partner through the last decade and half. My kids are doing well in school. Jeanie is in the honors society in high school and Marcus seems to be hell bent on blazing a path all his own as he plans to become a professional artist one day.

Life together has trained Hank and I to become a fifty – fifty team in all things around the house, including cooking. I make breakfast and get the lunches ready for the day while he gets home before I do and fixes whatever we choose for dinner every night and helps with any homework issues that might arise. I like to take a spin in the gym every afternoon to make sure I keep myself in top physical condition. Or as top condition as there is at my age with two kids, and Hank always doing his part around the house in the afternoons has always allowed me the ability to do that. It isn't like he doesn't get benefits though because the healthier I feel every day, the happier and more satisfying Hank's nights are as well. Let's just say that we are happy to have our master sweet on the complete other side of the house from the kids.

That's what normal is for me. Well, I'll back up on that a little bit. That is what life was like for me up until a couple of months ago. Things changed around that time for Hank and me.

It was a Thursday and Hank and I had been going through one of those tough spells that married couples go through now and then. He was being stupid about something and I was in turn being equally block-headed about forgiving him and forgetting it. Really it was a lot like most of our little squabbles over the years until that day when things changed. He didn't call me that afternoon to work out what we were going to do for dinner.

Hank never could decide what kind of food he was in the mood for, so I left it up to him most of the time and he never missed a call until that day. Odd as it was, I made sure to call him a couple of times and then texted several times when there was no answer. When no reply came from the texts, I called his office and asked to talk to him. Becky, one of his supervisors, said that he had taken off at lunch so that he could take care of some personal business during the afternoon.

Personal business? I wanted to demand of her what kind of personal business he was into that his wife wouldn't know about, but I didn't for fear it would get Hank in some kind of trouble. Then I began to worry if he had found some kind of trouble on his own that afternoon. It wasn't like him to miss a call.

I began to hope he had simply gone to purchase tickets to the movie I had been talking about wanting to see or maybe even a couple of weekend passes to the big monster truck rally happening at the coliseum for himself and our youngest son. I was of course completely kidding myself but what other choice did I have? Things that the little nagging voice in the back of my mind was telling me just didn't make sense. Sure affairs were tragic and terrible but they happen to people who I know and even a close friend or two. They damn sure don't happen to me. Hank wouldn't do that to me; he couldn't.

But then I sort of laughed at the way my mind was playing tricks on me. It was only one Thursday afternoon and he would probably have a good explanation for what had happened. So I waited for him to come home. I waited and waited all night until he finally stumbled in the door a few minutes after eleven. He was clearly drunk and smelled like he had spent all night in a bar with a bunch of crazies. I stood there as his gaze finally caught mine and simply said, “Goodnight, Hank,” before turning and going to bed.

That was the start and boy was it ever a bad start. The next few days were a little too good with Hank as he was trying too hard to fix whatever bit of stupid he had done that night but it didn't last. Shortly things were back to normal for about thirty-six hours before he suddenly went missing again one night. I waited up until midnight that night watching recorded detective shows on the DVR. He walked in looking and smelling much the same as the first night and I almost confronted him about what the hell he had gotten into but I decided against it at the last moment. It was possible that something strange was going on, or so the overly optimistic side of me kept saying. Over the first month his rebound days were fewer and his nights going missing doubled and then tripled.

Finally after almost two solid months of the mess I decided enough was enough. My best friend Jill suggested that I follow him around to confirm where he was going but I said to hell with that. While I appreciated her trying to help, I wasn't about to waste time and energy chasing my husband around town to confirm what was obvious. The bastard was going to have to come clean all by himself like a big boy. At the last minute I did decide to add a little flavor to my confrontation by wearing one of my skimpiest lingerie and a loose silk robe.

Glancing in the mirror confirmed how good I looked. I still keep my blonde hair long and on humid days the natural wave nearly becomes a curl that cascades a few inches past my shoulders. My blue eyes held something of a mysterious glare when I wanted them to and my body was well respectable and not just for my age. I had great genes which had always allowed me to stay thin and the workouts I regularly did kept me in good shape on top of that. Without being too arrogant about it, I could see why I garnered a lot of attention when my work took me across college campuses.

That look, complete with the awesome red lingerie was what awaited Hank when he walked into the room and it sobered him up with a start. A similar situation in the past might have seen him turn and lock the bedroom door for good measure before quickly stripping his clothes off and joining me in bed. This time was different of course.

“Oh, shit,” he panted a time or two, “You look great babe but I am so...”

“Drunk?” I interrupted, “Tired? Spent? Fucked? Have you shot your load already dear? I know you usually only have the one.”

He shook his head and propped his hand on the door facing, “Fuck. So you know.”

“No, darling,” I said in sarcasm, “I don't know. Whatever are you talking about? You mean the way you suddenly started going missing a few nights each week a couple of months ago? The way you smell like a shitty bar and a cheap whore when you come home late on those nights? Or is it the way you have stopped touching me or even looking at me with desire for the first time in our marriage? Which part do I know Hank?”

Suddenly his face changed as if he had decided to go on the offensive and he threw his hands up, “Okay, you want to do this right now? Fine. I have met someone, a girl barely over thirty and I have been spending time with her. She is wild and crazy and has shown me things that you never could.”

It hurt like a knife being driven through me but I only allowed a few quiet tears to ease out before I hit back. “How would you know how wild I can be Hank? You seemed pretty damn satisfied up until you met this hussy! I don't care if she is an eighteen year old supermodel, you can't do much better than me Hank and you knew that once.”

“I Wanted something more!” he yelled.

“You never said a damn word about that to me, your wife, you idiot! How do you know what I would be willing or unwilling to do for you? You have no idea what kind of fantasies I have had and yet stayed loyal to you. Twice a week I find myself in meetings on college campuses around the state. You talk about barely over thirty, sweetheart, I get looks of drooling desire from college hunks all the damn time and have for years! Yet, never have I even entertained the idea of being unfaithful to you and this is how you repay me?”

He didn't immediately answer and I knew why, “Oh, it bothers you that younger men find me attractive. You want to claim me as some property? We are married you stupid idiot. You don't have to claim me to have me. I am right here and have been for fifteen fucking years! How hard have you worked and how much crazy crap have you done just to try to be more pleasurable to this young slut? Did you ever imagine, ever think for one second what you might get from me if you tried that hard right here in your own bedroom?”

“Oh, come on,” he said flippantly, “You are so conservative that you couldn't let yourself do crazy stuff like the younger girls do, like this girl does for me.”

“It's not hard to pour booze down your throat and dump ash trays all over you so you smell like smoking shit, dear. I could do that.”

Hank waved a hand at me, “You know what I mean, in the bed, having sex. I've had sex in public Ericka. You know you would never do that.”

I looked down and wiped the hurt away from my face for a moment as I walked towards his underwear drawer and grabbed something clean. Walking over to the linen closet, I grabbed a towel and washcloth and handed it all to him with a stern expression on my face. “You'll need to shower in the guest bath before sleeping on the couch Hank. You never said you wanted to do wild sexual things in public, Hank. You never even considered asking me what I was willing or able to do for you, my husband. But that's okay. You want to know what I can do? Want to know what I am capable of doing? Enjoy your younger hussy and get a front row seat if you want. I'll show you what this body can do you cheating bastard.” With that I pushed him threw the doorway then shut and locked the door.

That is more or less how it went and I drew strength from the look of surprise and worry on his face when I shut the door as I lay in bed crying myself to sleep. I could tell you that I was only pissed off but that would be a lie. This is my husband we are talking about who did something to me that I never even considered was a possibility for us so yeah, I was heartbroken. It hurt badly what he had done to me. Such insulting betrayal to find sex somewhere else and claim that I was unwilling or even unable to please him like whatever slut he had found. It wasn't only heartbreak that I felt though. You better believe that I was mad as hell and already thinking how sweat it would be to get revenge on his ass.

The following Thursday was a day I was going to be on campus at a local college and I told Hank and the kids that I would be grinding hard on the college campuses that day and that they would have to figure out dinner. A wink towards Hank let him know exactly what I meant and I enjoyed the irritated look on his face as I left for work.

The engineering firm I work for does a ton of work on colleges around the state, so much in fact that they don't have enough important engineering types to attend all of the meetings. A couple of years ago my boss asked me if I would be willing to accept a small promotion that would mean my going to planning meetings around the state. It would take pressure off of the engineers and he suggested correctly that I knew as well as any of them what we did and how we could do it. It didn't mean longer hours and other than more travel than I usually am accustomed to, the adjustment was seamless. That Thursday I was scheduled for a meeting with a big state college that was planning a huge addition to their athletic complex including a brand new state of the art, all weather practice facility usable by all major sports teams all year round. That was part of the reason I thought it would be a perfect day for my revenge showcase for Hank and boy was I ever right.

I went a little on the sexy side for my business meeting attire that day with a stylish business suit that included a skirt instead of pants. The skirt stopped a little before it probably should have, revealing quite a bit of my lower thigh and my stockings. Bright red ruffles of a blouse poked out around my chest that cut almost low enough to show cleavage but not quite, serving as a kind of tease to any who were looking my way and there were plenty. My hair was perfect before I got out of the car but the wind didn't harm it too badly on the way across the campus. All in all I looked damn good and walked like I knew it. The college guys noticed.

I'm certainly not a feminist of any type but I felt like a powerful force of energy and sexuality walking across towards the meeting that day. There was parking closer to the building where the meeting was being held but I wanted to walk across more campus and passed more guys, college guys, young adult studs who were hungry for an experienced, powerful and sexy woman. I showcased everything I thought the hot guys would be attracted to as I strutted across towards the meeting, at least I showcased as much as I could without looking like a slut.

It started to appear that I wouldn't get any direct interaction with anyone before I was scheduled to be talking to a room full of old men who smelled like aftershave and thought way too highly of their ability to flirt when a basketball rolled in front of me. I glanced down at the ball and then over in the direction it had come from and saw an entire team of jocks looking at me. Half of them turned away the moment I glared at them and a few more kept staring but not in the way I wanted. One guy looked at me in a different way than the others with confidence in his eyes. He jogged over towards me with an easy smile on his handsome face.

As he came to a stop I had already seen that he was well over six feet tall, probably a starter on the basketball team from the looks of things. Looking down at me he smirked and said, “Sorry about that miss. I guess the pass got away from me.” I knew from the confident look in his eyes and the knowing smile that the pass had gone exactly where he wanted it to go.

“Really?” I bent over and picked the ball up then handed it to him with a knowing stare of my own, “You should keep a better hold on your balls young man.” Bringing my finger to my lips in a shushing motion I whispered, “Unless you need someone to show you how.”

His eyes bugged out for a split second, the surprised look quickly replaced by his confident smile. I asked him how long he would be practicing and he said for a good thirty minutes before hitting the showers. In a suggestive way I mentioned how far I parked away from the building and hinted that I might need someone to walk me safely to my car if any studs like him were still around when the meeting was over. He nodded and said that he thought he knew someone who could get me to safety and then jogged back to his game. I watched him go, wondering at once if I was crazy or daring or both.

After that it was on to business and the meeting went pretty much like most such meetings go. The college planned to build this many buildings and renovate that many more over the course of a ton of year and wanted input from all of their partners on what kind of budget space each needed. There was of course no way to know until the specific projects were divided out and plans drawn up but my boss knew they would ask such questions because they usually did, so I had a rough number I was allowed to let them have. I gave our rough estimate with a few points of interest, making it sound like I knew what I was doing the entire time. From there it went around the table with all doing pretty much the same thing. From that point the meeting consisted of a bunch of usual talking and I had to remind myself that my boss would want to see my notes to keep myself from writing yada yada blah blah or drawing pretty pictures on the paper.

Within a few minutes of the meeting ending I had mixed up conversation with the others and sufficiently rubbed shoulders with the right people so that I could excuse myself. Honestly I didn't expect anyone to be waiting out there other than maybe a few practicing late. The meeting had gone on a little longer than I thought it would and I knew the tall and handsome hunk I had flirted with would be long gone. It was probably for the best, I told myself. What was I really expecting to happen between someone my age – however great of shape I'm in – and a young college jock like that? I was kidding myself, surely.

“Walk a lady to her car?”

The voice was brooding and somewhat familiar. But it couldn't be. It wouldn't be him. I turned towards the greeting and saw him standing there all cleaned up. He was wearing jeans that looked old but were probably not, a tight t-shirt and a baseball cap with his letter jacket dangling over his right shoulder. Damn if he didn't wait for me. Butterflies began to fly around in my stomach and I felt supremely nervous for the first time since I can remember.  “Huh?”

He walked over towards me with a smile that seemed much more inviting and sweet than I figured him for when I flirted before, “I don't want you to feel threatened by anyone on this campus on the way across to your car ma'am. Are you going towards the clock tower?” He pointed roughly in the direction of my car.

I didn't know quite what to say until I heard voices behind me of the older men who I had just met with, some of which were likely his coaches and certainly the Dean was among them. A smile crept towards the side of my mouth and I nodded, “I surely am. It'd be great if you would walk me in that direction. Thank you so much.”

“No problem,” he began to walk a comfortable distance ahead and to the side of me as we began to make our way in that direction.

I couldn't quite get a fix on what his intentions were. Earlier I was certain he wanted to mix up something blessedly wrong with this sexy older woman but now he genuinely seemed to want only to walk me to the car. Maybe he was only playing up for the guys in the meeting but he seemed to really want to stay a safe distance away from me. As we turned one final corner passed the long closed building that they apparently called the clock tower because of the old clock on top of it, I began to understand that he was really only going to walk me to my car. I'd been fooling myself after all.

“The clock tower has been closed for a few months now as they rework parts of it,” he said with a point in that direction before slowing down. “It's not all that creepy for a closed building though.”

“No?” I said flippantly.

“Nope,” he said and suddenly grabbed my shoulder and spun me over towards the side wall. He lightly allowed me to rest against the brick wall and nodded towards the building, “Want to see the inside or do you really only want me to walk you to the car?”

Once again he had taken me by surprise and I didn't know quite what to say, at least not with my mouth. My eyes were another story altogether. I glared at him in want and desire. He was experienced enough at least to know what that look in my eyes meant. Quickly he took me by the shoulders and then let his hand slip to my wrist as he opened the door and led me inside. Apparently they didn't bother locking the side door or the students were the only ones who knew it was open. He led me into the darkened room and a little excitement began to creep towards uneasiness. It only served to increase my desire for the big stud pulling me towards a chosen spot.

He finally stopped and led me against the inside wall where he quickly took his shirt off and reached for my suit jacket then unbuttoned it and jerked it quickly off of my shoulders. It fell to the floor and he then removed his pants and revealed a large shaft that was standing eagerly out towards me, fully erect. I have expected him to ask me if this is what I wanted but he didn't stop, only reached to quickly unbutton my blouse and broke a few buttons off as he finally jerked it open. He pulled my bra down and squeezed my breasts before wrapping his lips around my nipple.

The pace was set quickly as he unzipped and lowered my skirt but didn't even bother taking down my panties. He only lifted me into his arms and moved the fabric of my panties to the side as I wrapped my hands around his neck. His cock slammed into me, shoving its way deep inside of me the first time and even deeper the second time he thrust it inside. My head rocked back as he waited no time at all before slamming into my hips harder and harder. I'd never had anyone enter me that hard and that fast with that much passion before and it was driving me crazy.

He knew just what he was doing as he worked over my breasts with one hand while the other rested on my butt as he rammed me so rough that I already felt my butt cheeks getting pink with the constant slap of his hips to mine. Over and over he rocked my body and I felt the first orgasm building very quickly. Just when he pinched my nipple hard I felt my climax wash over me, making him shudder and groan in pleasure.

The path for his hungry cock was even easier then as he lowered me to the floor and turned me around. I bent over and braced my hands against the wall as he pulled my panties out and I heard the thin lace fabric rip as he forcefully jerked them off of me. His hand grabbed a fist of my hair and jerked me hard back into him from behind. It felt so unbelievable that I wanted it to go on forever but I knew the pace he had set was not one for a long encounter. It didn't matter because a second orgasm rammed over my ravished body as he began moaning that he was close.

I was ready right then but he somehow held off for longer. By the time another few minutes passed, I felt the sting of his hips slamming into mine in concert with the wanting pleasure he filled me with. The big jock was claiming my pussy with the words he was groaning out, just like you'd expect a young jock to do in the throes of passion. I didn't mind one bit, actually wanted to give it to him willingly for another hour or two if possible.

Finally he pulled out and I turned around as I dropped to my knees. His hand was wrapped around his big throbbing cock as I grabbed it between my lips and took a massive load into my mouth. It was so much that I gagged a little bit before recovering and swallowing all but a little that was dripping down my chin. I wiped it with my finger and licked it off as I stood up and glared at him.

He was clearly spent and bending over at the waist, “Oh, my god, that was fucking amazing! I don't even know your name but...”

I put a finger to his lips as he stood up, “Shh... don't bother with names.” I pulled my clothing back on as I spoke, “That really was something else. Are you going to walk me to my car now?”

It looked like he could barely walk after what he had just done to me and I felt the effects of the rough encounter as well but hid it well. We walked quietly to the car and then he said, “I practice there every day for the next four months and then again in the fall. Lady, you find yourself on campus...”

I smiled and cut him off, “Who knows? Maybe we'll meet again one day. Thank you for keeping me safe on the way to my car. Bye now.”

That was it. Hank could tell something had happened by the way I acted over the next few days and I didn't hold back when I told him what I had done and asked him how it felt. He didn't like it then and still doesn't now but it has at least started a new conversation between us. Whether things will work out between us long-term is up in the air but if we do work it out and figure out a new normal for the two of us, I think I know a few terms Hank will have to meet first.


3. My Hottest Day Ever: Hot MILF Sex with the AC Repair Guy by Kaylee Jones

When Brooke can no longer take her sweltering townhouse, she places a call to the air conditioning repair place.  While she makes a run to the grocery store for ice cream, the repairman arrives.  She was expecting the older overweight balding guy with the sagging jeans, but instead she opens her door to find a tall muscled young man eager to get to work.  He soon learns the advantage of an experienced woman, and she rediscovers the advantages of youth.

I kicked the window unit and yelled another string of cuss words at the nonfunctioning appliance.  It was mid-August and I was sweating up a storm.  Not only had my main air conditioning stopped working, but now my back up system, the window unit, had also died.  It may have been 88 degrees outside but inside it felt closer to 800 degrees.

I had already stripped down to a tiny little tank top and cut off shorts, and was tempted to lose the rest of my clothing except for the fact that the repairman would be there in a few hours.  I was not sure I would survive until he got here, but I guess I had no choice.

My townhouse was nice.  I had decorated it myself after my divorce and was very pleased with the outcome.  I had been sorely tempted to just rent forever so that I did not have to worry about things such as the air conditioning, but I guess regardless, I would have to face these things.  At least when I owned the place, I could get faster service than waiting on the maintenance guy from the complex to stop by, tell me the air conditioner is broken, and then he would call for the repair guy and I could wait indefinitely.  As the homeowner, I think I got higher priority.

Anyway, so here I am sweltering away in my townhouse waiting on the repair guy.  I am not looking forward to the visit.  These guys are usually around fifty and overweight with pants that sag in the back when they bend over.  Not attractive when you are already in a bad mood!

I am so glad that children have not entered my life just yet.  That would just be unbelievable to deal with at this point.  I am enjoying my single life immensely, and have no plans to settle back down in the near future.  Sure, I am on the backside of forty, but I still look damn good for my age.  I take care of myself at the gym, and for the most part, I make the right decisions about what I eat.  And I do still get the drooling stares whenever my friends and I frequent the bars.  But overall, I do not have a significant other.  I’m significant to myself!

I decided to run to the store while I wait.  It is only up the street and the company has my cell phone number should they need to reach me during the ten minutes I will be gone.  I may just go hide in one of the freezer cabinets but we will see when I get there.

I did not even bother to put on more clothing; I just grabbed my purse and cranked the A/C on in the car while I drove.  I did not end up climbing into the freezer section, but I did hold the door open longer than necessary while I was choosing my flavor of ice cream.  I ended up with the same one I pick every time, but I like to browse.  I grabbed the mint chocolate chip and clutched it to my chest as I carried it to the checkout counter.

I guess I did not look too bad, even in my state, because the young man at the register was definitely raking his eyes over my figure.  I grinned at him and placed the ice cream down, not realizing until it was too late that the cold container had caused my nipples to tighten up under the thin cotton tank top.

I blushed slightly and tried to slide behind the credit card machine in an effort to maintain some dignity.  It was too late, the teenager was already grinning goofily.  I paid for my ice cream and made a quick exit to the car.  By the time I got home, there was a repair van parking outside my unit and I breathed a sigh of relief as I pulled into the garage.

I hurried around to the front door and whipped it open, still clutching the bag with the ice cream.  I almost dropped my frozen treat when I found myself staring at a well-built young man.  He had to be several inches over six feet tall, not quite thirty with curly dark hair and sparkling brown eyes.  His white muscle shirt clung perfectly to his damp skin so that it outlined his flat pecs and his bulging biceps.  His jeans were just loose enough to sit low on his hip bones.  And while he looked a little nervous, he did seem to be looking back at me with the same appreciation so I grinned and held up the grocery sack.

“Ice cream?  It’s a little warm outside, and even warmer in here.”

“Ms. Andrews?” he stammered.

“Oh, you can call me Brooke.”

“Oh, ok.  Brooke, I’m here about the air conditioning?”

“Well come on in before the ice cream and I both melt right here!” I laughed and stepped aside.

When he brushed past me, he smelled of ivory soap and fresh cut grass.  I felt a warm thread tickle its way through my lower belly and I shivered slightly as I watched the muscles of his back bunch and twitch as he carried his tool box.

“I’m just going to stick this in the freezer, I’ll be right back.”

I sauntered off to the kitchen, making sure to put an extra little wiggle in my slim hips.

I returned quickly, offering him a cold bottle of water as I twisted the top off of my bottle.

“Thank you ma’am,” he smiled sheepishly.

“Oh don’t start ma’am-ing me.  I’m not that old yet!” I chuckled.

He nodded, “Got it.  Brooke.”

“Unit is this way,” I pointed down the hall to the utility closet, “and I would love it if you could take a look at my window unit while you’re here.”

As he followed me hurriedly, I could feel his eyes on the swell of my ass since the shorts barely covered the curves.  I bent over more than necessary to unlock the utility closet and I could have sworn I heard him inhale sharply as I did.

****

I took my sweet time, slightly swaying my hips back and forth in front of him.  When I finally got the door unlocked and turned around with a proud flourish, I found him shuffling anxiously and trying to look casual as he stared at the carpet.

“There you go, all open and ready,” I smiled at the nervous young man.

The little hallway was narrow and I made only the slightest effort to move out of his way, and he ended up grazing my full perky breasts with the side of his arm as he squeezed past me.  The nervous young man looked appropriately embarrassed but all it did for me was increase the temptation for more teasing.

As he bent over the air conditioning unit, I admired the firmness of his round little ass before I pressed tightly to his side as though I was actually interested in this antique piece of broken machinery.  As my breasts crushed against his bicep, I heard him inhale sharply and I grinned to myself.

“By the way,” I whispered in his ear, “I didn’t catch your name.”

He twitched as my breath tickled his skin, “Andy, ma’am.”

“Now what did I tell you about calling me ma’am?”

I straightened up quickly, making my breasts bounce under my thin tank top and put my hands on my hips.  He looked up at me and happened to be exactly at eye level with the swells of my cleavage.

He stared and stuttered, “Sorry.  Brooke.”

“That’s better, Andy.”  I cocked one hip out and smiled at him.

“So what seems to be the problem with this old thing?” I asked as though I would understand his answer.

“I think it’s just out of Freon.  I have some in my van.”  He had stood upright and was trying to stare over my shoulder to avoid looking at what I was so clearly offering him, but his eyes kept drifting down to the curve of my cleavage.

I nodded, “Sounds good.  I’ll be right here.”

He scurried off to collect whatever it was he had just mentioned.  I dashed to the kitchen and snatched an ice cube from the freezer.  I ran it over my flushed skin, leaving my collarbone glistening with moisture and my nipples taut under my thin cotton top.  I was becoming more and more convinced that I had to seduce this young man.

When he came back, I thought at first he was going to drop the sloshing container.  He gathered his focus and continued toward the hall closet.  I grinned and followed him again, running the ice cube over my cleavage until it melted completely.

It seemed a simple job of just filling some part of the air conditioning unit with the liquid.  He was finished in short order, and was able to crank the infernal device back on.

“You seem a little warm.  Can I offer you some of that ice cream I just picked up?”

He paused and gave me a long hard look.  I leaned back against the door frame, making sure all of my curves were revealed through my skimpy clothing.  My breasts were thrust out with their perky nipples clearly visible, my waist nice and trim, and the shorts barely covered my ass.  I was angled just perfectly for him to see every last inch of damp skin in my hot townhouse.  His eyes moved slowly from my neck, over my collarbone, down my breasts and stomach, and then all the way down my legs to my pink toenails.

Andy shoved his hands into his jeans pockets, causing them to sink lower on his slim hips.  The tee shirt was now untucked and I could just barely see the hint of his defined abs peeking out.  The shirt still clung to the flat hard planes of his chest and his biceps still threatened to split his sleeves in two.  The entire scene made me want to run my tongue over the definition of every muscle.

He cocked his head to the side and finally grinned at me.

“Sure thing, ma’am.” He emphasized the word ma’am.

I crossed my arms over my chest, accentuating my generous cleavage even further, and feigned anger.

“Now Andy, we talked about that.  Bad boys don’t get ice cream you know.”

He took a step closer and crossed his arms over his own chest.

“What do bad boys get instead?”

I wagged my finger at him and chuckled, “Now there’s the question of the hour.”

He flashed me a cocky grin and closed the gap between us.

“Maybe we can save the ice cream…” he whispered, only inches from my face.

My heart raced at the nearness of this sexy young man and the fact that he seemed willing to play whatever game I had started made my body tingle for his touch.  I rested my palm against his pec and looked up at him.  His body was firm and warm under my hand and I fought the urge to touch more of him.

“Are you old enough to handle me, Andy?” my voice sounded throaty to my own ears.

“Are you young enough to handle me, Brooke?” he retorted.

I burst out laughing at his brilliant response, and he cut my laughter short with a rough demanding kiss, pulling my hips firmly to his swelling cock.  I moaned softly and threaded one arm around his neck as I gyrated against him.

****

I slipped my hand down between our bodies and slowly ran my nails up the fly of his jeans.  Andy’s body shivered at the light tease so I kept at it.  I tickled and kneaded him through his clothing until the poor boy was panting hard enough to break the kiss.

“Geezus,” he breathed, taking a step back, “you’re gonna give me a heart attack or something.”

I grinned, “There is something to be said for experience, you know.”

He laughed, “So I’m learning.”

I winked and cocked my head to the side, “You want to challenge young blood against experience?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, I wonder if your muscular young body can withstand the tormenting of an experienced woman?”

His desire for sexual pleasure outweighed his good sense and he nodded eagerly.

“Whatever you can dish out, I can take.”

I grinned because he had no idea just how devilish I could be.

“What are the stakes?” he asked, looking a little nervous.

“Thirty minutes of whatever I want to do and you do not cum.  If you do cum before the timer goes off, you will be my naked handyman every Saturday for a month.”

He barked a surprised laugh, “Wow!  Ok then.  And what if I make it the thirty minutes?”

I knew he wouldn’t make it so I offered a similar prize, “Then I’ll be your naked maid every Saturday for a month.”

His eyes drank in my luscious curves and he nodded as eagerly as a little boy at Christmas.  I led him by the hand to the couch and pushed him down firmly.

“Wait here,” I instructed him and dashed off to the kitchen for the timer.

When I returned I set it for thirty minutes and grinned at him like a wolf who had found her first baby bunny.

“Anything I want to do?” I double-checked, just to make everything seem fair.

He nodded again, “Anything.”

I hooked my fingers into the hem of my tank top and slowly pulled it over my head.  I felt my breasts bounce free of the garment and I heard him gasp already.  I started to get excited at the prospect of my naked handyman.  I leaned over and brushed my nipples against his lips and pulled back just as he parted them to taste.

I slowly started to unzip my cutoff denim shorts and just as the top of my G-string peeked out, I turned around to finish.  By the time the shorts and G-string were around my ankles, I was bent over, giving him a perfect view of the firm curves of my ass and just a glimpse of my pussy.

I whirled back around to face him and slowly straddled his lap, rolling my hips against the bulge that was already pressing against the inside of his fly.  He moaned softly and slowly moved his hands to my hips.

“Uh, uh, uh, no touching.  Sit on your hands,” I ordered him.

He groaned but did as he was told.

I laughed, “C’mon, if you start touching, you’ll lose the game for yourself before I have a chance to have any fun.”

His cheeks flushed pink and he nodded.

I kept grinding and rubbing myself against him until I could wait no longer to see what I was feeling underneath me.  I slid my body down against his until I was kneeling between his parted thighs, and I unfastened the button and slowly unzipped his fly.  He squirmed at the tiny vibrations it sent rippling through his cock.

As soon as the zipper had cleared his cock, it bobbed out to greet me.  He was long and thick and hard already.  And he wasn’t wearing underwear!  No wonder I couldn’t see the waistband when his jeans rode low on his hips!

I tickled his shaft with my fingernails again, letting them drift slowly up and down, dancing back and forth.  He grunted and tried to thrust upwards but I pulled away so that he did not get the satisfaction of a good hard stroke.

When he sat still again, I reached underneath him and tickled his sensitive balls.  They felt weighty and full against my fingers.

“Hmm, how long has it been?” I mused out loud.

“Huh?  What?” he mumbled, completely distracted by the sensations on his aching parts.

“How long have you been storing this up?”  I bounced them lightly in my palm.

He looked sheepish, “A few days.  I haven’t had a chance to um, you know…”

“To what?” I fluttered my eyelashes at him innocently.

“You know… jerk off.”

“Ohhh, so no girlfriend in the picture?”

“No ma’am,” he admitted.

“Now I told you not to call me that,” I warned him, “this time there is a penalty for it.  You were warned.”

I released his aching balls and reached behind me to add five minutes to the timer.

“Ah c’mon,” he whined.

“You’ve been warned young man, and now there is a penalty to disobeying.  Five extra minutes to our game.”

His cock bobbed at me in mid-air and I wrapped my fingers around the base.  He groaned for me and tried to stroke himself with my hand by using his hips.  I loosened my grip so that all he got was a light little tickle stroke.

“Fuck,” he breathed.

“Give up yet?” I winked at him as I ran my tongue up the throbbing shaft.

He pounded the couch with his fist and shook his head, “No, fuck, no.”

Just as he managed to collect himself, I enveloped his entire cock with my mouth and stroked downwards with my lips.

“Ohhh damn….” he groaned loudly.

With my fingers rolling and massaging his full balls, I sucked and stroked his cock with my mouth.  My tongue danced lightly over the sensitive ridges until he was panting in time with my strokes.  I pulled off to give him a break, and just wrapped my lips around the head.  My tongue flicked against that most sensitive spot just under the tip while I sucked and his head fell back.

I suddenly released him and sat up straighter.  With his cock slick from my mouth, I guided the length between my full breasts and stroked him with my cleavage.  His eyes flew open to watch as the head peeked out again and again, over the top of my tits.  Every time it poked out, I flicked my tongue over it.

Out of the corner of my eye, I checked on the timer.  I still had fifteen minutes left; I had this in the bag.  I released his cock from my tits and buried it in my mouth.  With my hand and mouth moving in unison as one long tight wet tunnel, I stroked him.  My other hand rolled and tickled his balls until his hips could not sit still.

I slid my mouth down the underside to the base of his cock and slowly ran my lips over the tight skin that covered his aching sack.  He was hot and damp as I sucked them each in turn, letting my tongue flick and tickle lightly until his hips bucked hard.

I loosely draped my fingers around his cock again and looked him dead in the eye while I stroked lightly.

“Well big boy, what do we think of experience over youth?”

He panted and stared at me wild-eyed and pleading, “Oh fuck.”

I wrapped my mouth around the head of his throbbing cock and stroked him hard and fast, jerking him off quickly as my lips and tongue urged his climax forward.  I saw his balls tighten up towards his body and felt his cock surge thicker.  I pulled my mouth off just in time and as I stroked his thick hard cock, he growled and painted my tits with white jets of cum.  As his body rigidly shuddered against me, I stroked him thoroughly, squeezing firmly to make sure I milked out every drop.  He finally collapsed backwards, his limp cock sliding from my grasp.

His eyes slid over to the timer to find that there were still ten minutes remaining.  Even without the penalty I inflicted, he would have lost.

“Fuck,” he swore with a goofy grin.

“Your punishment starts now, Andy.  As my new naked handyman, you have your first task.”

“Wh-What’s that?”

“To give as good as you got.”

I rose off the floor, and lay back on the couch with my own thighs spread.

“Give me just a minute,” he chuckled.

“Oh no, no need to wait.  Your tongue is nicely warmed up I think.”

He grinned and fell to his knees between my smooth tanned thighs.  His nails raked up my skin until I could feel his warm breath against my wet pussy.  He kissed his way over my mound and down my inner thighs, giving just a little of the teasing I had subjected him too.  I suppose it was only fair but after playing with him for so long, I was ready for my own satisfaction.

He finally grazed my pussy with his mouth and my eyes fell shut.  When his tongue parted my outer lips and found the hard little button waiting for him, I groaned and buried my hand in his disheveled hair.  His tongue drew fast circles and flicked back and forth.  He slid two fingers inside my tight wetness just as he caught my clit in his lips.  As his fingers curled and his tongue flicked, I cried out and came as the stars in my eyes exploded.  He eased me down slowly and finally fell forward, resting his forehead on my thigh.

“At least you can give as good as you get,” I giggled.

“Now that I know I can deliver,” he lightly swatted the side of my ass.

The air conditioning was back on in force and I felt the cool air chilling my damp skin.

“So, how about that ice cream?” I offered.

He laughed in return, “Sure.  I forgot all about it.”

“Next time I may choose to lick mine off your body,” I hinted.

“Bring it on,” he boasted.

I returned from the kitchen, still naked, with two bowls and two spoons.

“You sure?” I challenged him.

I yanked his tee shirt up and found his muscles to be even more lick-able in full view.  I dripped just a few drops of melted ice cream onto his defined abs and he squealed.  I licked them off slowly and could see his cock starting to swell again.  I kept dripping and licking, watching him buck from the cold and then squirm from my tongue.  I dropped the cold liquid lower and lower until my mouth just barely grazed the side of his cock when I licked them off.  Within just a few moments, he was surging again.  Ah, the advantages of the younger man…

I set the bowls aside, and made quick work of removing the rest of his clothing.  He whipped his tee shirt off and shifted on the couch until I was able to slide his jeans off completely.  With a grin, I climbed on top of him and straddled his lap.

I teased him just a little, stroking him lightly with my fingers until he was rock hard and nudging at my wet pussy.  I eased down the length of him, and we both groaned at the snug fit.  I paused just a moment to let my body adjust to his sizeable girth but his eagerness did not allow me to wait long.  He was soon thrusting urgently with his hips and it spurred my body on.  I dug my nails into his shoulders for balance as my stiff nipples grazed his chest.  His hands dug into the smoothness of my ass as he repeatedly pulled me down on top of his cock.

“Oh God,” he groaned, his eyes rolling back in his head.

I slowed my speed and slid slowly, letting my entire pussy stroke and caress him.

“Fuck,” he blurted out and tried to pump faster.

I felt the heat building in my lower belly and my toes started tingling as he stretched me in ways I had not felt in years.  As his fingers rolled and pulled my aching nipples, the heat exploded and I came as my pussy clenched his cock.

He dug his fingers into the couch until I was finished and then flashed an urgent plea at me with his eyes.  I slipped off him quickly, and pumped my hand over his throbbing cock until he again painted my tits and my stomach with his white creamy jets.

As he panted for breath, I slipped delicately off to the kitchen to clean up and returned with two bottles of water and a great big grin.

“So, next Saturday good for you, my naked handyman?”

He nodded, “I’ll need that long to recover.”

I laughed as the cool air wafted over our damp skin.  It was so nice to have air conditioning again that we just laid there naked for the rest of the afternoon.

****

That afternoon, Andy did eventually get around to fixing my window unit as well after a nice cooling off period on the couch.  And we ordered in pizza for dinner that night.  He did follow through with his promise of being a naked handyman every Saturday for a month.  On the last Saturday of the month, I challenged him to another contest and I won yet again.  He succumbed to my striptease and blowjob in less than twenty minutes.  After two months of Saturday nakedness, we started officially dating and he became my full-time handyman.  He is planning to move in with me in the near future, but we have not made specific plans.

He still loves to make bets with me, but he almost always loses.  I guess he likes walking around my townhouse naked while I tease and harass him.  By the end of his visit, his cock is always hard and bobbing in the air.  And I am more than happy to take care of it for him.  But I do get a little housework out of it!  I’m trying to remember the last time he won a bet between us, and I honestly don’t know.  Maybe he just likes me getting him off as quick as I can.  But he is always the gentleman, and returns the favor.

As we’ve gotten to know each other, it turns out that he is a sweet young man in addition to his beautiful muscles and loveable cock.  Sometimes he will fix an entire picnic and surprise me, or I will take us out to dinner.  Someday he even wants to start his own business as a handyman instead of working for someone else.

Don’t get me wrong, I’m totally supportive of that goal, but I’ll admit that I did give him a hard time when he first told me.  Something about horny ladies in hot houses…  He just laughed, threw me over his shoulder, and carried me off to bed.

I was not looking for a relationship when I called the air conditioning repair company, but we never know what will fall into our laps.  Or more specifically, whose lap we will fall onto!


4. Paula Gets Some in the Park: MILF Sex in Public with a Stranger by Sofia Miller

My name is Paula and I am Sunday school teacher at my local church. I am 45 years old and I’ve been in a ho-hum marriage for 25 years. My husband is very bland and boring and doesn’t believe in trying new and exciting things in bed. I never thought in a million years that I’d be the type of woman to have sex with a stranger -let alone in a public place! But, I’ve been sexually-starved for years. When a hot, young stranger showed interest in me, I just couldn’t help myself!

My name is Paula Weathers—well, it’s been Paula Weathers for the past 25 years, anyway. My maiden name was actually Paula Garrett before I married my husband, Jacob Weathers. My husband and I live in a quaint little 3-bedroom house in our small southern town. We raised two boys who are both now off in college. I am very proud of both of them, though I do miss them being home, sometimes. My husband works a lot and I have been a stay-at-home mother since Day 1. I am also a Sunday school teacher at our local church and I lead a women’s Bible study group every Wednesday evening.

On Tuesday evenings, I like to sit on a bench at the local park and prepare for the following day’s Bible study lesson. One day, while doing just that, a group of young local college boys pulled up into the parking lot near the bench where I was sitting.

Living in a small town as long as I have been, I usually recognize many of the local young men and women; however, I did not recognize anyone in this particular group of young people. There were 3 young men and 2 young women, who all looked to be around 19 or 20 years old.

The young women got out of the car first. One of them was tall and thin with long, curly hair and a beautiful face. She was so pretty she could have easily been a model. The other girl got out next. She was shorter than the first girl, and she had short, wavy hair and a perfect set of plump, pursed lips. Looking at those pretty young girls made me think of how hot I once was, about 20 years ago. I bit my lip with envy as I watched the young college girls in their short, tight summer shorts and tank tops, with their perfect hour-glass figures, hurrying over toward the basketball court while giggling back and forth to each other.

Two of the young guys got out of the car next. Both of the young men were tall and handsome, with chiseled faces and muscular, toned bodies. Their skin glistened in the fading sunlight as they also began to make their way toward the basketball court.

Ahh, to be young and beautiful again, I thought to myself. Not that I felt particularly old or ugly, but back when we were young, my husband and I used to be so hot for one another. He used to make me feel sexy and gorgeous, like I was the only woman in the world. Lately, however, he barely pays me any attention at all. We barely touch anymore, let alone kiss or fuck. He used to ravage my body in every room of our house, but somewhere along the way, he seemed to lose interest in sex—or maybe he’d just lost interest in me.

I’ve tried to throw myself into the Word and focus on Bible study and Sunday school, but the yearning in my loins only seems to increase with every passing day. It has literally been years since my husband and I have had sex, and I feel sexually starved on a daily basis. When the third young man got out of the car, I realized exactly how much I was longing for some sexual satisfaction.

The third young man was tall and gorgeous, just like his peers, but there was something else about him that caught my eye. While the other two boys were wearing tee shirts and athletic shorts, this young man was wearing a form-fitting tank top and a pair of thin, dark-colored shorts that swayed in the gentle breeze as he strolled casually across the park grass.

He was absolutely breath-taking! His short, shiny hair was pulled back away from his chiseled face and his arms and upper body were so muscular and hard-looking, I couldn’t help but stare. I didn’t even notice how hard I was staring at the gorgeous young hunk until he turned his head and looked at me, flashing me an open-mouth smile as he made his way over toward the basketball court, where his friends were already gathered.

I gasped in surprise at his sexy smile. Almost unconsciously, I flashed a smile right back at him. I almost couldn’t believe he’d actually noticed me. Usually, no one really bothers to look my way when I’m sitting on the park bench, looking through my Bible—especially not a hot young hunk like him! My heart instantly began to beat a little faster when I realized he’d actually smiled when he’d caught me staring at him.

I quickly lowered my head to look back down at my Bible, feeling slightly nervous for reasons I couldn’t quite put my finger on. I almost felt like a young girl with an instant crush.  It was just a smile, I thought to myself. What am I getting so worked up about?

I turned the page of my Bible and pretended to go back to reading it, but a part of me still felt as if the young, handsome man’s eyes were still on me. What am I thinking? There’s no way a young jock like him would be interested in me! I tried to go back to concentrating on my Bible reading, but the feeling that he was still watching just wouldn’t go away.

I knew that I wasn’t a pig or anything. In fact, I had managed to keep a nice figure over the years, and my hair was still long and full with plenty of bounce left in it. I didn’t have the crow’s feet around my eyes that most people over 35 seem to develop as they age, and my breasts were actually still pretty perky for my age, as well. My ass, though not as tight as it once was back in my twenties, was still quite nice, which often made me wonder why my husband seemed so distant, lately. I had put so much effort into keeping myself up for him over the years, that it really hurt that he seemed completely uninterested in me anymore.

Just then, a deep, husky voice from behind me jolted me out of my thoughts.

“Hey there! Whatcha reading?” the voice asked, startling me from my silent reflections. I looked up with a start, surprised to see that the hunky young man who had smiled at me was now standing right next to the bench I was sitting on.

“Uh…um…Thessalonians?” I stuttered back, nervously. He had caught me completely off guard and I was stammering away like an anxious young child.

“Was that a statement or a question?” he asked, looking down at me with a coy grin. If hadn’t known any better, I would’ve thought he was flirting with me. Good thing I knew better.

“I-I’m sorry, it’s just that…you startled me,” I replied, feeling both shaky and excited.

“Hmm. I startle you and you apologize to me. Wow, sounds kind of backwards, doesn’t it?” The handsome young man chuckled lightly at his own statement. His smile lit up his entire face. I was instantly smitten.

I smiled back up at him.

“I’m Paula,” I said, feeling the blush that I knew was filling up both of my cheeks. I extended my hand toward the spirited young man.

“Doug,” he replied, and gave my hand a firm, yet friendly shake. “Mind if I join you for a bit?”

“Not at all,” I replied, almost unconsciously, scooting over on the bench to make room for him to sit down.

“Are you a local?” he asked, sitting down beside me.

“Yes, I am. Born and raised,” I answered.

“Yeah, I’m from the city, myself. I’m out here visiting family. It’s a bit too quiet around here for me, though. I don’t think I could live here. I’d get bored.” He looked directly into my eyes. “Unless, of course, I had someone as beautiful and sexy as you to occupy my time.”

Did he just call me sexy? I thought to myself. My mind was in a haze. I knew I was blushing, but I couldn’t help it. I also couldn’t stop smiling. Without even consciously thinking about it, I covered my left hand with my right, attempting to hide my wedding band.

“It doesn’t bother me that you’re married, Paula,” Doug said bluntly, glancing down at my hands.

“It-it doesn’t?” I asked, inquisitively. Somehow, though, I wasn’t really surprised.

“Nope, not one bit.” He took my hand in his and lifted it up to his lips. He kissed the top of my hand and I immediately felt a jolt of electricity race through my entire body when his soft, smooth lips touched my skin.

“Mind if we go somewhere a little bit more…private?” Doug asked me, raising a perfectly-groomed eyebrow at me.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked him, completely forgetting about the open Bible that was still sitting on my lap.

“There’s a nice little spot under the bridge, not too far from here,” he replied. “We could watch the rest of the sunset. I hear it looks beautiful from there.”

I was totally lost in his eyes. They were so beautiful and so full of life. I don’t know why or how, but I also saw desire in the gorgeous young guy’s eyes. It sent a shiver down my spine that hadn’t felt in years. He was looking at me the way my husband used to, but hadn’t in a very long time. It ignited something in me that I hadn’t even realized was still there. I wanted this young man and I wanted him badly.

I watched his eyes glance down at my breasts. I was wearing a conservative-style blouse that was tight-fitting and hugged my bosom nicely, though it didn’t show off any cleavage. His eyes traveled back up to my face.

“Shall we?” he asked, holding out his arm.

“Sure, why not?” I affirmed and closed the Bible on my lap, setting it down on the bench.

Doug and I walked arm-in-arm across the park as the sun was just beginning to set. He told me about his home back in the city and the University he attended, where he was studying journalism.

In a few moments, we had reached the underpass just beneath the bridge. It was almost completely deserted, as the last of the park-goers were clearing out for the evening. As soon as we were completely beneath the underpass, Doug wasted no time making his move on me.

He pushed me up against the wall of the underpass and kissed me on my mouth, hard and passionately, the way my husband used to, back when we were younger.

“God, you’re so fucking hot,” he whispered, breaking away from our kiss to look at me. It was then that I realized I was actually his fantasy. I was something he wanted more than anything else at that moment, and it turned me on more than I could even imagine.

His lips came down on mine again, and his tongue slid between my lips. He explored my mouth with it, moaning and breathing hard as his hands found my breasts and cupped and squeezed them through the thin fabric of my blouse. I was instantly wet between my thighs. I was moaning and breathing just as hard as he was. I hadn’t felt so aroused in a very long time.

He began to unbutton my blouse as we kissed like two horny teenagers. Our mouths intertwined as we sucked each other’s tongues and gently bit each other’s lips. Every time his tongue touched mine, I felt a twinge between my legs, and I knew my pussy was getting wetter for him by the minute.

He opened up my blouse and quickly pushed my bra up to reveal my soft, large breasts. My nipples were already rock-hard from his touch and I moaned deeply when his took them into his strong, warm hands.

“God, your tits are so fucking nice!” he whispered, his voice raspy with desire. He lowered his head down and took my left breast into his mouth. His tongue felt so good against my nipple as he licked around and around in a circular motion and then gently bit down, causing a light yelp to escape my lips.

“Oh, yes! Yes, Doug, yes!” I whispered, wanting more and more of his touches and kisses. My flesh was on fire for him. He took my other breast in his mouth, holding it steady with his hands and teasing the nipple with his tongue. I felt another twinge between my legs as I felt his cock hardening against my thigh, through the fabric of his shorts.

He slid his hand down my torso and hurriedly raised my thin skirt up until it was bunched up on my hips. I was on fire for him and only he could put it out. He slid his hand between my legs, rubbing my clit through my silk panties. I was so fucking turned on, I could have cum right then, but I wanted to really explode on this young man’s cock, so I forced myself to hold back. It took all of my willpower not cream in right there in my panties.

He rubbed and stroked my clit through my panties, causing me to hiss and moan and grind against his fingers.

“Oh, oh, yes, yes…” I couldn’t stop saying “yes” to him. I wanted to cry out “more,” but “yes” is what kept coming out of mouth between moans, groans, deep breaths and heated pants of pleasure.

“I want to taste this pussy,” he moaned into my ear, as he nibbled on it, sticking his tongue inside of it and sucking on my earlobe. His other hand was massaging and squeezing my right breasts as his thumb played with my fully-erect nipples. I was already in ecstasy, but I wanted even more of him.

He slid my panties down and kneeled down between my legs, pushing my right one to the side, slightly, to make more room for his head. And then I felt him, his tongue and his lips, soft and warm against the folds of my cunt. It was already hot and wet for him.

He moaned as he sucked my clit into his mouth and started flicking his tongue against it, hungrily. Again, I wanted to cum so badly. I could have cum, instantly, right there on his beautiful lips, but again, I forced myself with everything in me to hold it back. I writhed in ecstasy, grinding my pussy lips onto his face and moaning and panting in pleasure.

“Oh God! Yes!” I cried out, grabbing his head and running my finger through his thick, shiny hair, pushing his head forward, further onto me. His lips and tongue felt so good against my pussy, I knew I couldn’t take much more or I was gonna squirt my cum all over his handsome face.

“Ahh, you’re gonna make me cum, baby!” I warned, holding his head in my hands and looking down at him with a drunken look of passion on my face.

“You’re not allowed to cum yet,” he told me, his voice muffled against my crotch. “You’re gonna cum on this cock. And, I’m gonna make you cum like you’ve never cum before.”

I moaned from the sound of his words. They sounded so good to me and I felt yet another twinge between my legs at the sound of them. It had been so long since anyone had made me feel this way. So beautiful, so sexy and so “wanted.”

He wanted me. He wanted to fuck me, and he wanted to fuck me like he’d never fucked anyone else before. And I wanted him to fuck me, too. I wanted to feel his long, thick, hard cock buried deep down inside of my hot, wet pussy. I wanted to squirt my cum juice all over his dick and feel his hot cum deep inside of me.

He rose up from his knees, slid his shorts down and pulled out his thick, rock-hard cock. It looked so good to me! I wanted to taste it, suck it down deep into depths of my throat and give him some the same sexual pleasure he had just been giving me.

I took his cock into my hands, stroking it and rubbing it, feeling throb inside of my hands. It turned me on to feel this young, vibrant, handsome man’s cock throbbing with desire for me. Me, a middle-aged housewife who days of being young and vibrant were all but long gone. But, not in his eyes. In his eyes, I was the sexiest, most amazing older woman in the world, right now. I was his “MILF”, and I was loving every minute of it.

This time I forced him up against the wall of the underpass and dropped down to my knees. I didn’t care about the hard ground beneath them, I just wanted to feel Doug’s cock in my mouth and hear him writhe and moan from the pleasure I planned to give him. I was a well-seasoned cock-sucker, it had just been such a long time since I’d gotten the chance to put my oral skills to use. I couldn’t wait to taste him.

I held his hard, throbbing cock in my hands and placed the tip of it up to my lips. I looked up and saw his beautiful eyes staring down at me with overwhelming desire in them. It turned me on to no end. With a coy smirk on my face, I licked the head of his cock with my tongue, causing a hiss of pleasure to escape his lips.

“Suck it, Paula. Suck this cock,” he told me, his voice barely above a raspy, passion-filled whisper. He didn’t have to tell me twice. I slid the head of his dick into my mouth, opening wide and running my tongue over the head. He gasped and grabbed my head.

“Ahh, yesss...” he hissed. “Fuuuck…”

He closed his eyes, threw his head back and began to thrust his hips with the rhythm of my sucking. I took his cock deep down into to my mouth, moaning with passion as I did so. He tasted so good! I could feel his pre-cum leaking out of the head of his cock and I licked it with my tongue, tasting the sweet, salty thickness of it.

“Mmm,” I said, my voice muffled by his hard, throbbing cock filling my mouth. I sped up my pace, sucking long and hard, holding on to his hips for balance. He grabbed my hair and wrapped his hands in it, pushing my mouth down further onto his dick.

“Ah, ah, ah, yesss! Shit! Fuck!” he muttered, between grunts and groans of pleasure. “You suck it so fucking good, Paula!”

If my mouth hadn’t been completely filled with his cock, I would’ve smiled up at him. Instead, I looked up at him and “smiled” with my eyes. He opened his eyes to watch his cock disappear into my mouth and saw me looking at him.

“I wanna fuck you, Paula,” he said, sternly, his eyes drunk with desire. “I want to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before, right here in this park, under this bridge.”

Another twinge of pleasure surged between my thighs at just the thought of it, and I couldn’t wait to feel his hard, thick cock inside of me.

I removed his dick from my mouth and stood back up, facing him. I looked down at his throbbing cock with longing. I was waiting for his instruction. I had never done anything like this before and I wasn’t sure what position he was going to fuck me in. All I knew was that whatever position it was, I was going to love every minute of it.

He reached down between my legs and his fingers found my clit again. I whimpered in pleasure as he slid two fingers inside my tight, wet pussy.

“Mmm, that pussy’s nice and wet for me, baby,” he mumbled, his other hand stroking his still-hard cock. “I can’t wait to feel that pussy on my dick.”

“I want you to fuck me, Doug,” I breathed, still panting from the feel of his fingers inside my twat. My whole entire body was on fire for him and I couldn’t wait any longer. I wanted to feel him inside me right then.

“Turn around. I wanna see that ass,” he said, his voice still raspy. “I wanna see that hot ass of yours.”

I turned around and I felt him push me back up against the wall of the underpass again. I put my hands up on the wall for balance.

“Bend over, Paula,” he told me, and I did as I was I told, more than willingly.

I felt his hands rubbing and massaging the cheeks of my ass. I closed my eyes, anticipating the moment when his cock would finally slide into my yearning pussy.

“Your ass is so fucking, hot, Paula, he whispered his lips mere inches away from my ear.

I felt the head of his cock rubbing up against the dripping wet entrance of my hot, pulsating cunt. I wanted him inside me—no, I needed him inside me.

“For God’s sake, Doug, fuck me! Fuck me right now, please! I need to feel your cock inside me!” I cried, my eyes closed and hands against the wall.

The sun had almost completely set, and there was just a hint of light outside of the underpass. I looked back to see his cock slowly disappear as he slid the head of his cock into my pussy.

“Uhhh!” we both moaned simultaneously in pleasure as his hard, throbbing cock entered my hot, wet cunt.

“Mmm, your pussy feels so good, Paula. Ohhh, it’s so tight and so wet for me!” He groaned, his lips almost touching my ear. He thrusted his cock all the way inside of me, deep down inside of my pussy until he couldn’t go any deeper.

“Ah, yesss!” I cried, in passion, backing myself up and into him, forcing myself as far down on his long, hard cock as I could go. I squeezed the walls of my pussy against his dick, feeling it throb uncontrollably inside my tight cunt. I couldn’t take it anymore. I wanted to cum all over his dick.

“Oh God, yes! Yes, Doug! Oh FUCK yes!” I started moving back and forth and back and forth on his hard dick, loving how it felt inside my pussy. I backed into him, over and over and over again, forcing his cock in and out of me. His dick was long and thick and hard, and it was filling every inch of me to the brim.

“Fuck, Paula! Ohh, your pussy is so fucking good!” He grabbed onto the cheeks of my ass and started pounding my pussy nice and hard from behind. With every thrust I came closer and close to my orgasm, building it up. I knew I was about to explode like never before.

“Oh yes, Doug, fuck me, baby! Oh fuck me harder. Fuck me harder, Doug, I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum so fucking hard, Doug!” I cried, in between huffs and puffs and moans and groans.

“Oh yes, Paula! I want you to cum on me, baby! Cum on this cock! Cum all over it, baby!” he told me, pumping into me, hard and fast, sending me further into ecstasy with every pump and every thrust.

With one final thrust, he sent me all the way over the edge and my orgasm exploded like fireworks on the Fourth of July! I came harder than I ever had before. I felt my cum juices squirt out all over his cock and I screamed out my pleasure in complete ecstasy! He was still fucking my pussy as I came, as my juices dripped down all over his hard cock. It felt soooo good! I closed my eyes and continued to cry out in delight as my orgasm peaked and then finally began to wane. It was absolute best orgasm I had ever had in my entire life. I felt drunk with pleasure.

I squeezed the walls of my pussy tight around Doug’s still rock-hard cock and whimpered as the last surges of my extremely powerful and intense orgasm finally began to subside. Feeling my pussy tighten around his cock like that again, sent him completely over the edge. He couldn’t take anymore.

“Ohh, Paula! I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum in your hot, tight wet pussy! OHHHHH!” He reached up with one hand cupped and squeezed my right breast while his other hand gripped my ass cheek, tightly. I felt him shoot his load deep inside my cunt and it felt so good! He groaned loudly as his own climax heightened. His entire body shook and stiffened, and his cock throbbed uncontrollably with every spurt of hot cum he squirted into my Pussy. He thrusted his hips against my ass cheeks with every spurt. It felt like he spurted at least 20 times.

“Oh GOD, Paula! I’ve never cum like that before in my life!” he whispered, panting, tiredly in my ear. He kept his cock inside me and I tightened my walls around his now-softening shaft, trying to squeeze every drop of his thick, hot cum out of his dick.

“HO…LY SHIT!” he whispered. We stayed like that for a moment, with his cock still inside me until it softened to the point where it slid out with a sloshy sound. He still stayed there hugging me from behind, with one hand on my breast and the other on my ass, resting his head on my shoulder.

I felt so good. I felt better than I’d ever felt in my entire life. It was like Doug had awakened something deep inside of me that I didn’t even know was still there.

“Doug!” we heard voices calling his name.

“Oh shit, I’d better go,” Doug finally said, sounding like he didn’t really want to. He pulled away from me and pulled his shorts back up.

“You go ahead on, I told him. “I’m going to stay here for a moment.”

With one final kiss, Doug hurried off to meet back up with his friends. I pulled my panties up and smiled. As I fixed my clothes, I could feel Doug’s cum running out of my pussy and onto my panties. I knew I might not ever see Doug again, but what he’d done to me, I had a feeling things were about to change between me and my husband. He had awakened something within me and I planned to awaken the same thing in my husband when I finally made it home…


5. The Lucky One: Passionate MILF Sex at the Office by Riley Davis

I know his type. A young Boss who thinks he is the king of the world. I could get down with the idea of whatever he has hidden under his vest. But maybe it’s better to keep quiet and stay on my own. He has other ideas, and before I know what’s happening, I’m at his beck and call. He wants something more. Do I take the chance and hope that he won’t run? Truth be told, I want him to take me even though I have no idea where his kisses might lead.

Who the hell did he think he was?

The kid looked like he had just left high school; where was the time to fit in four years of college and move through the ranks from the mailroom to account manager in what felt like the blink of an eye? His flashy suit and striped tie reeked of someone that was trying too hard to impress.

Maybe he would get by with the glint in his sky blue eyes and that tousled head of dark hair.

“Ladies and gentlemen, I bet you’re all holding to your breath to hear what I have to say,” he said.

“I can think of better uses for his mouth.”

Lizzie nudged my ribs and lifted her eyebrows as we sat at the end of the conference table. Recently divorced and what my mother would call hot to trot, Lizzie was more than ready to pounce on any man that moved so that she could feel like a real woman again. Not that I could blame her; the woman’s ex was a bully without shame who put her down every chance he got. Three kids and he was actually surprised that she’d grown a little thicker around the middle. I had dried her tears and tried to comfort her with warm words until something in her mind seemed to click into place. She could do better than an accountant who granted extensions for the right price. Translation? His long hours after April 15th meant that he was making it with every piece of ass that moved instead of going home to his long suffering wife. But now that she was free and clear and just waiting for the man to sign on the dotted line, Lizzie was up for anything.

“Didn’t you get your fill last night?” I whispered through clenched teeth. “With… what was his name again?”

“Giorgio,” she said. “Can you believe it? A real live Italian right here in Elmhurst? How lucky can a girl get?”

And even though I swore I heard her on the phone promising to meet the olive skinned man for another round of drinks and so much more, Lizzie practically drooled at the sight of the wunderkind outlining a strategy for the next quarter in the hopes that our profits would rise to impossible heights.

“Doesn’t mean I couldn’t get down with a little afternoon delight,” Lizzie said with a wink. “What do you think he looks like under that vest?”

I let my mind wander around the idea of his chest. No doubt he would be a mass of rippling muscles and waxed hair. I might like the feel of his smooth skin under my fingers, and my giggles harmonized with Lizzie’s when the man of the hour paused before the screen and fixed me in the space of his icy stare.

“Something that you ladies want to share with the rest of the class?” he asked.

Because of course his mind would go there; the nearest point of reference always made the most sense, and I slowly shook my head as Lizzie undid the next button of her blouse and flashed him a quick smile.

“So sorry, Mr. Winters,” she hummed. “Guess my friend and I are just a little… excited about your three year plan. Right, Sarah?”

I stayed silent as I stayed in his gaze. My knees knocked together under the table, and if I was another woman with a different life… a different past… I might have fluttered my lashes and see where it got me. But it was more than the reality that I could be his mother if I’d been dealt a few different cards, preferably from the top of the deck.

My divorce had taught me that it was better to keep the male of the species at a distance and make like a nun without the benefit of the habit and shorn hair.

“We’re listening, Mr. Winters,” I said. “There won’t be any more interruptions.”

Lizzie’s eyes rolled as she kept smirking, and I loathed the feel of being the center of attention as Mr. Winters crept closer and ran his large hand through his dark hair. With a palm like that, whatever was hidden under his belt had to be spectacular, and I felt my cheeks flush as he placed his free palm on my shoulder and inhaled a deep breath.

“See that you stick to that,” he said. “I won’t stand for anyone on my team whose head is not in the game.”

My tongue swelled, and I longed for a sip of water. But I didn’t dare make a move for one of the stray glasses on the table until he dismissed me with a nod and ordered the lights brought down so he could regale he room with graphs and pie charts courtesy of the overhead projector. The parting of his lips with each passing word nearly brought me around to Lizzie’s way of thinking. But I couldn’t take the chance.

And it’s not like he would ever want what was under my blouse.

“So that’s the long and short of it,” he said as the lights came up and he started to delegate. Maybe he was just parroting the words of older men who would rather get in a quick nine holes than languish behind windowless walls, but he had the part down. Everyone seemed energized as he swiped his long finger against the space of his tablet and declared that he needed someone to keep track of his intended empire.

“Miss… Burton?”

At the sound of my name passing through his lips, I sat up taller. Once again every eye in the room was on me. Why couldn’t he just leave me alone?

“I’ll have you at my desk,” he said. “Your years of experience seem to suggest that you’re the right woman for the job.”

It was something that he didn’t call me girl. Even though that might have not been such a bad thing. Frozen in place as the meeting broke up, Lizzie touched her hand to the back of my neck and smiled.

“Aren’t you the lucky one,” she said. “Guess I’ll have to make do with Giorgio. But I want details.”

“Details?” I asked. “Lizzie, I’m not going to---”

“Are you ever going to have fun again?” she asked.

“I… I didn’t have fun the first time around,” I said.

She left me alone with a sigh to snag a table in the cafeteria for lunch, and I planted my palms to the conference table as I sucked in several deep breaths. Just a job. I would see it through and head for home when the clock hit five. And never stop telling myself that I was past the age where the word fun should ever enter my vocabulary.

“Midnight oil isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.”

Three days in. First it was five thirty. Than a quarter to seven. Now that he had a new presentation on the horizon, time had no meaning. The man… the boy would keep me in his sights until the sun crept through the window of his corner office and streamed over my head. But I didn’t want to make waves and simply shrugged my shoulders as he reached behind his back and revealed a brown paper bag.

“Got us some coffee,” he said. “Thought we could both do better than that swill in the break room.”

The aroma of the brew tickled my nostrils, and I gratefully accepted the cup as I sipped quickly and felt a small stream dribbling down my chin.

“Jesus Christ,” I muttered. “I’m sorry about---”

“Hold up. I’ve got it.”

Mr. Winters wiped the coffee away and licked his fingers clean as he perched on the edge of his desk and crossed his long legs.

“Tastes nice,” he said. “And I’m not talking about the coffee.”

He leaned closer, and I could smell the mint wafting off his teeth. Would he taste just as fine? I was tempted to take the chance and tell myself that a second chance would make the difference when I sank back into my chair and nervously tapped my nails to the keyboard.

“I thought that you wanted my head in the game,” I said.

“I want---”

“And if you can’t take this seriously, then maybe I should just pack it in right now.”

“Is that a euphemism?” he teased as he waggled his eyebrows. I could take him for all he thought he was worth if that was how he was going to play it. Better to leave and see that he paid out my unemployment and then some.

“Don’t mind me,” he said. “I just try to sound tough.”

“You sound like a jerk.”

His gaze tightened, and I knew from memory what that look could do as I hung my head and muttered a weak apology.

“So let’s just drop it, okay?” he said. “It’s not like you’re so special.”

As much as his words hurt, it’s what I was used to, and I was ready to work fast and get out of his line of fire as he licked his lips and started back into his office. The sharp sound of his groan gave me no choice but the swivel in my seat to face him.

“I’m sorry,” he started. “You probably think that I’m some dumb kid, right?”

“I… no,” I said. “If you were dumb, you wouldn’t have all this.”

His blue eyes narrowed, and his mouth softened as he approached me again. Consumed by his shadow, I swallowed hard and let him touch my chin.

“It’s called nepotism, Miss Burton,” he said. “I get that it makes the rest of you laugh. You and your friend could hardly help yourselves.”

“No!” I insisted. “That wasn’t why Lizzie laughed.

“So what was the real reason?” he asked.

One word of the truth, and  I felt our roles reversed. I could tell him that Lizzie smiled at the thought of him naked and that I let my mind drift in her direction when I bit down on my lip to keep from crying out.

“Not talking?” he asked. “Okay. Let’s just get back to work to then.”

The coffee sustained me as I reorganized the slides in his PowerPoint presentation, and when my eyes started to blur on account of the warm light emanating from my monitor, I suddenly felt his hand on my arm.

“Miss Burton?” he asked.

His voice sounded softer, and I turned my head to see his smile as he cupped my face in his hand.

“Can you start from the beginning please?”

“I… I don’t even know how it started,” I confessed. “He was… he seemed like a nice guy. And I really wanted to be married. But he changed. Sometimes it seemed like it happened during our honeymoon.”

“I---”

“Wasn’t that supposed to still be the best time?” I continued. “But he didn’t like the way I smiled at the waiter. And as soon as we were back in our room he---”

“I meant from the beginning of the slide show, Miss Burton.”

My body turned to jelly under the weight of his words. I had told him too much without meaning… without him wanting to hear the tale. My fingers trembled as I clicked the wireless mouse and let him view the graphs revised for the shareholders eyes. My entire body quaked as he scanned the zig zag effect as one slide dissolved into the next, and when a black screen signaled the end of the show, I leapt to my feet and thought of nothing but the way out as he grabbed my hand.

“That’s a good day’s work,” he said. “Let’s say we celebrate with a nightcap.”

Offering no resistance as he brought me into his office, I took in the maroon walls and the cardboard boxes in every corner. Even if he had yet to unpack, that didn’t mean that he wasn’t in charge, and I wished that I had kept my cards closer to the vest when he handed me a glass of vodka on the rocks and pulled up a chair so we could clink crystal.

“Here’s to you, Miss Burton,” he said. “Thanks for putting up with me.”

He drank fast, but I held back as I bit down on my lip and rubbed my hand across my face.

“I… I shouldn’t have gotten so familiar,” I said. “It’s my problem. And I deal with it.”

“How do you do that?” he asked as he dropped the glass and trailed one long finger across the hem of my skirt. History told me that he would rip the fabric away because I had spoken out of turn, and I gasped when his hand simply surrounded my knee as he peered into my eyes.

“I… I go home,” I started. “I try to forget. Sometimes it’s easier said than done.”

“And when you can’t forget?” he asked.

A sharp stream of air left my lips, and I couldn’t fight the urge to kiss him hard. My tongue moved around his, and I liked the feel of him uncovering my thighs as he kneaded my flesh and found the band of my panties so he could give the silk a sharp tug.

“Mr. Winters, I---”

“Think that you should call me Peter,” he said between kisses. “We’re way past formalities, Miss---”

“Then call me Sarah.”

My name left his lips. Crawling into his lap, I bathed his face as I pulled on his tie. It melted into my palms, and I draped the stripes over his shoulders as I played with the buttons on his vest in search of his shirt.

“Why does this have to be so hard?” I moaned.

“You want to talk about hard…”

Looking down at the bulge in his pants, I panted at the thought of having him in the best way as my fingers flew to his fly and his zipper started to give way under my touch.

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” he cautioned.

“Don’t you… isn’t this what you want?” I asked.

“Sarah…”

His voice trailed off as he kissed me again, and I whimpered as he winded his fingers through my air and gently bit down on my earlobe.

“The work is done,” he said. “We can take our time.”

Peter cast off his vest and I laughed through the tears just brimming in my eyes as I lowered his shirt and finally had his chest under my eyes. My hands. His muscles were everything that I had ever imagined. But there were fine hairs dotting his flesh, and I buried my head in the wisps and suckled his hard nipples as he winded his arms around my neck.

“I take it you like what you see,” he whispered. “Even if I don’t deserve to be here.”

“I never said that,” I said as my lips explored his mouth and traced the edges of his teeth. Peter sighed into my mouth, and he started to drag me to his desk as he began to unbutton my blouse.

“No.”

Backing away from his state of undress, I tripped over my heels and started to fall into the far wall when Peter was up like a shot to take me into his arms.

“What’s wrong?” he asked. “Thought we were making friends.”

“I… yes,” I choked out. “So let’s make that happen.”

Gripping his neck as I turned him into the wall, I lifted my skirt and started to grind against his hips. I could feel the tip of his cock ready to claim my pussy. But my body unfurled to have him, and he started to tease my folds as he kept kissing my face. I could feel him going deep and wanted him to tear into my eager flesh when his large hands stopped my movements.

“I think… it would be better if you weren’t hiding from me,” he said.

“You wouldn’t like the look of it,” I muttered. “I’m just the old lady on your desk.”

“Old?” he challenged. I couldn’t form another  word as he lifted me into his arms and sat me back on edge of his the wood with a laugh. “Never got that vibe from you.”

“Then why did you pick me?” I asked.

Peter sucked my lips and pulled back so he could peer down at me. His hungry hands kept caressing my legs, and I wanted him to take charge and as he slinked back into my lap and pressed his fingers to my neck.

“Because you stopped laughing,” he said. “That was something special. Feels great to not be a joke.”

My eyes found his face softening. Did he really need my pity tinged with understanding? The world was his for the taking. But for the first time he seemed ill at ease with the idea, and I kissed him quickly before moaning into his taut neck.

“I never thought that,” I confessed.

“Sweet of you to---”

“It’s the truth. And I don’t lie.”

He lifted his head, and I expected his kiss all over again when he moved back to my buttons.

“And if your eyes are to be believed, it’s even better underneath,” he said.

“Wait!”

Peter pulled on my buttons and I couldn’t stop my blouse from falling away when he saw the truth of my past etched across my skin.

“What in god’s name happened to…?”

“God had nothing to do with it,” I said as I folded my arms over my bare breasts and hung my head. My arms weren’t long enough to hide the marks, and I lacked the strength to fight a losing battle as I let him see the scars that I worked so hard to keep hidden.

“Sarah?”

Peter sat beside me and held my hand as he kissed my bare shoulder and fondled my hair.

“I… I have a past too, Mr. Winters,” I started.

“It’s Peter and---”

“And it went on for ten years,” I said. “He used his fists and broken glass and… and fire.”

What was the point of trying to deny it any longer? I made me way to my feet and felt his eyes on my body as I struggled to keep speaking.

“He always said that it would do me no good to leave him,” I muttered.

“But you did,” Peter whispered as he took my hand. “You won.”

He lifted my hand to his lips and gently kissed the tips of my fingers. Of course that was the move he would make when he saw me for what I truly was. Ready to dress and pray that I would still have a job to come back to in the morning, Peter eased me to his carpet and laid me out as I fixed my eyes on his and waited for his words.

“Do they still hurt?” he asked.

I twirled around the scars and felt no pain as I shook my head and lowered my eyelids.

“Not really,”  I admitted. “Except when I agreed to a blind date.”

And the memory made me wince as Peter smoothed his long fingers down my face.

“Was it that bad?” he asked.

“The prick had to drink himself blind and he still couldn’t get it up,” I said. “But how could I really blame him?”

An uncomfortable silence passed between us, and I gasped when Peter lowered his hands and focused on my broken body. His new kiss met the raised mark crossing my sides, and my body quivered under the feel of his lips when he met my eyes again and stopped just short of my lips.

“Man was a fool,” he whispered. “You’re still beautiful, Sarah. Don’t let anyone ever tell you anything else.”

My tongue stilled as he kissed my neck and folded me into his arms. Lingering in his embrace, I started to touch his sides and absorb the vibration of his laughter when I looked up at him with wide eyes.

“Are you… why would you say that?” I asked.

“Because it’s true,” he said. “Maybe I hate how it happened. But I want the chance to make it right.”

Had he really just said as much? I felt that my mind must be playing tricks on me when Peter lifted me off the floor. I clung to him as he spun me around, and my ass fell to his desk as he kissed the marks just below my breasts and looked up at me with a sweet smile.

“Now don’t make me pull rank,” he said as his hand pushed between my thighs. He stroked my cunt, and I could only focus on the feel of his fingers when I suddenly found his wrist and forced him to stop.

“Miss Burton, did I say that we were done?” he challenged.

I shook my head as he kissed my hair, and I started to take him into my arms when I grabbed his face and just pushed him back to the point where he had no choice but to look at my body.

“But how can you make it right?” I asked. Peter waggled one eyebrow and eased me down to the red oak of his desk. I laid in fear at the prospect of whatever he would say next and struggled to keep from crying out when he settled close to my side and traced the line of my lower lip.

“Like this, Sarah,” he purred.

He kissed me deeply for a split second before he bowed his head and brought his lips to my marks. Every cut and scratch found a new life under his lips, and my body melted under his tenderness as he snaked his free arm around my waist and slowly made his way to my mouth desperate for his kiss.

“No pain now, right?” he asked.

“Only… only from wanting you… inside me,” I said.

“We can put a stop to that, too.” He straddled my thighs, his cock slowly filling my pussy. I gasped with each push and wondered how I could handle his massive length when he finally came to rest inside me. His hands were on my breasts, and I sighed at the feel of his fingers circling my eager nipples as Peter kissed my neck and dragged his lips to my ear.

“Is that better, Sarah?” he asked.

It was almost everything, and I longed for him to move when he lifted me to his chest. Fighting the quivers consuming my legs, I twisted my limbs around his frame and quickly seized his smiling face.

“Are you going to keep me in suspense forever, Mr. Winters?” I asked. He raised one eyebrow and quickly kissed my cheek as he held me closer.

“I could,” he teased. “But we’ve waited long enough for this.” His cock plunged into me, and I grinded my nails into his broad shoulders as he thrust fast. My pussy was on fire with each plunge, and even as a small part of my soul wanted to simply savor his sleek flesh until rays of sunlight made their way through his window, my lust knew no bounds. Drenching his shaft with my desire, I lowered my lids and felt my cheeks flush as he came with me.

“Jesus… it’s been so…”

Biting down on my lip to stifle my screams, he forced me back to his desk and finished with one grand lunge. My muscles clenched to milk his member, and as he cried out, I blinked into his gaze and watched his lips curl into a soft smile.

“Since you weren’t going to, I thought that one of us should make some noise.”

His playful wink singed my soul, and I twisted around him one last time as I climbed up his body. Clutching his neck tightly, I released a light moan that morphed into a contented cry.

“But it never felt like this, Peter.”

Shifting my head to find his smile, our lips locked and he eased me back to my side as he fondled my breasts, my scars, and I felt no shame as he caressed my hair and sighed into my watering stare.

“I didn’t mean to make you cry,” he murmured.”

“It’s okay,” I assured him. “They… these are happy tears. I could get used to them.” His lips brushed them away from my cheeks, and my hands roamed over his muscles when he slowly pulled out and started to dress.

“I don’t know if I like the look of that,” he said as he concealed his cock and zipped up. He stalked away from the desk, and a lump caught in my throat. He had to have liked some of it. So why was he abandoning me right after breathing new life into my soul? He said that the scars weren’t a problem. Had his tune changed after one quick screw? I should have left when I had the chance, before I let myself believe that he would be different. My hands shook as I started to press my body back into my clothes.

“Need some help there?” he asked.

I was too weak to say no as he buttoned up my blouse and smoothed my skirt down my thighs. Where were my panties? My frantic hands searched the space of his desk when I saw him with the silk in his hands, and he brought the fabric to his nose before stuffing my silk into his pocket.

“I’ll hang onto these,” Peter said. “Maybe you’ll get them back later.”

“Later?” I asked. “Like there’s going to be a---”

“And why the hell not?” he asked. “You think I’m going to let you go now?”

“I…”

My voice trailed off, and he sat beside me and draped his arm over my shoulders.

“This is what happens now, Sarah,” he started. “We grab a bite to eat. A few drinks.”

“Are you asking me out on a date?” I asked. He shrugged and flashed me a bright smile.

“I’m trying to,” he said. “Hoping that you’ll say yes.”

Trying to form the words as he rubbed my legs, I fought back a new stream of tears before I felt his lips once again on my face.

“But if it’s going to make you cry, Sarah, then I---”

“Shut up and kiss me and I won’t have to.”

Peter’s lips found mine, and I drank in his taste as my fingers danced up and down his arms.

“Better,” he said as he backed off. “As I said, I don't like the look of that...you with tears in your eyes. ”

He hopped off the desk and offered me his arm. Quickly linking my limb in his, I leaned against him as we left the office, and Peter suddenly paused as he cupped my chin in his large hand.

“But we’ll have to try to get some sleep,” he murmured. “I’m going to need you at full strength when we present to the board tomorrow.”

Did he really want so much more than one night?

“Don’t look at me like that,” he said. “Like I don’t need you at my side.”

He squeezed my hand, and as soon as I nodded, Peter kissed the top of my head.

“Guess that makes me the lucky one,” he said. “Glad you’re along for the ride, Sarah.”

Snuggling into the crook of his neck as soon as we hit the elevator, my hand drifted into his pocket.

“Just see that I get these back before the top of the morning,” I said.

“As long as I get to take them off again as soon as we crush it.”

How could I pass that up?


6. Breaking the Rules: Passionate MILF Erotica by Ellie North

Ms. Clancy is an uptight lawyer who almost never breaks the rules. Since her divorce with her husband over a year ago, she's been stretched thin, attempting to divide her time among her cutthroat, demanding job, her nearly grown-up children, and rigorous yoga classes. She's had to maintain a strict schedule and be more no-nonsense than ever. But one day, her 20-year-old son Keith brings a friend over: Ben. Ben is good-looking, hot, and incredibly sexually experienced for his age. He exudes so much sex appeal that Ms. Clancy has to go to her room to let off some steam, but she's so caught up in her wandering thoughts about Ben that she forgets to close the door. Maybe Ms. Clancy will break the rules for Ben.

To say my life was hectic would be a complete and utter understatement. Between sending my kids to school, working in a competitive, cutthroat law firm, and intensive yoga classes, my schedule was constantly packed regardless of how well I attempted to organize it. It wasn’t for lack of trying. I’d always been a naturally organized person, very detail-oriented and no-nonsense. The fact that my life was falling into a mess was a bit of trouble for me.

It all reached breaking point last year when my then-husband decided we should go our separate ways. I had been furious at the time, not because I was head-over-heels in love with him or anything, but more because it meant that I now had to work even harder alone. I was used to long hours and staying up late into the night, pouring over case files and organizing evidence and sources, but having to do all that on top of being the sole caregiver to my children was another ballgame altogether.

I’ll admit, perhaps a lot of it was my fault. I’d gained a few admirers after winning my last court case, some of them from within my own company, and I’d loved the attention far too much. It had made my ex-husband jealous, and my neglect of his own sexual needs over the course of that grueling case festered within him.

I suppose it was only a matter of time. My ex-husband had basically stopped showing any signs of attraction or affection towards me shortly after we’d married. Our sex life had been, at best, mundane and monotonous, like a candle that had burnt out too quickly. He’d blamed it, naturally, on my lack of adventure. Alright, I’ll admit, perhaps I’m a bit of a traditionalist, but I was adventurous enough to want to play the dominant role in a few of our kinkier explorations into our limited realm of sexuality. I guess he just wasn’t into being the submissive.

I jogged myself out of my thoughts. It would do me no good to think about things of a sexual nature now. I was due to pick up my teenage daughter from a birthday party in less than two hours, and I’d hardly managed to finish folding all the laundry. Too often, my mind would drift to sex, reminders of my ex-husband still hanging in the air. We’d never been great lovers, but he’d served to satisfy me sexually, and I’d been too busy over the past year to actually get laid.

I paused in front of the mirror hanging from the wall to take a look at myself. My form was lean and fit from yoga – the only exercise I still had time to do regularly – and I felt grateful for it. Maybe when I finally had time to check out the dating scene, I’d have better luck if I was in a conventionally attractive shape. I swept my blonde hair back behind an ear in an attempt to get it out of my blue-grey eyes, my full lips shooting a quick, quirky smile at the mirror. I was still in my office wear, which was, today, a tight black pencil skirt and a powder blue button-down blouse. The middle buttons were gaping slightly due to my breasts pushing through them, but it wasn’t anything that couldn’t be easily fixed with a safety pin. I rarely bothered changing clothes if I had to go out again later. Far too tedious for me.

I heard the front door slam shut. “Keith, are you home already?” I called out. Keith was my eldest son, and he was spending a month of his college summer break here at home before getting a part-time job. He was always bringing friends over. I didn’t mind, although it was usually not the most pleasant surprise to come home from a long day of work to find a bunch of young men lounging around on my couch like they hadn’t a care in the world. The only good things to come out of it were Keith having a social life, and the fact that many of his friends were pretty cute. Call me a bit of a cougar if you like, but it seemed to me that young people were getting more attractive with each generation.

“Yeah, mom,” Keith called back. “Me and Ben are gonna play some music up in my room!”

“Go on then,” I said, raising my voice just enough so he could hear me from the front hall. He’d been a good kid all his life, and I trusted him enough to know he wasn’t lying to me or trying to sneak anything past my keen eye.

“Don’t you want to introduce me properly to your mom, Keith?” another voice said.

“Come off it, Ben,” Keith snapped, trying to be quieter, but I’d already heard him.

“That’s a bit rude, isn’t it?” I said, taking up the last of the folded laundry into my arms and striding towards the front hall. “I’ll be right over for you to introduce us.”

I heard Keith swear under his breath.

“Language!” I reprimanded him, finally turning into the hall.

Keith and his friend were halfway into the next room. At the sight of me, Keith sighed and stopped in his tracks, and his friend did the same.

“Mom, this is Ben,” Keith said. “Ben, my mom.”

“Pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Clancy,” Ben said. He was taller than Keith, and he had that classic good-looking appeal to him, with his smooth features and his blazing green eyes. His hair was messy, but not too much so – just enough to give him a sexy just-got-out-of-bed look without going overboard. He was dressed alright, too. There was none of those awful cargo shorts I always tried to make Keith throw away. He was wearing jeans and a well-fitting collared shirt, and I could see the muscles in his arm rippling as he reached out to shake my hand.

“Ms. Clancy, not Mrs., please,” I replied, shaking his hand. It was far bigger than mine and his grip was firm, not limp like I usually expected from my son’s friends.

“Sorry! Ms. Clancy, hi,” Ben corrected himself. I caught his eyes quickly travelling up and down my frame, as though he was checking me out. But was het? His gaze met mine and I detected some desire there. I have no idea why, but at the time, seeing that look in his eyes excited me.

“Off you go, then,” I said, and Keith and Ben both turned and rushed out of the room towards the stairs.

“Quit smiling,” I heard Keith say in a hushed whisper and he and Ben made their way up the stairs. “This is creepy as fuck, dude, you’ve gotta stop this weird crush you have on my mom…”

A crush on me? The thought made me want to giggle, but at the same time, it flattered me to no end. Ben was an attractive young man who was probably quite popular with girls his age, and he had a crush on me. For some reason, thinking of that hungry gaze he’d had as he glanced me up and down and then smiled apologetically with those light emerald eyes of his was doing funny things to my stomach. The hot rush I’d felt earlier was now returning in waves. And what was really turning me on, more than anything, was the attention.

I got up to my room, where I intended on putting away the last of the already folded clothes I’d laundered, but found myself dumping the clothes on top of my dresser and collapsing into bed instead. My skirt hiked up around my thighs, too tight in my spread-out position, so I raised the fabric up around my waist. Exhaustion from the day was coming over me, but thoughts of a short nap before picking up my daughter were interrupted by thoughts of Ben. He really was something, that boy. He didn’t look or act much like many of Keith’s other friends, and he was far, far more handsome.

Unconsciously, I felt my hand beginning to trail downwards over my body. My fingers skirted delicately over the top of my blouse before deftly undoing a trail of buttons. My left hand slipped in then and ran over my right breast through the bra beneath, gently squeezing and molding the flesh there. I closed my eyes and hummed delightedly, enjoying the small pleasurable sensation that trickled down my spine. My left hand moved downwards, over the lightly rumpled texture of my skirt, still tucked over my waist, and then onto the softer flesh below. My fingers massaged the skin through my black lace panties, and the friction made soft moans leave my lips. My mind began to drift, wandering over to Ben, imagining what was underneath the red, collared shirt he wore, thinking of the way his back muscles might be constructed, or even better, what might be hiding underneath his jeans. At the thought of seeing Ben’s cock, a rush of wetness flooded my underwear, and I moaned again, louder this time.

There was a sudden gasp from the doorway, and I realized that I’d forgotten to close my door. I hurriedly sat up, but I didn’t possess enough limbs to prop myself up, pull down my skirt, and refasten all the buttons on my blouse at the same time. For a moment of horror, I wondered what Keith would do and how disgusted he would be by my state, although I’d probably give him a lesson on female sexuality to embarrass him if he said anything nasty. But, to my surprise, it wasn’t Keith who had stumbled across my ajar door. It was Ben.

Seeing that I’d noticed him, Ben’s green eyes widened and he ran a hand through his black hair nervously. “I’m so sorry, Ms. Clancy, Keith went out to buy batteries for his guitar and I was just bored so I wandered around.” He began to back away, but not before I noticed the slight tent in his jeans. I subconsciously licked my lips. It was of very, very promising size, and seeing how flustered Ben looked made it even better.

I don’t know what possessed me. I’d always been the type of person to follow the rules. Doing anything even remotely sexual with one of my son’s friends who was probably two times younger than me? That was not following the rules.

But then I found myself speaking. “Come in,” I said.

Ben started, surprised at being asked to come in further. “What?” he asked blankly.

“I said, come in,” I repeated, and, as invitation, leaned back on my arms and spread my legs open. I knew, from his angle, that I probably looked like something straight out of a porno – hair messed up, makeup still on, blouse unbuttoned, body open and inviting. If he rejected me now, or worse, ran off screaming, this would definitely measure up to something very embarrassing. But a part of me just knew that he couldn’t possibly refuse.

I was right. Ben approached me, brisk but not too eager, cautious but confident, hungry but respectful. I loved it.

“Close the door and come closer,” I ordered.

Ben gently clicked the door shut, then walked forward. He came to a stop in front of me, at the foot of my bed. I waited, tense. I wanted him to make the first move, even if it meant awkwardly lying here for an hour.

It took several seconds for Ben to register that I wasn’t going to say or do anything more. His gaze, suddenly hot and fevered, flicked upwards to lock with my own, and I had to bite my lip to stifle a moan at the sight of his arousal. Slowly, he lowered himself until he had sank to his knees in front of the bed, his face level with my sex. Then, without a moment’s pause, he moved forward and buried his nose in my lace panties. I let out an exclamation of surprise as he inhaled deeply, taking in my scent. His groan as he exhaled was enough to make me even wetter than I already had been earlier. His hands came up to rest on either of my thighs, and at his touch, something red hot and fiery began thrumming in my veins, travelling throughout my nervous system and making me shiver.

Ben pushed my underwear aside, inhaling deeply again, and then he pressed his tongue flat against my cunt. I exhaled sharply, arching my back. His tongue was warm and wet and strong as it flicked my clit expertly, drawing circles around it and on it in a smooth, consistent motion. I reached down to fist his hair in my hands, and it felt simultaneously rough and soft. Encouraged, he latched his mouth around my clit and sucked, the pressure pulling me into a chasm of pleasure as I screamed. His mouth formed a suction around my clit at his tongue continued to work and flit against me, it was all too much, my orgasm building up steadily inside me, waiting to crash over me like a wave, and then…

Ben pulled back, grinning cheekily up at me. I moaned at the loss.

“You taste amazing, Ms. Clancy,” he said, and I caught an almost dangerous sparkle in his eye. This boy was experienced for his age, and he knew it.

“Then why did you fucking stop?” I asked, bucking my hips in a desperate and fruitless attempt to get his tongue back where I wanted it.

Ben grinned again, then in one slow twisting movement, he buried his tongue deep inside me.

All I could do was scream. He was practically fucking me with his tongue, setting a pace so torturously slow I was nearly sobbing. I could feel myself getting wetter and wetter, and I could hear the sounds of my apparent arousal as Ben stretched and curled his tongue within me, working diligently, his ministrations reducing me to nothing more than a pleasured mess. I could even smell my arousal in the air, and it brought a flush to my cheeks how blatantly turned on I was.

Ben pulled his tongue out and, before I even registered that there had been a change, he replaced it with one thick finger. It slid into me with ease and instantly curled to find my G-spot, rubbing rhythmically. I could feel each movement against my walls, and then he was sliding another finger in so easily; I was so fucking wet I was surprised I wasn’t completely drenching the sheets.

Ben began to move his body upwards, his fingers continuing their dance as he did so. I could feel the warmth radiating off his still fully-clothed body, could see his back rippling as he came upwards until his face was level with mine. I could see that his pupils were blown wide, lust emanating off of them in coursing waves that I was sure rivalled my own.

Ben lowered himself downwards and caught my lips in a hard, rough kiss. It wasn’t romantic. Only pure passion and desperation fueled him, and the feeling was certainly mutual. His mouth was hot and his breath tasted so good and his lips were so soft and oh! I could hardly contain myself from kissing back with equal vigor. His fingers were still moving inside me, and my hips were moving in time with his fingers. Ben deserted my lips and moved down to my neck, where he licked and sucked and kissed a column up and down my throat. High-pitched, keening noises were practically falling out of my mouth by now, and my fists were tangling in the sheets, pulling so hard they might rip. How could I be enjoying this? This was my son’s friend. Why was I letting him do this?

And then Ben slipped in a third finger and his thumb found my clit, and all doubts and misgivings I had vanished into thin air. It’s slightly tight and the stretch stings a bit at first, but his thumb rubbing my clit sends a fresh wave of wetness over his fingers, reducing the resistance. He was pressing insistently against the little bundle of nerves in my cunt, applying just the perfect amount of pressure and the friction was just so delicious that I couldn’t stop myself from squirming underneath him. I was so close, so close, just almost there…

Ben bit down on my neck, hard, and the pain shot through my body and mixed in seamlessly with the pleasure. I saw stars, and the next thing I knew, my entire body was shuddering and shaking and I was coming.

I came down from my high, panting and gasping for breath like I’d just run a marathon. There was definitely a mark on my shoulder by now, but for some reason knowing this only made my arousal begin to climb again. I’d never been the type to enjoy pain in the bedroom – unless I was the one inflicting it – but this was something else.

Ben was looming over me, unbuttoning the rest of the fastenings on my blouse and pushing it off my shoulders. His fingers, damp from my own wetness, felt warm, and his touch was sending off sparks throughout my oversensitive skin. Now that my climax had passed, I found myself wondering, once more, what the hell I was doing with this young man, but he was pulling me up into a sitting position to slide my shirt off my body, and he looked so amazed by what he saw that even a stiff lady like me had to melt.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and began to nip at his ear, his jaw line, his neck. He reached back to undo my bra, and the clasp came off easily in his hands.

Something snapped inside me and I practically growled, leaning forward and trying to pull his shirt above his head. He allowed me to do so, revealing his toned stomach and a long stretch of gorgeous, tanned skin that I immediately felt the urge to run my hands over. Ben rid me of my bra, and then his hands were everywhere on my own body as well. Still looming over me on his knees while I sat, he groped and touched parts of me that I hadn’t even realized were erogenous zones – the center of my back along my spine, the curves under my breasts, the dip in the back of my spine, the soft inside of my arm. His fingers travelled like they wanted to memorize the entire terrain of me, and by god, was he memorizing thoroughly.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I had to see all of him. I reached forward to undo the button on his jeans, tugging down the zip in an almost fevered rush. He helped me pull them down to his waist and kicked them off hurriedly, leaving him in only his boxer briefs. The outline of his cock was prominent through the fabric, big and hard. I latched my mouth around it and breathed in deeply, a strong scent of musk and earthiness enveloping my senses. Above me, Ben groaned softly, rocking his hips forward. I eagerly began to mouth at his cock through his boxer briefs, his reaction eliciting a delicious feeling. His cock is straining against its confines, threatening to pop out. I felt the sudden need to get my mouth around it entirely, drag my tongue along its length, suck it with all my might, lick the tip and taste the precum that must have been dripping out my now. I tugged down his underwear, revealing a thick, hard cock that was certainly much bigger than my ex-husband’s.

I took Ben’s cock in my hand, fascinated by how dwarfed my fingers appeared in comparison. Ben hissed sharply as I began to stroke it experimentally, feeling its weight in my hand, focusing on angles and movements that elicited the most noises from him. The heady scent of his cock was filling my head, making it difficult for me to focus, and the desire to taste him became just too much to control. With that, I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock.

The corresponding jerk of Ben’s hips made my hands rush to his sides to steady him. Patience, I wanted to tell him, but my mouth was full of cock, and my god, it tasted so good. I hadn’t realized how much I’d missed this, missed the taste of a man flooding my tongue. Ben’s hands were caressing my hair as I began to bob my head up and down, pausing every now and then to lick the head of his cock. My tongue wrapped around his cock in a twisting motion and I hollowed my cheeks, trying to take in as much of him as I could. Ben’s response was nothing short of enthusiastic, his hips moving forwards and backwards until he was just fucking my mouth. My jaw began to ache, but it ached so good that I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to. If this had been my ex-husband, I would have stopped ages ago, but Ben fueled something within me that just wanted to be dirty and used. I could feel my pussy dripping again, turned on and begging to be touched as though I hadn’t just come like a freight train.

Ben suddenly stilled, then pulled his cock out of my mouth. I looked up at him, but didn’t get a chance to see what was wrong before he had pushed me onto my back. He made quick work of my skirt and ripped my panty clean off of me – an act I would have surely been furious about had it been anyone else – and positioned himself at the entrance to my pussy. He rubbed his saliva-slick cock against my clit, and before this I could have never possibly imagined that an action like that could send fire shooting through my system or send any wetness flooding out of me. Still merely grinding against me, Ben leaned down and took one of my nipples into his mouth while one of his hands reached up to play with the other one. I keened, my back arching as I tried to get more of him on me. My nipples, already stiff, became even harder with his careful movements, and when he grazed his teeth along a nipple, my pussy began to want nothing more than for the cock rubbing against it to be inside.

“Ben,” I moaned. “Put it in.”

Ben shot me a charming grin, continuing to tease me by slowing his pace.

“Ben,” I gasped. My cunt was pretty much throbbing with need by now. “I want you in me, now.”

Ben was still smiling. “Ask nicely,” he said.

My body’s initial reaction was to be shocked. A boy my son’s age was asking me to beg for his cock. That wasn’t going to happen. I might have broken a major rule by having sexual relations with Ben, but I still had some dignity.

At the sight of my scowl, Ben shrugged and continued to drag his cock slowly against me. It was so fucking evil of him and I wanted him more than ever now.

“Ben,” I said.

Ben ignored me, returning his attention to my breast. He molded and pinched my nipples calculatedly, measuring me responses to draw me closer and closer to desperation.

“Ben!” I cried.

Ben placed the head of his cock at the entrance to my pussy, and my heart began to race. Finally, finally, finally… But he wasn’t moving. He was just staying there, waiting. I wrapped my legs around his waist and tried to pull him in, but he stayed still.

“You know the magic words,” he teased.

“Come on!” I gasped, trying in vain to wiggle down onto his cock.

“Beg for it,” Ben said.

I shook my head.

“Beg for it.”

I shook my head again.

Ben pushed the head of his cock in a fraction of an inch, then pulled it out again immediately.

I snapped.

“Fuck! Please, Ben, please, please fuck me, please…”

That was all I had to say, and suddenly Ben slammed into me, his cock entering me at a brutal speed. I screamed, my entire body filled with spasms of pleasure. His cock felt huge inside me, stretching me out in a manner that might have been painful if not for the natural lubrication coating both his shaft and my insides. I could feel every inch of him filling me up, each stroke against my walls, each powerful thrust making me quake inside and out. It was as though the world around me ceased to exist.

I clutched at Ben’s shoulders and clenched around him, reveling in his faint “Oh!” of surprise. My heels dug into his ass, legs squeezing him tighter as I attempted to get him in even deeper, my hunger and desire for him increasing and becoming insatiable. In response, he shifted slightly, and the new angle was absolutely divine.

I gave a wordless cry, now unable to do anything but cling on for dear life. He was thrusting faster and harder in that powerful way that comes with youth, battering my G-spot with every movement. I began to scream and beg, my words a tangled mess of nonsense "moreyespleasefuck", my entire body demanding more even though I wasn’t sure if I could take it. Ben’s hips snapped repeatedly against mine, and the friction was so delicious that I started chanting his name.

“Ben, Ben, Ben,” I mewled, but that only egged him on more, making him ram into me faster and faster. His rhythm was beginning to slip, his motions becoming more ragged, but he was still going harder, somehow, and it was becoming far too much far too soon, and then –

“Fuck, Ben, I’m –” But I didn’t get to finish my sentence, because the next moment, my entire body tensed as wave upon wave of pleasure crashed over me like a storm. I barely registered Ben’s low moan before he pulled out of me and came all over my stomach and chest, pearly white cum coating my breasts.

Ben rolled off and collapsed next to me. It had all happened so fast.

“Next time, we should go much slower,” I said, without thinking, as we lay there panting. It was only a few seconds later, when Ben replied, that I realized what I’d said.

“So there will be a next time?” he asked.

I narrowed my eyes, peering at him inquisitively, as though I was sizing him up and considering everything. In my head, though, I already knew the answer.

“Only if we keep this a secret from Keith,” I replied.

Ben laughed. “Of course, Ms. Clancy.”

A voice could be heard from outside my closed door. “Ben? Dude, where are you?” Speak of the devil.

“You’d better get going,” I said.

Ben nodded, getting up and quickly getting dressed before rushing towards the door. Just before he opened it, he turned around and shot me a little wink. And then he was out of my room, door slamming behind him, and gone.

My head fell back against my pillow and I closed my eyes. What I’d gotten myself into, I didn’t know. But I was certainly looking forward to finding out.


7. Hannah's Plumber: The Sexy MILFs First Time Anal Sex by Lora Lane

We all know how life can be sometimes but recently I have gotten it in double doses. I'm a single mom of two kids who struggles to get through a normal day with my sanity intact, so why not add a busted sink to the mix just to push me over the edge? It was probably the worst time for a plumbing problem in the history of the world. That would be my vote anyway. Just when I thought things couldn't get any worse, the bill was outrageous and I was out of options. Right about that time when I was ready to give up, something happened with the young plumber that shocked me to my core in a very good way.

“That will be four-hundred and fifty-six dollars and ninety-three cents ma'am.”

I nearly dropped my glass of water. Somehow the young man said it with a straight face which just added to my misery. All I could do was stare at him in wonder at how greatly he overestimated my ability to take a joke. At one time I could have taken a joke pretty well but those days were few and far between now as a single mom with two kids on a salary that would make a first year teacher feel like the owner of Trump Towers. I didn't know what to do so I told him to wait just a moment while I went to get the money and walked into the bedroom.

This was bad, I told myself – as if I didn't know. I had missed half a day of work already and now this stud thinks I have nearly five-hundred dollars stuffed in my sock drawer. He couldn't be more wrong. Maybe I could just appeal to his better nature and he would tell me the real, much lower price. Heck, I didn't even have a credit card with that much room on it but he had already fixed the sink; not that I would have been able to not get the thing fixed. Washing dishes in the bathtub just makes me want to cry and we cannot have that.

A check of the clock on the bedroom wall showed that I still had a few hours before I needed to pick up Jackson and Rayleigh from school but that still didn't help my situation. Maybe I could rob a bank in that amount of time. They'd just think I was joking and I no more own a weapon than I know how to fire one.

For the first time, I began to rethink my having turned down an offer to dance at night at a local strip club. It wasn't exactly a hard decision except for the simple fact that a longtime friend of mine was the owner of the club that offered. And sure, I'm in my mid-thirties but I stay in top physical condition by doing – well not much. I have naturally high metabolism and just keeping a decent amount of activity in my daily routine keeps me golden.

When he offered me the job dancing, he said that he had never seen a guy who wouldn't want to see my body on display up there and that he would make sure nobody mistreated me. In spite of the fact that I felt like he was marginally telling the truth, I figured he probably said something similar to all the girls, so I turned him down. With the richest plumber on the planet waiting patiently on my ship to come in across the house, I really wished I had at least agreed to tend the bar for him.

While I was thinking back and hoping the plumber would just decide to leave without being paid, I also began to relive some of the happenings in life that had brought me to that point. The biggest mistake I ever made also happened to be the same thing that brought my biggest blessings. Jacob was my high school sweetheart. We went to the prom and every other dance as well as all of the parties together before hanging out all through college as well. Shortly after college we were married and all I needed for my dreams to come true was a white picket fence and a few kids.

Dreams don't always come true though and that was the case with mine. Jacob turned out to be something of a jerk once I started living in the same house with him. It was almost like he flipped a switch on the week after we said our vows and decided to be a piss head for the rest of his life. On top of mistreating me for a while, he also refused to give me children which was another sudden change from our dating years. Eventually, just before everything fell apart, I convinced him to try children just for the sake of saving the marriage. That worked for us about as well as ordering a gourmet meal from the fast food joint down the street.

I'll never regret Jack and Rayleigh. They are my heart. Every other part of the marriage was a joke and a disappointment that I honestly could have done without. The two of them are in elementary school now and are doing well. I had planned to home-school them because I hate the way organized school is handled but that choice was taken out of my hands by my situation and I can't afford private education by a long shot. Luckily we found a good school in the district and they are flourishing.

That morning when they went off to school, the sink began to gush water all over the kitchen floor. My Dad taught me well enough to know how to turn the water off so I did that under the counter and took the kids to the bus stop before calling work and telling them I had a plumbing emergency to deal with. Dinner would need to be ready in time for a good night sleep for all three of us and I needed the kitchen sink for that because my dishwasher hasn't worked in a long while. All of which brings me to the present time, with the stubbornly handsome young plumber propping on the kitchen counter, patiently waiting on me to pay him.

Maybe I could just jump out the window.

“Miss? Have you found your payment yet? I have a few other jobs to get to, not to rush you though. I was just wondering.”

Miss. Why does he have to call me Miss and ma'am? I'm not that old, maybe ten years or so older than him. He could still be attracted to me. I found myself attracted to him well enough. Ah, he probably had a hot college girlfriend a few years younger than him and thought of me as being like his aunt's age or something. Finally, I figured the longer I hid in the other room the more stupid he would probably think I was so I headed towards the door.

When I opened it the edge of the door hit my hand just hard enough to knock the water glass out of my grasp. It fell harmlessly to the carpet but not before it dumped half of the glass on my shirt. “Damn-it!” I said in frustration.

“Ma'am?”

“Nothing!” To myself I added, Stop calling me ma'am! “I'll be right there!” I yelled because I was far too frustrated to pretend I was fine. With few other options I just pulled the wet blouse off and threw it to the floor. It left me in my skimpy undershirt that was also a little wet. Hopefully it wouldn't look too strange since I was barefoot with comfy around-the-house pants on.

The smile I plastered onto my face was obvious false when I finally made it out of the room and walked towards the kitchen. He stood up straight and looked straight at my undershirt as if in shock. “Yeah,” I sighed and ran my hand through my long brown hair, “Dumped a cup of water on myself just to make sure I was still awake. Look, I can't afford that. I'm sorry, I really thought it wouldn't be that much. I even searched the internet for quotes and most of them weren't anywhere close to that much. I don't know what to do.”

He finally peeled his eyes from my shirt and said, “Emergency.”

“What?” I asked confused.

Shaking his head he said, “Um, you identified it as an emergency so the cost went way up.”

“That's stupid.”

“That's plumbing business ma'am,” he said which drew a look of pure hatred from me. “Be glad you didn't call in the middle of the night. It wouldn't have been that bad but the problem with the sink also meant I had to fix and replace some of the plumbing to the dishwasher.”

I sighed, “The dishwasher? It hasn't worked in years. I only wanted the sink to work. God, it wasn't that big of an emergency. You have to help me out somehow.”

He thumbed his pants and shrugged, “It might get me in trouble ma...”

“If you call me ma'am again I'm going to slap the taste out of your mouth!” I said with a finger pointed in his face.

His head pulled back slightly, he put his hands up, “I'm sorry, I always get nervous around hot women so I was trying to be polite. It might get me in trouble but I will see what I can do. Let me go out to my truck and call my boss. It's the least I can do since it really wasn't that difficult of a fix.”

I didn't hear a lot of what he said after that because I was stuck on him saying I was hot. Here I was thinking he saw me as an older washed up woman and that wasn't true at all. Watching him go, I noticed the tightness of his jeans and began to wish he showed a little more than simple plumber's crack. Standing out at his truck he was pretty animated as he spoke. I only caught a few words he said but it looked like he was really trying to argue my case. Finally he looked at his phone and pressed the screen before throwing it into the truck and slamming the door.

Quickly I scooted back across towards the kitchen and started thumbing through the old napkin holder where my credit cards were. If the price came down far enough I could put it on one of them but I had to find the damn thing. At least it gave me something to do so he might not know I was watching him the entire time he was gone. He was standing there with his thumbs in his pockets again with a little bit of a red tint to his cheeks. I figured that was from his frustration at the end of the conversation. Finally I realized he was staring at me as if he didn't know what to say. I looked up at him with more admiration than I had before and said, “My name is Hannah.”

“Hannah,” he said, “My stupid fucking boss only will let me take a hundred off of the price. He said something about breaking the payments up but that's stupid. Look,” he sighed, “How much can you afford?”

I winced, “One-fifty? Maybe one-sixty.”

With a stiff nod he said, “That will work. I can just copy down the card information and then I'll be on my way. I'm sorry about this Hannah. I tried to talk him down farther but he is a rich dip-shit and doesn't like people. Oh, please excuse my language.”

A smile forced its way to my face at what he was saying. “I know you tried. Thank you but what about the rest of the money? Will you get fired?”

“Nah,” he waved a hand towards me, “I'll pay the rest of it out of my own pocket if I have to. It's not right to take advantage of you like that. Just pay what you can and I'll add the rest and say you broke up the payment between two different cards or something.”

“You'd do that for me?”

His frustration was still visible as he shrugged, “Yeah, why not. Good people deserve to have good things happen to them now and then.”

“I agree with that much.” Now I was walking towards him with pure infatuation visible in my manner, “It's been a long time since anyone did something that nice for me. How could I ever repay you?”

“Forget about it,” he said with a smile which suggested he noticed the look on my face. “Doing something nice for a beautiful woman is reward enough by itself.”

“Maybe it is,” I said now within a step of him and looking him over slowly, “Or maybe it's not. I think I have to give you a kiss on the cheek at least for being my hero. The hero always gets a kiss after all.” I ran my hand up his stiff and strong chest. He began to get a little nervous in the way he stood and said that was fine if I wanted to. My hand cupped behind his neck and pulled his face down a little towards mine. He turned his cheek towards my lips but instead I grabbed his face with my other hand and twisted his lips towards mine so that my kiss slammed against his lips directly.

At first he pulled back but I went with him and he quickly began to return the kiss. It grew from an awkward kiss to a passionate lip to lip kiss and then to a fully passionate kiss as he grabbed my neck and met my need with his own. We were lost there in the moment for I don't know how long before we both stopped but didn't pull away. My eyes searched his handsome features as his searched mine and I said, “Maybe the hero gets more than just a kiss.” Our lips met once again and this time it felt like long lost lovers seeing each other again after years apart as we held each other close.

When our lips parted again he looked down and said, “I don't want to take...”

“....advantage of me. I know.” I kissed him quickly as I ran my fingers through his hair, “But that's a problem.”

“It is?”

“Yes,” I said, “Because that is exactly what I want you to do.”

Those words seem to hang in the slim space between us for a few moments as he stared at me and me back at him. I wondered what he would do. Clearly he wanted me, was more enamored with me than I had imagined when I first admired his stride into the kitchen that morning. The small hope growing inside me that he would take me in his arms and move me into the bedroom wound up a little too much of a fairytale however.

When he took me, he didn't move me anywhere. Instead he started by pulling his shirt off, revealing his thin but strong upper body. Before I could follow suit and remove mine he did it for me, grasping the bottom of the shirt and pulling it off over my head as I lifted my arms to make it easy. I removed my bra so quickly that it was on the ground before his chest touched mine as he embraced and kissed me again.

He lifted me in arms that felt stronger or maybe filled with the power of desire as he spun me around and sat me on the counter. His fingers grabbed the waist of my pants and pulled them downward. I planted my palms on the counter and lifted my backside as he pulled not only my pants but my panties down and off over my feet. I smiled and threw my head back as the cold counter on my butt and the brush of his rough fingers on my thighs sent chills all over my body.

It had been so long since somebody looked at me the way he was looking at me when he tossed my panties to the floor and rose back towards me that I actually giggled. By then he was fully into the flow of the moment and was coming for me but I surprised him by pushing off of the counter and standing in front of him as I slowly unbuckled his jeans and unbuttoned his jeans. As I dragged his jeans downward, his boxers came with it all the way to the floor, returning the favor for what he had just done to me. I smiled up at him mischievously as I knelt down to the floor, “How do you like it?”

He groaned towards the ceiling as my hands ran over his swollen shaft, “Holy shit you're hot.”

“I know,” winking I reached towards the tip with my tongue, teasing him. I would have been lying or being sarcastic if I had suggested that I thought I was hot only an hour before but right then I felt more attractive than I had in a decade of losers in bars and a deadbeat husband. There wasn't a model walking any runway in the world with more confidence than me as I kissed the end of his throbbing cock. My fingers were working him over right as I squeezed the base with one hand and teased his balls with the other. I could tell by his body language, his groans and the way his cock was growing even more tight and hard that I was pushing all the right buttons so I didn't stop.

Refusing to close my eyes or break eye contact with him for more than a second or two, I ran my lips along the end of his shaft and sucked hard as I lifted back off. He was easily the biggest I had ever done that with but then I didn't just go down on anyone. This guy was something special though. I could feel it. As I ran my mouth along his cock I could feel the throbbing and paid close attention so that I didn't push him too close to the edge of a climax. He was young enough to probably be able to go more than once but I didn't dare risk it.

When his hips began to tense up, I pulled off of him and stood up, running my nails over his chest slowly. Lost to the moment, I wiped a little bit of spittle from the edge of my mouth and backed up with a sultry look in my eyes before hopping up onto the edge of the kitchen counter. After spreading my thighs open I glared at him with a look of longing, “You're turn.”

He didn't hesitate for a fraction of a second, moving in and scooping my butt into his hands, lifting my eager pussy to his mouth. I thought he was going to get started right away and wanted nothing more but instead he licked along the edge of my pussy and then kissed down my inner thigh. Slowly he teased downward towards my knee before moving to the other thigh and kissing his way back upwards. I lifted my hips upwards towards him as my moans begged him to get started.

For a second he skipped over my pussy and started towards the other thigh but I couldn't take it anymore. My hands left the counter, dropping me to the counter, and I grabbed the back of his head to force him to my pussy. He didn't fight it or try and tease me more, instead dropping his tongue directly into my damp slit and releasing his hold on my hips so that he could use his hands and fingers. One hand went directly to my breasts where his thumb and forefinger squeezed and twirled my nipples expertly. I slid further down so that my back was now completely resting on the counter with my knees up and spread out to the side and ran one hand through my hair while keeping the other on the back of his head. I wanted him to keep going, needed him badly to keep going.

With his other hand he reached between my legs and began to add to my pleasure by teasing my clit. Then he switched and licked my clit, flicking it one way and the other while his finger drove into my pussy wonderfully. Everything might feel better in the moment but I was certain that nothing had ever been done to me that felt as good as what he was doing right then. I began to moan loudly as he continued to work over my pussy and felt an orgasm building as my hand moved from my hair to squeeze the breast he wasn't giving direct attention to.

It could have gone on forever and I would have been okay with it but quickly he switched to a standing position and pulled my body forward into his grasp. I wrapped my arms and legs around him and buried my lips into his neck, eagerly awaiting the blessed inevitable. Slowly he lowered me down to his shaft and I clung tightly to him with my eyes closed as he eased inside of me. His pace quickened immediately as he began driving into me. He filled me better than anyone ever had and I felt almost like it was my first time all over again, only much better.

Our hips were clashing together as the first orgasm broke over me and I sank back away from him, allowing his strong grasp alone to keep me from falling to the floor. It only served to make him feel that much better inside of me and another more powerful orgasm immediately crashed over me. I lost track of all time, worry and any need other than my need for him. He moved me around the kitchen into different embraces for a few minutes until I finally thought he was going to finish.

An orgasm was building inside of me and couldn't be held back once his pace quickened even more. My body was still gyrating around as his grunts grew louder and I knew he was going to cum. I pointed at my chest and he pulled out and blew his huge load all over my chest. He sat me on the counter and I rested back against the cabinet door. When my eyes slowly fluttered open, he was standing there looking at me with the same look of need in his eyes and I noticed his erection was still strong.

He moved forward and dug his fingers into my butt with one of them moving towards my crack and whispered, “Have you ever?”

With his fingers pulling at my butt cheeks I knew exactly what he meant. I had never even considered anal with anyone. It was always something that I didn't trust anyone to do or was never into someone enough to try. I glared at him with a playful look my mirror hasn't seen in over a decade, biting my pinky nail in the corner of my mouth, “First time for everything...”

With zero hesitation he dragged me off of the counter, lifting me enough so that the corner didn't hurt me on the way down. I groaned as he turned me around and bent myself over the counter with my feet spread apart. At first he worked on me with his fingers, dragging at my cheeks and inserting his thumb into me anally. It was nothing I had ever felt before but it wasn't taking me long to get into it as I grasped and squeezed my breasts.

He reached around to my pussy and dug his fingers inside of me. I moaned loudly as he then moved my own juices around to my anus and then started to push his shaft inside. At first I was silent. My eyes were clamped closed tightly. This didn't just feel like another first time, it was the very first time. Quickly a little pain gave way to a little pleasure.

His shaft moved in and then out before pushing slowly back in a little farther. My head lolled back as he stretched me with each slow thrust. He knew exactly what he was doing and as I started to like it more, he increased his pace and power. Every time he entered me and stretched me that much more, I thought I was going to have another blast of orgasmic bliss wash over me. The feeling was so huge and so new that I can't even put it into words that would do it justice.

Within a few minutes he began pushing inside of me faster and harder and my tight moans and groans turned into louder yelps of pleasure. Part of me wanted to order him to go harder and deeper but instead I just enjoyed groaning loudly as he showed me what anal sex was supposed to be and I loved every second of it. Just when I thought it couldn't feel any better, he reached one of his hands around and began fingering my pussy and pussy lips again.

My hands instantly were planted on the counter and my back arched as the biggest orgasm yet came over me so hard that my knees buckled. I was able to stay on my feet as he kept driving into me. It was so wonderful that I never wanted it to end. The way he started breathing and grunting harder suggested that I wouldn't be so lucky however so I told him to go harder and faster.

He was nearly yelling as he finished with a thunderous climax all over my backside and my final orgasm hit at nearly the same time. For a while I propped on the counter and he moved back to rest against the counter behind me. I don't know how long we rested there in silence. I turned around to face him and he smiled as he pulled his jeans back on.

“Hannah, that was the most amazing thing I've ever done.”

I grinned, “I've had better.” There was a slight frown on his face before I moved to place my hand on his chest and whispered, “Just kidding. You're such a stud I didn't want it to end.”

“I was wondering,” he shrugged, “Maybe you needed some help around the house now and then? I could give you my cell number and you can just call me direct or text or something. I'd love to,”  he heaved a breath and smiled, “Hell, I want to do that again.”

“You're a great guy and I wouldn't pass up the chance to have some help now and then. I think the second bathroom needs some work,” I grinned. “I think we can make time for another plumbing emergency.”

He laughed, “Good to hear.”

As he wrote his number down and we both got dressed, I realized that I didn't even know his name. It was probably for the best. Whenever I texted him I would probably just ask for plumbing help and see if he knew who I was. The best lover I had ever had was a plumber I didn't even know, who was ten years younger than me. Something about that, a lot of something about it in fact, was making me want him again before he backed out of the driveway. I forced myself to behave if only for a few days before I started teasing another encounter. He was just as eager as I was to get together again.


8. Cleaning Up Just to Get Dirty: The MILF Nurse and The Hot Biker by Kaylee Jones

Annie was just going about her business at the hospital, making her nurse’s rounds and caring for her patients.  She was ‘warned’ about one particular new patient, but in her career she had seen it all so she was not worried.  The minute she lays eyes on the biker, Stone, her world gets rocked.  And then things heat up.

It was another long day at the hospital, moving from one drab room to the next.  Most people do not realize how exhausting it can be to take care of sick and injured patients all day long.  I stopped about halfway through my shift to eat my very dull frozen meal for lunch before returning to the list of patients that needed attending.

I had been doing this for almost fifteen years now, and that was just this shift…  I had taken care of all sorts of people, but this simple recovery wing was one of the easier ones.  The only way I found to liven up my work day was to wear my white nurse’s dress in a size too tight.  I loved the way the male patients would light up at the sight of me and their wives would just scowl in my direction.  It was not my fault I was blessed with ample cleavage and a nice firm behind.  Granted, it was my fault those features were accentuated by a push-up bra and a G-string.  But a working woman has to have her fun somehow.  And I always got the best reviews after my sponge baths.  Every so often I had a little fun with a lesbian, but that was a rare treat.  Most of the time it was just a harmless little boost to my ego and to the patient’s.  I mean, who hasn’t had the naughty nurse fantasy, right?  Now I don’t wear thigh high stockings and 4-inch heels, but that’s just not realistic.  I don’t wear hose at all!

“Hey, Annie,” one of my fellow nurses called out as I headed down the plain gray hallway.

“Oh, hi Charlotte,” I replied.

“You catch a look at the new guy in 608?”

“No, not yet.  I think he’s on the end of my list. I’ll swing by.”

“Take a good long look,” the younger woman grinned.

I furrowed my brow in confusion and moved to the first room on my afternoon list.  It was an older man who was recovering from a mild heart attack.  The look on his face when I strutted into his room gave me mild concern that he was headed into another heart attack right there.  His eyes raked over the swell of my breasts and curve of my hips.

“Mr. Thornton, how are we today?” I grinned brightly.

“Oh much better now.  Sponge bath time?”

I chuckled, “Not today.  Your chart says that you get to shower today and that you will be doing with a male attendant.”

He pouted, “That doesn’t sound nearly as fun.”

“Mr. Thornton!” I feigned insult and innocence, “What on earth would happen if I got this pretty white dress wet?”

His eyes widened and his hips twitched noticeably.

I laughed, “Seems that your blood flow is working just fine.”

I bent over him to check his IV port and made sure to give him an eyeful of cleavage for his efforts.  I swayed my hips for him as I left, feeling a little better about the day after his reactions.

The next room was a middle-aged woman who had recently had knee surgery.  I was much more business-like and to-the-point with her and she did not seem to have the same appreciation for my outfit as the previous patient.

For the next couple of hours, I moved from room to room as I harmlessly flirted with the male patients and calmly took care of the female ones.  I did have a good laugh in one room.  I tried so hard to flirt and be cute until finally the sweet man politely informed me that he was gay.  I ended up staying a little while longer than necessary just to chat with him.  The straight women always tried to rush me out and the straight men always tried to keep me there a little longer.  It was nice to just chat with someone about the weather and theatre and things.

Charlotte came bobbing up to me with about an hour left in my shift.

“Annie, did ya see him yet?  Did ya?” she inquired anxiously.

I laughed, “Down girl, we get guys in here all the time.  And no, I haven’t.”

“Oh we don’t get guys like this one very often…” she winked at me.

“What is so all-fired special about this patient?”

“He broke his leg in a motorcycle accident.”

“So?”

“So he needs sponge baths…”

I sighed loudly with irritation.  “Charlotte.  I don’t really care about one patient over the other.  I just spent a lovely half hour talking to the man in 617 and it was the best visit of the shift.  What is so special about a broken leg from a stupid motorcycle accident?”

Charlotte shook her head, “I’m about to leave but I’ll ask you about him again tomorrow.  Then we’ll see.”

I sighed and shook my head at the silly young thing.  Sure we got some interesting patients occasionally, but nothing to get worked up over.  A local television star maybe or some aging retired musician but none of that had ever really impressed me.

My pulse did speed up at the thought of a bad-ass motorcycle man but it was much less sexy when you thought about him hooked up to monitors and drooling on his pillow.  That is how most of my patients look.

I finally reached the end of my list and realized that the only patient I had left to check on was the motorcycle man in question.  I stopped at the breakroom for a glass of water and nearly slapped my own cheek for being so nervous.

Stupid Charlotte, I swore at my coworker, has me all nervous about checking on this guy.  He can’t be all that special.  No one is.

I knocked on the door and waited.

“Come in,” a deep voice rumbled from the other side.

I took a deep breath and swung the door open.  My tummy fluttered at the sight of him and I was in trouble.

****

I was sunk from the moment I laid eyes on his arms as they lay on the white hospital sheets.  They were scarily muscular, with tattoos covering almost every inch of skin.  His scalp was covered in the prickle of dark hair but judging from the tanned skin, he normally kept it shaved.  His eyes were closed but I expected that they would be piercing, right down to the core of my body.

He had one leg sticking out from under the sheets, and it was in a cast up to about mid-thigh.  The rest of him almost appears nude from the way the sheets were draped but that would be very strange.  He should at least be in a hospital gown.

I moved quietly around the room to check the monitors and the IV port.  As I bent over to check the heart beat display, I heard a rustle behind me.  I straightened up and whirled around in one fluid motion and found myself staring into the bluest eyes I had ever seen.

And I was right, they looked through my own eyes and down into the depths of me.  The golden tan on his face showed signs of hours in the sun but it was smooth and unlined.  He was grinning at me and I realized that I had nearly popped clean out of the top of my dress.

“Well hey there,” he drawled slowly.

“G-Good evening Mr. Bilstrom.”

“Now, now, call me Stone, everyone does.”

I nodded, “S-Sure.”

His eyes raked over my tight white dress, stopping much longer than necessary at the generous cleavage that was now visible above the top.  I kept an extra button unfastened all the time, and having ben bent over, my breasts were thrust up and forward over the top fastened one.

“So, Stone,” I tried to collect myself, “how are we doing today?”

He reached one arm up over his head to prop himself up and I watched as his bicep bunched and bulged with each motion.

“Much better now…”

The sheet had slipped down his body and I realized that he was distinctly not wearing his hospital gown.

“Um, Mr. Bilstrom?  Where is your gown?”

He dragged his eyes away from my cleavage to look down at his chest, and then back up at me.  I could not take my eyes off the flat hard planes of his chest or the hint of cut abs at his waist.  One of his pecs had a circle of names tattooed on it and I was curious about it but I could not ask.

“Got tired of wearing a dress,” he replied cheekily.

“That’s standard issue attire.  We can’t have you walking around the hospital nude.”

He twisted his lips into a wry grin, “Does it look like I’m walking anywhere right now?”

He pointed at the cast on his leg.

I giggled nervously, “Very true.”

How had I been reduced to a simpering teenager in his presence?  I was going to kill Annie when I saw her the next day.  She had totally set me up and she had been totally right about him.

I checked his chart and internally groaned deeply.  He was scheduled for a sponge bath that day.  I ran my hand over my ponytail and looked at him again.

“So how did you injure your leg?” I asked out of curiosity.

“Ah.  Laid down the bike on a ride.  I’ve been recouping in a different hospital but they moved me over here last night for rehab.  Guess I’m in for the long haul, even after this comes off.”  He patted his large palm against the cast.

“Sounds like it,” I nodded.

“Sponge bath day?” he grinned, “I do keep track you know.  Every other day it seems.”

I nodded, “Today’s the day.”

He pushed the sheet all the way down to just below his navel.  As I stood and stared, I could see the smattering of dark hair spread out on his smooth chest, and the line of curls that trailed from his navel down below the sheet.  The thin sheet was draped casually across his groin but I was intensely aware of the outlines underneath it.  And it looked shockingly generous even covered.

He appeared to be nearly ten years younger than me, but he was still leering at me as I fumbled with my paperwork.

“I-I-I’ll be right back, I need to get my things.”

“Hurry back,” he grinned and threw his second arm behind his head with the first one.

I closed the door to his room when I left, and found myself panting in the hallway.  A nurse I did not know strolled by and looked at me strangely but I let her think whatever she wanted to think.  I was overcome with completely inappropriate lust for my patient.

From the closet, I collected a washcloth, a basin, and some liquid soap for the bath.  Normally I didn’t mind this portion of my job, but for some reason he made me more nervous than the little old ladies who were nearly overcome with embarrassment.  I knew how to handle them.  What I did not know how to handle was this horny biker who seemed to be coming on to me.  I loaded all the supplies on a cart and headed back to Stone’s room.

When I reentered the room, he was still reclining on the bed and had propped it up for a better angle.

“Make sure that water is nice and warm,” he cautioned.

“Oh?  No cold showers today?” I could not stop the words from spilling out of my lips.

He quirked one eyebrow up at me and waited for me to backpedal on my statement.  I stood my ground and stared him down, determined to win back the upper hand in this situation.

He grinned at me, “I’d prefer not, but thank you.”

I pushed the cart to the side of his bed and felt his eyes watching every move my generous curves made.  This was going to be one for the memory banks, I could just tell.

****

Stone grinned at me as I started arranging the items for the sponge bath.  I lifted the basin to the sink and waited for the water to warm up.  The idea of a cold sponge bath made me giggle, but I did not think that would make the patient happy.  And besides, I did not necessarily want this sexy guy to cool back down.

Once the water was warm to the touch, I filled the basin and carefully carried it back.  I was not careful enough, however, and by the time I reached the side of the bed, I had sloshed just enough on the front of my white dress to make it slightly transparent.  My cheeks felt flush when I met his gaze, and he just laid there with those muscular arms propped up behind his head, grinning like a Cheshire cat.

I squirted some of the liquid soap into the basin and dunked the washcloth.  As I swirled the water around to lather the soap, I of course managed to slosh just a little bit more on my dress.

“Who’s getting the bath here?” he chuckled, pointing at the front of my dress.

I flushed a deeper shade of pink, and tried to think of anything but the way he was leering at my now see-through dress.  It was clinging damply to my breasts and pressing up against the lace of my bra.  My nipples felt tight and I was certain he could see them.

I finally withdrew the washcloth from the basin and wrung it out slightly.  I brushed the warm cloth over his chest and felt the hardness of his muscles under my touch.

“Oh you can do better than that,” he smirked, pulling his arms from behind his head.

I dunked the cloth again and started massaging it onto one of his arms more thoroughly.  His bicep flexed and I jumped just a little.

“Are you always this nervous?  You must be a piece of work around the old men.”

“I am not!  And they are usually dressed!”

He laughed, “Fair enough.  But I’m not the dress wearing type.”

Without even thinking it through, I leaned across his body to wash his other arm.  My breasts were pressed against his chest and he felt warm underneath me.  I finished that arm quickly, and moved to his chest.

“Wh-Wh-What is the circle for?” I asked tentatively as I rubbed the rough cloth over his skin.

“Oh that?  It’s the names of club members who’ve died.”

“Club members?”

“Yeah, the country club.  We like to golf.”

I jerked my head up to look at him, and he laughed.

“Biker club babe, biker club.”

“Ohhh,” I mumbled feeling like a complete idiot.

I slowly moved the cloth down his hard chest to the cut abs of his stomach.  He was leaning back on the stack of pillows and closely watching my hands.  The sheet stopped just at the top of his pubic bone, and my hands stopped there as well.  I moved to the other side of him and started washing the good leg after pulling the sheet back delicately.

My hands moved higher and higher as I bathed him, and I could not help but notice that his legs were slowly moving further apart.  And I could not stop my eyes from settling briefly on the outline of something between his thighs.  Either the sheet was very flattering or he was one of the most endowed men I had ever seen in person.  I stopped just shy of his hip bone, but my eyes lingered at his long muscular leg sticking out from the thin hospital sheet.

I moved to the exposed foot of his broken leg and washed it gently, trying not to disturb the injured limb.  I finally finished and rinsed the cloth in the basin.

“What about the rest of me?”

His gaze made my body flush and warm and I fidgeted with the cloth in the basin.

“The rest of you?”

“Oh yes, I need to be thoroughly bathed.”

He had now parted his legs as far as they would go.

“We, ah, we don’t bathe everything.”

He stared at the translucent dress clinging to my full breasts and slowly dragged his eyes to my face.

“I don’t think most of them are done as a wet tee shirt contest either.”

I gasped and tried to cover myself, but in my infinite wisdom, I chose to cover myself with the soaking wet washcloth.

“Holy hell,” he breathed.

The dress was now soaking wet and clinging to every curve, my dark pink nipples very apparent through the thin dress and the lace bra.  This time I was certain I saw his cock twitch under the sheet.

“God they’re amazing,” he muttered as one arm reached out towards me.

Watching this muscular biker reach for my body sent the heat spiraling through my core until it throbbed between my thighs.  I could not stop myself from stepping forward into his touch.  His thick fingers were surprisingly gentle as they slowly traced the outside curves.

“Come here,” he growled, reaching out with the other hand.

When I leaned forward over him, he ran both palms over the front of my dress until they met at the nape of my neck.  He pulled me down to him and kissed me hungrily.  His teeth nipped at my lower lip and his tongue demanded entrance.  I heard myself moan as I granted him access and felt his plunder my mouth.

One hand kept my mouth against his while the other slid down my back and dug in to my ass firmly.  He devoured my mouth as my tits pressed up against his bare chest.  I could feel the heat from his body seeping into mine, and it was all spiraling down to my pussy.

My hands were still clenched at my side and I finally gave in.  I ran my fingertips over his chest and felt him quiver.  I locked my fingers behind his neck and pulled him to me.

He groaned and slid his mouth down my jawline to my neck.  Stone nibbled the pulse that pounded in my neck and I moaned softly against his ear.

I suddenly heard shuffling outside the door and I snapped back away from him.  I scurried to lock the door and took a deep breath before turning around to face him.  He beckoned to me with one finger and a devilish grin.

I had collected just enough of my wits to see clearly that this gorgeous hunk of a biker wanted me.  And he was trapped in that bed for me to enjoy.

I tossed my ponytail and grinned as I slowly walked back to him.  With each step, I unfastened another button on the dress.  He leaned back and watched the slow striptease while one hand lightly squeezed his growing cock.

When I reached the side of his bed, I was wearing nothing but the lace bra and matching G-string.  I popped the sides of his bed down and crawled on top to straddle his hips.  I ground lightly against the thickness between his thighs and he groaned deeply.

“Oh jeezus,” he muttered.

“Has it been long?” I winked innocently.

“You don’t want to know.”

I laughed and slipped one hand between our bodies to feel his thickness.

As I tormented him through the sheet, I asked again, “Tell me…”

“Almost two weeks, since my accident.”

“Not even one chance to touch yourself?”

“No, the damn nurses wouldn’t leave me alone!”

I laughed, “And here I am!  Should I leave you to your own devices?”

“Oh god, no, please…  you have to…”

“I have to what?”

“Help me out…”

I sat up just enough to pull the sheet down further and his cock sat long and thick against his thigh.  His sack looked full and heavy and swollen.  I ran my fingernails over the length of his shaft and tickled his balls.

“Oh fuck,” his lips twisted at the tormenting touch.

I tickled and teased every inch of him, never lingering too long in one spot.  As I slowly and loosely stroked him, his nails raked up my back, making me arch towards him.  He flicked the clasp of my bra loose and my full firm breasts popped loose.  He grabbed the nape of my neck roughly and pulled me forward to clasp one stiff nipple in his lips.  As he licked and sucked, I could feel it grow tighter in his mouth.  He teased them back and forth until I lost my focus on his cock and let it slip from my hand.

“Oh god, don’t stop,” he pleaded.

I kissed his hard, letting my stiff nipples rake against his chest as I slid down his body.  Nestled between his thighs, I could see just how hard he was.  It was bobbing in the air, begging for attention.

I held his cock against his lower stomach and ran my tongue from the base to the tip.  His groans spurred me on and I licked again and again.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, gripping the mattress.

I licked every inch until he was slippery and hard in my fist, and I stroked him while my mouth latched to the head.  I flicked my tongue over the sensitive spot just under the ridge and sucked firmly.  My other hand kept kneading and tickling his heavy balls until his hips started to buck.

“Oh god, oh fuck,” he groaned.

I felt his sack tighten up towards his body and the head of his cock swelled and pulsed.  I sunk my mouth as far down as I could and stroked him faster until I felt the first jet hit my tongue.  I milked and stroked every last drop down my throat until he flopped backwards onto the bed, panting for air.

“C’mere,” he reached for my bare shoulder.

I inched back up his body, letting him feel my silky skin slide against his.  When I ran my tongue over his salty neck, he started reaching and grabbing and twisting at my body.  I finally gave in to whatever he was trying, and found myself straddling his face and looking at his feet.

“Take it off,” he growled at me.

I wriggled my hips until the G-string slid free and I tossed it to the corner of the room.  His hands grabbed my hips roughly and pulled me against his face.  When his lips pressed against my wetness, I writhed against him, eager for pleasure of my own.

His tongue slipped easily between my folds and I groaned when he found my throbbing little nub.  He teased my ache, sliding from my clit to my opening and back again.  Never staying in one place long enough to help the urgent throbbing he had started.

“Oh god,” I moaned softly, urgently rubbing against his face to find what I needed.

His hands reached up and one of them grasped my ass cheek roughly while the other pinched and rolled my nipples.  They seemed directly connected to my aching clit and I arched my back for more.  He finally caught my clit between his teeth and flicked the tip of his tongue over the taut swollen surface until I bucked and dug my nails into his heaving chest.  This time he didn’t let up, and as he flicked he slid two fingers deep inside my slippery wetness.

“Fuck me,” I begged as I squirmed my hips against the onslaught of sensations.

He rubbed his tongue harder and pounded his fingers inside me, urging me on, shoving me closer and closer to climax.  I could hardly breathe as I scaled the peak.  He finally stuffed three fingers into my tight warm wetness and curled them just right against that textured little place inside.

“There, there, there,” I chanted, praying he would keep doing it.

And within moments, the stars swirling behind my eyes exploded into light and I soaked the poor guy’s face and hand and chest with my climax.  I could feel my body clenching and clutching at his fingers as my clit contracted under his tongue.

“Oh god, oh Stone,” I cried out, clutching at his hips as I writhed.

When I fell back from the peak, I twisted and slipped in the bed until I was curled up next to his good side.  Our hearts pounded as we caught our breath and he leisurely wrapped one muscled arm around my waist.

****

So admittedly, that was easily one of the hottest sexual experiences of my life.  I say “one of” not to diminish it in any way, but to highlight that the first time is always a little more special than the others.  The other experience that tops the list was when Stone got out of the hospital and his leg was completely mended…

Oh?  Did I not mention that his special sponge baths became a regular thing?  Charlotte was so mad when I was assigned to be his only nurse but I sure didn’t mind.

The day after that first one, she came bounding up to me bubbling over about him.  Through a pure miracle, I managed to keep the smirk off my face as I told her he was no big deal.  She scoffed at me and stormed off in a huff but I did not really care at that point.

I was not there the day Stone got released but he called me before he had even left the parking lot.  His buddies had driven up there to meet him, and he told them to drop him at my apartment before making any other stops.

He walked in, with only a slight limp, and proceeded to drag me off to the bedroom.  I had touched and tasted his cock so many times, I was literally dripping to feel him inside me and that sweet tattooed muscular man did not disappoint.  He filled and stretched me in so many ways, I still get tingles thinking about it.

By the time he slid inside me that first evening, it had been nearly a month since he had had sex and the grin on his face lit up my world.  He took me three times that night, and twice more in the morning.  We fucked in the bed, on the couch, in the kitchen, and in the shower.

It has been a few months now, and we are still seeing each other.  I was a little nervous to get involved with someone who was a confirmed member of a biker gang, but everyone has turned out to be super great.  They love to hear the story about the first time Stone and I met, and I can always see a few twitching cocks when we tell it.

Sometimes one of the cheekier members will ask if I still have the nurse’s outfit and I just smile primly.  But I think the grin on Stone’s face gives it away every time.


9. A Housewife’s Revenge: The MILF and Her Cuckolding Husband by Sofia Miller

I wasn’t usually one to surprise David at work, but then he usually didn’t spend so much time at the office.  In reality, it was David who usually surprised me at lunch time, swinging home for an impromptu quickie when the mood struck, which was frequently. “How am I supposed to make it through the salt mines all day without my fix?” he’d say, coming up behind me, lifting my skirt, sliding his hand down my lacy panties.  He worked hard and played hard.  But lately he’d only been working hard.  I needed my fix, as well.

“I brought you lunch!”  I said, strutting into my husband David’s office in my tight skirt and kitten heels, picnic basket full of goodies in my hand.  I wasn’t usually one to surprise David at work--but then he usually didn’t spend so much time at the office.  In reality, it was David who usually surprised me at lunch time, swinging home for an impromptu quickie when the mood struck, which was frequently.

“How am I supposed to make it through the salt mines all day without my fix?” he’d say, coming up behind me, lifting my skirt, sliding his hand down my lacy panties.  He worked hard and played hard.  But lately he’d only been working hard.  I needed my fix, as well.

This year we would be celebrating our 20th anniversary.  We had always been the envy of our friends.  David made an excellent salary, we had a beautiful house that I kept, and even after all of these years, we were always the couple that would sneak off to some dark corner to neck like teenagers--we couldn’t keep our hands off each other.  And it was no wonder: He’d aged wonderfully, only becoming more chiseled over time, his salt and pepper hair still thick, his physique strong and capable.  And I knew he was still enamored with my 45 year old body, my hair still dark, save for one silver streak framing my face, my high cheek bones becoming more prominent with age, with only some subtle crows feet betraying me--crow's feet he would kiss lovingly and adoringly.  My body, too, was holding up miraculously, my breasts still full, my ass still firm, my tummy still flat.  Perhaps it was because we’d never had any kids.  It’s not that we didn’t like children--but we liked fucking on the living room floor on a whim a lot more.

But we hadn’t fucked on the living room floor or anywhere else in two months--an eternity for us.  I knew it couldn’t be that I’d become unattractive--I was still deflecting advances from every man who came my way on a daily basis.  No, he simply had a big project at work that was taking all of his time and draining him of all of his energy.  But, being an excellent wife, I knew that meant he would need a pick me up more than ever.  So I went to his office with my picnic basket to give him a good meal, and then a little peep show to remind him why it was a good idea to come home from time to time.

But he didn’t look happy to see me when I went into his office unannounced.  He was sitting at his desk, and when he saw me, a look of sheer horror came across his face.  “It’s not a good time, Jessica,” he said.  “I’m really very busy right now.  But I’ll be home early for dinner!  You should run along!”

“Nonsense,” I countered, hopping up on his desk with ease and crossing my legs coquettishly.  “You can’t be expected to work on an empty stomach, and if I know you, you haven’t even thought about eating yet today--you get so focused on your work.  But I know you’re hungry.”  I unbuttoned my shirt casually as I spoke to him and let it hang open, no bra, my breasts hanging above him as I perched on his desk.

He looked me up and  down and said, “Oh, god…”

“You forgot what you were missing, didn’t you darling?”  I pulled a finger sandwich out of the picnic basket and fed it to him.

“Listen, honey, you really have to go.  I’m sorry--but you know what a little shit Jason is.  Ever since he took over he’s trying to prove he’s a man by cracking the whip.”  Jason was the new CEO.  He had succeeded his late father to the position, but at only 24, he had a lot to prove.  For people like my poor husband, his rise had been infuriating.  He was only a kid, lacking any experience.  David hated him.  “You can’t be in here right now.  Besides, I can’t risk that little piss-ant walking in here and seeing your gorgeous tits.  Those are all mine.  So, please--run along home.  I’ll be there early, I promise.”

“I don’t like being rejected like this,” I said, annoyed.  It never occurred to me that he’d be anything other than happy to have me come by--it certainly never occurred to me that he wouldn’t want me showing off my tits.  Was this it?  Had we finally reached the point where I was just his wife--not a sexual being?  But still, even as these thoughts ran through my head, I maintained my composure.  I wouldn’t overreact until I had a real reason to.

So, I bent down to kiss him goodbye, ever the attentive wife, and that’s when I saw it:  A woman’s hand coming from under his desk, pressing into the floor.  “What the…”  I knelt down for a better look.

“No, Jessica, don’t!” but it was too late.  I saw her.  There, on all fours, was Carmen, my husband’s new intern, no top, her flat chest exposed, my husband's cum dribbling down her chin.

“Well, I’m sorry to interrupt,”  I said evenly, but my blood was running cold, my mind swimming  “Don’t mind me, I’ll get out of your way.”

“Jessica, wait--I can explain!” David was following me.

“There isn’t any explanation,” I went for the door.

“Jessica--please!  It’s not a big deal!”

It’s not a big deal?  I catch him giving his cock to some moronic little flat-chested girl and it’s not a big deal?

“You’ll be sorry, you son of a bitch,” I said, slamming the door as I left, though even I wasn’t sure just what I meant by that.

I rushed onto the elevator, needing to get as far away as David as I possibly could.  The full gravity of it was too much for me to bear, and I was in a kind of shock.  Everything seemed slow motion--calm and distant, like being underwater.  There was a rushing in my ears, and I could hear my own pounding heart--but the beat was slow and steady.

One floor down and there was Jason, CEO, my husband’s nemesis.  It was easy to see why he’d be such a hated figure:  Not only was he the man in charge of everything when he was too young to have possibly earned it, he was also breathtakingly handsome.  He was the kind of man who had always gotten what he wanted and always would.  It was a hated position I sympathized, having always been that kind of woman.  That is until now.

“Mrs.  Savage!”  said Jason, warmly.  He was genuinely nice on top of everything else.  What an asshole.  “So nice to see you!  Stopping in to see David?”

“I...yes, I was.”  The world was continuing on as normal, in spite of what I’d just seen.  How could that be?”

“You know, I tell David all of the time what a lucky man he is to have you,” Jason smiled.

“Oh, you think so?”  Tears started to spring to my eyes, now, involuntarily.  Though standing beside me, Jason didn’t know it.

“We all think so.  I wish you’d come by more often!  Seeing you around the office is good for morale,” he turned to me give me a cute little wink, but when he saw my face his smile faded into a look of concern.  “Mrs. Savage, what’s wrong?”

“I--” I was stopped by the sudden realization of what a handsome, attentive boy I had in front of me.  His blue eyes were looking deep into mine with caring and concern, and it occurred to me for the first time that he had a little crush on me--that he had always been overly attentive with me at the office parties, keeping me in his line of sight at all times, looking me up and down appreciatively.  And here he was, so genuinely wanting to help me when he felt I was in distress.  “I...it’s...I’m sorry.  Yes, I’m fine,”  I finally answered him.  “My...my aunt passed away this morning.  We were very close.  I came here to see if David could take a little time to comfort me, but he was so deep in his...project...I told didn’t bring it up,”  I hoped he wouldn’t question the lie, and he didn’t.  I couldn’t bring myself to admit to this gorgeous young man that I’d been tossed aside for someone younger.

Rather, he said, “Well, I’ve got a little time.  Is there anything I can do?”

“Yes,” I answered.  “Yes, I think there is.”

I took him back to the house.  He agreed to take the afternoon off and keep me company.              I told him what I really needed was a distraction.  I asked him to talk to me about anything other than my aunt--this would allow me to avoid the subject I’d lied about, and also gave me a chance to get to know him a little bit.  I fixed us each a drink.

“No...no, I don’t have a girlfriend,” he blushed when I asked him about his love life.  It was surprising--a young, handsome, rich boy so shy about the subject of girls.  I found it adorable.  “The truth is...I’ve never really had time for a girlfriend.  Gosh, I haven’t had a girlfriend since the 9th grade.  And that was just for two weeks.”

“You’re kidding?”  I was truly fascinated.  How was it possible girls weren’t throwing themselves at him right in left? “But then, I suppose you enjoy playing the field,” I answered my own question.

“There isn’t really much of a field.  I’ve spent my entire life in my dad’s office.  When other kids were at parties and joining clubs, I was here.  Most of the people who work at the company have known me since I was a kid, and they still think of me that way.”

“Well, you appear to be a man, now,” I smiled, my drink warming me up.

“I actually...I’ve had a more sheltered life than most people realize.”

“Jason,” I was beginning to catch on to what he was telling me, “--have you ever been with a girl?”

His face turned beet red at the question.  “I mean...there’s been some kissing…”

I downed my drink.  This was too much!  He was an honest to God virgin!  “Finish your drink--I’ll get you another one.”

“I should probably get back to the office, soon…” he said nervously.

“No, you shouldn’t.  You should stay here and keep me company,” I said, handing him a drink.  It was then that I realized he had an erection--and an enormous one at that.  It was hard to keep my eyes off of, until he saw me staring and went to cover it with his hands.  “No, no--don’t be embarrassed,” I said, pulling his hands back, and then letting my hand rest in his for just a moment before pulling away.  “I’m...flattered, actually.  I…I haven’t been feeling very attractive, lately.”

“Are you kidding?” Jason laughed, incredulously.  “I don’t know how that’s possible--you’re beautiful.”

“My husband doesn’t seem to think so, anymore,” I blurted out.  My drink was getting to me.

“I don’t know if I should be hearing about your marital pro--”

“No, but you might want to hear this,” I continued, the truth tumbling out in an unstoppable tidal wave.  “I wasn’t upset earlier because of my aunt.  I was upset because when I went into David’s office, that fucking adorable little Carmen, was sucking his cock.”

“What?”

“Hiding under the desk with his cum on her mouth--I’m sorry--I know I shouldn’t be saying this--you’re his boss, I shouldn’t be jeopardizing his job like that…” and I meant it--that was not what I had intended.  “Please, don’t fire him.  Goddamnit, I shouldn’t have told you...”

“He cheated on you?  On you?”  He was livid.  But he didn’t seem to care at all that David had been carrying on with an intern at work.  No, he was livid because he’d hurt me. How could those boy care so much and my very own husband care so little?   “He has no idea….he has no idea…” Jason started babbling.

“He has no idea what?’

“He has no idea how jealous I’ve always been that he has you!  How could he even dream of being with someone else?  If I had the chance to touch your body, I’d never stop touching it.”

We were both standing, now, eyeing each other, panting.  The air between us was electric.  I looked down and saw his hard-on was raging.

I walked slowly up to him, put my hand to his chest, and backed up him up to his chair until he was sitting.

“Do you mean that?” I asked, kneeling down, unzipping his pants.

“Yes,” he said nervously, as I tugged them off.

“Because I need to be fucked so badly by someone who appreciates me.  Do you understand?  I need it...” I grabbed the band of his boxer briefs and tugged them off, unleashing him.  I couldn’t believe my eyes--it was enormously thick and long--the biggest I’d ever seen, and David had been more than adequate in that department.  “Oh my god...do you even know what a beautiful cock you have?” I asked, and he blushed, boyishly.  “Will you stroke it for me?  I want to watch you stroke it”

“I don’t know if this is right…” he said, but he trailed off as I stood up before him and took off my shirt.  His mouth was open as he stared at my dark, pert nipples.  His hand instinctively went to his cock and started stroking.  I unzipped my skirt and wriggled out of it.

“Don’t stroke so fast!  That’s it, good boy.  My god, that cock is so eager,” I said as I tugged at my lace thong and pulled it up between my pussy lips, letting the wet lace rub against my clit.

“You have to stop, or I’m never going to last…” he said, visibly sweating.

“Shhh...calm down, baby.  I’m going to help you.  We’re going to help each other.”  I knelt down before him, took his hand off of his cock and placed them on the arms of the chair.  I slowly started licking the head of his enormous cock, holding it up gently with two hands.  “You’re going to fuck me all night long with this thing.  But first, we have to build up your tolerance.  Now, if you feel close, you’re going to pull my hair to let me know.  Understand?”  I started taking him into my mouth as he groaned, but it was difficult fit his enormous girth in my mouth.  I was stretched to capacity, but I was determined to take as much of him down as I could.  He went past my tongue, touched the back of my throat, and I gagged, my throat contracting on his cock.  I felt a sharp pain as he tugged my hair a little too hard, and I pulled off of him.  He was panting hard.

“You are eager.  We’re going to give your cock a little break.  So, no touching!”  I instructed.  You’re not going to touch that cock until I tell you to.

“So I’m just going to sit here?”

“Not at all.”  I pulled him toward me by the legs until he was leaning back in the arm chair.  I stood up, swung my long, toned leg over him, and stood, straddling him.  I lowered myself down and sat not not on his cock, but on his stomach, his cock behind me.  I leaned forward and said, “Put your mouth on my breast.”

He leaned forward like a good boy and started licking my nipple.  He was a natural.  His tongue was strong and responsive.  As my nipple grew harder, so did the strokes of his tongue.  He began to suck gently, and I moaned as I started grinding my pussy into his rock hard abs.  He sucked harder and I leaned back, him leaning with me, and I let my long dark, silver streaked hair drape over his cock and bulbous balls, tickling him.  He bucked a bit. “Easy...easy…” I instructed. “You’ve got a long way to go.”

He pulled his mouth from my breast and cradled me in his muscular arms as he looked me over.  I had a moment of self-consciousness--I was much older than he was.  I hadn’t turned the lights out, I shouldn’t let him look so close.  My hand went to cover my lower tummy, but he moved my hand behind my back.  “Don’t cover a thing,” he said.  “I want to see everything.”  He slid two fingers into my pussy like a pro, and the feel of his thick hands made me more wet than I’d been in years.  “Is that right?  Do you like that,” he asked.

“Yes….” I moaned, feeling my muscles contract. “Just like that.  How does my pussy feel to you?”

“So wet...you’re dripping down my hand...it feels….God, your pussy feels strong…”

I laughed.  It wasn’t a description I’d expected but I liked it.  My pussy is strong, I repeated to myself as I squeezed his fingers with my cunt.  He groaned as though I’d done the same thing to his cock.  “Do you want to feel my pussy wrapped around your cock?” I asked.

“Oh, God, yes…” he moaned.

“Come with me,” I instructed, leading him into the bedroom.

I got up on the bed, leaned back and spread my legs wide.  “Look at my cunt,” I said.  “Tell me what you see.”

He took his thick fingers and opened my lips like a present.   He looked hungry, enraptured as he looked into me.  “It’s perfect…” he said.

“Taste it,” I commanded.  He licked his lips, bent down, and breathed me in deeply.  He looked like he was in heaven taking in my scent.  Then he kissed my pussy--a deep, slow french kiss, tonguing me sweetly, deeply, as he explored.

“Good boy...Mmmm...how are you so good at this?” It was incredible--it was devoid of technique or tricks.  He was letting his longing for me guide him and he was the better for it.

“You’re so responsive…” he said into my mound.  “I’m following your lead.”

“What’s my pussy telling you?”

“This little nub gets harder when I lick it…” he said, flicking my clit.

“Mmm-hmmm….what else?”

“And the more I lick it your nub, the more you gush right here…” he said, putting his fingers inside of me as he began sucking hard on my clit.  I moaned loudly and he slid his finger in and out quickly as he flicked my nub and sucked me into ecstasy.

“Jason…” I moaned.

“What an idiot his is…” he said into my cunt.  “I would do anything to please you…”  He dug his tongue in, and without instruction, he explored further and further down, pushing my legs back, exposing my asshole.  He looked into it for a moment, then plunged his tongue in deeply, without hesitation.

“Oh my God, yes…”

“Is that okay?”

“Yes, my God!  Don’t stop...please…”  I thought I’d be teaching him, but now I was ready to follow his lead, let him take control of my body.

“I love the way you taste,” he said.  “I’m never going to stop licking you…” he ran his hands up my body and grabbed my tits as he buried his face deeply into my ass, sucking and licking as I squirmed.  His hands moved back down, and he spread my cheeks as far as they would go, then dug his long tongue into my tight little cave.

I heard a key in the door, but Jason didn’t seem to, so focused was he on the task at hand.  He withdrew his tongue, and said, “I have to fuck you...Mrs. Savage, I have to fuck you…”

“Yes....yes, I want you to.”  I knew damn well my husband would be walking in any minute.  I grabbed his cock and guided it to my pussy.  It was so thick, it felt like a fist pressing up against me.  But I spread my legs as far as they would go and said, “Don’t be gentle.  Press into me.”

He thrust hard, and I cried out loudly, adding, “Keep going!  Keep going!” until he was all the way inside of me, down to the base.

“My God, Jason….”

“It’s so hot and tight…” he said.  His face was turning red.

“No matter what happens, don’t stop--don’t cum yet!”  I growled.  He began thrusting into me, unselfconsciously moaning as he did, and I sung out right back  He filled me up--his cock was magnificent, transforming me into a primal beast.  I wanted that fat cock to plug me up every which way.  I wanted him everywhere.  I wanted to him to fill me up.  I wanted my husband to see he was pathetic compared to the men I could be having.

“What’s that yelling?” David called out, coming up the stairs to our bedroom.  I worried Jason would stop, but he only thrust harder, his heavy sack pounding against me rhythmically.  In one fell swoop, he turned me over, spread my ass wide, and plunged his cock into my tight--and until that moment--virgin asshole.  David had always wanted to, but for some reason I held back with him.  Now Jason and I had both been each other's’ firsts, and I let him tear me open happily, even encouraging him, “Faster, deeper, I want more of you….”  And as the door to the bedroom opened, I was instructing Jason to fuck me harder, harder, harder…

I watched David’s face as if in slow motion.  His eyes were glued to Jason’s cock, far more impressive than his own, entering his wife’s sweet, devoted ass, over and over again.

“What the hell are you doing?  Get off of her!” David yelled, starting towards Jason.  But Jason shoved him to the ground with one hand, fucking me all the while.

“You love my cock more than his, don’t you,” Jason said to me.  “You don’t want his cock anymore, isn’t that right?”  My whole body was wild and bucking.  I thought he may actually tear through me, his cock was so massive, but I didn’t care--he could have his way with me.

“That’s right,” I said, and he groaned in pleasure as he thrust deeply and then held it there, both of us transfixed in the moment, panting, writhing, sighing.

“You don’t have to do this!”  David shouted from the floor, grabbing his hurt leg.  He was helpless, laying on the floor,  and with no choice but to watch us.

“Yes, I do...I need this young cock.  My god...he doesn’t let up…”  I would have thought he’d cum long ago, inexperienced as he was, but he had incredible stamina.  I vowed to myself I wouldn’t stop until he did.  I hadn’t felt this wet and excited in ages, and I suddenly wondered how it was possible that just a few hours ago I’d gone skipping off to my husband’s office in need of a cock that now seemed pathetic to me.  Carmen-the-intern could have it--it was useless to me now.

“Jessica!  Stop it!” he cried out, shrilly.  God, he really was pathetic.  I would have laughed right in his face, but Jason had his hands on my breasts, kneading them as he drove into me, and all I could do was sigh with guttural pleasure.

“I’m gonna kick your ass, Jason!” David tried to stand, but he fell down.  Jason smacked my ass triumphantly and I arched my back.  But then he surprised me.  He withdrew his cock and my whole body cried out in protest.  The thought of him leaving me unsatisfied was so cruel I couldn’t bear it.   He climbed off the bed and stroked his cock while he watched me.

“Tell David what you think of him,” Jason instructed.

“I can’t think of him at all,” I answered, my hands reaching down to my soaking pussy, my fingers dug in, but they were like nothing compared to what I’d just experienced.  “The only thing I can think about is how much I need you inside of me, again.”

“You’re just trying to hurt me, I know,” David cut in, crying.  He was actually crying!  “Jessica, I’m so sorry--but you don’t have to do this!”

“Does it hurt, David?  Does it hurt seeing someone else satisfy me?”

“Carmen didn’t satisfy me!  She’s nothing compared to you!”

“That’s too bad, David,” Jason said, a cruel smile on his face.  “Because Carmen’s all you’ve got now.  You’re not getting near your wife’s body ever again.  It belongs to me now.”

David lunged towards Jason, enraged.  But Jason was young and strong and fast, and it took nothing at all to floor David with just the back of his hand.  He was sprawled out uselessly on the floor, but Jason wasn’t taking any chances.  He picked him up, set him down in the chair near my vanity, where the three way mirror reflected our bed.  He tied him there with some scarves that were hanging nearby, binding his hands and feet.  Finally, despite David’s protests, Jason shoved a bunched-up scarf into David’s mouth, and secured it with another.  Bound and gagged and with nowhere to look but at the image of his wife moving on with a man less than half his age--David looked like the shell of a man that he truly was inside.

“Do you understand now that there’s nothing you can do, David?” Jason taunted. It turned me on to see him becoming a man before my very eyes.   “I always get what I want.  And what I want is your wife.”  Tears came to David’s eyes, but Jason wouldn’t have it.   “Don’t give us that, now--you didn’t want her a few hours ago!  You took this incredible woman for granted!  Jessica, baby--will you come here, please?”  I scrambled over to him madly.  I knelt before Jason’s cock as David looked on.  “Show David what he’s never going to experience from you again.”

At those words, I took him deeply and all at once down my throat.  This time, he felt completely in control of the situation--I wasn’t at all worried about his ability to hold out.  So I sucked away at him with abandon, letting him slide down my throat, gagging me, and then all the way back up the to top, sucking his mushroom head tenderly before lunging back down again.

“My God, you are so good…”  he moaned, and David winced.  I cupped Jason’s balls and gave them a gentle squeeze, sending him into a frenzy.  He began face-fucking me deeply.  I opened my throat to take him down, feeling as though I was drowning--but it was a great way to go.

“You are incredible…” he moaned.  “I have to cum, Mrs. Savage...I’m going to cum…”  Mrs. Savage.  It turned me on to hear him call me that.  To have him call me that in front of David.

“Please cum in my mouth, Jason,” I looked him in the eyes, and he looked back into mine, before he threw back his head, let out a scream, and came harder than any man I’d ever encountered. A flood of cum rushing down my throat, filling my mouth, running down my chin.

“You bitch….how could you do this to me?”   David was balling like a little bitch.  But he didn’t cry for me when Carmen had her lips around his pitiful cock.  Did he really think it wouldn’t bother me?  Did he really think I’d take it lying down?  Did he really think I was so pathetic that I would forgive him--as though I had no other options?  And what were his options, now?  How long would Carmen keep sucking his cock before she, too, moved on to someone better?

I swallowed down the rest of Jason’s emission, hungrily, and went to lick my lips for the rest, but stopped.  I looked at David, tied up, crying.  I sauntered over, feeling more powerful than I ever had before.

“Poor baby.  You didn’t think you’d have to pay for your mistake, did you?”  I said.  “It hurts so badly, doesn’t it?  It hurt me, too.  Seeing Carmen covered in your cum.”

I leaned down and pulled the scarf off of his face, out of his mouth.  “But then, I didn’t know how good another person could taste.”  I said.  “It tastes better than I ever imagined.  It tastes better than you ever did.  So I guess I forgive you.”

With that I put my lips on his fiercely, one last kiss goodbye.  I pressed my cum covered tongue into his while he gagged.  Pulling away I saw Jason’s cream dripping off of David’s mouth.  “He tastes delicious, doesn’t he?  Maybe now you’ll understand why I can never be with you again.”

“Don’t leave me--I’ll never do it again!” he cried out.

“No, you won’t.  Because I won’t be here.  And it won’t be long before Carmen sees you’re past your prime, Grandpa,”  I smiled.  “But some of us aren’t.”  I picked up my clothes and took Jason’s hand leading him towards the door.  “Come on, Jason.  I suspect you’re ready to go again?  And I want you to feel me pour all over you the way you poured yourself into me.”

“You can’t leave me here!”  David cried.

“We’ll untie you when we’re done.  Though, God knows when that will be,” Jason smirked as he slapped my ass.  I let out a girlish giggle and skipped down the stairs, the sound of David’s sobs echoing after us.


10. The Naughty Professor: The MILF and the College Student with Benefits by Riley Davis

Sometimes something comes along in your life that you know is wrong but you still wanted it anyway. It’s exciting and hot, lighting a fire in you that had been dead for years. You can’t resist it. Melissa, or Mrs. Roderick at her job, can’t seem to stay away from her new student Dylan no matter how hard she pushed him away. He was absolutely gorgeous. Then one day comes where she finds that resisting him is going to be a lot harder than she thought. And besides, she doesn’t really want to anyway. So why not have fun?

I sat at my desk waiting for my new class to file in. It was the dead of January, just having ended a long holiday break. I sighed thinking of how far away summer seemed. I really hated the winter; I loved summer where I could sunbathe nude in my backyard. I didn’t think tan lines were attractive so I let it all out. I wished my husband enjoyed the show more. But he barely noticed me.

The college students began filing in a few moments later and I couldn’t help myself, I scanned the crowd for any deliciousness. It never hurts to look right? Just as the last few came in, I saw him. Fuck. He was hot. I instantly felt my panties get wet, hot arousal coursing right through me. I shifted in my seat to rub my pussy. He sat down right in front of me, his dark eyes staring into mine. I felt myself flush, my body tingling with arousal. I couldn’t believe how hot this man, no I should say boy, was making me feel.

I had been a professor for several years now and no student had ever made me feel the way he did. I took a deep breath and stood up. This was my Biology I class and I began my usual teaching speech. I could feel his eyes on me the entire time I was speaking to the class. I tried not to let it distract me but I couldn’t ignore it. He was ridiculously handsome with light brown hair, clean cut with a little bit on the top, dark brown eyes, and a lovely tan hue to his skin. He looked like he worked out often, his muscles rippling down his arms. I felt myself practically orgasm just thinking about his body wrapped around mine.

I shook my head and continued teaching. If only my husband would satisfy me. Then I wouldn’t be lusting after a boy that was almost half my age. But how could I not lust after him? He was fucking hot. I wanted to ride his cock on my desk, my big tits bouncing in his face. Shit, class just ended. I needed to stop. I quickly assigned reading homework and out they went. But not him. I didn’t even know the students’ names yet but there he was. He was still sitting and staring at me. His fingertips grazed his gorgeous mouth back and forth, a small smirk playing on his lips. His stare had me falling over as I thought of his fingertips touching me and that mouth of his on my body. I shivered, my panties getting even more wet. I was so wet, I wanted to feel his cock inside my pussy over and over again.

Get a grip, Melissa. He was a student. I would lose my job, my husband, my life. But that was only if someone found out. “Do you need help with something? I am sorry, what is your name?” He leaned forward in his desk, his eyes growing even darker. “My name is Dylan and the only thing I need help with is getting you naked.” I gasped, not expecting him to be so bold. “Dylan! I can’t believe you just spoke to your professor like that. Do you speak to all of them like that?” He stood up and folded his arms across his chest, his gorgeous body on full display. I could tell his abs were well defined along with the rest of him. I brought my eyes back up to his face and I could feel myself getting even more aroused, if that was even possible. “Well, Dylan? Answer the question please.” I loved faking this stern teacher act. It could definitely get me the answers I needed. His eyes blazed into mine. “Of course not. I have never wanted any of them like I want you. And I always get what I want.”

Shit. So domineering. I really loved that in a man, it was so fucking sexy. My husband was a big old pussy when it came to being a manly man. I wanted Dylan to fuck the fucking shit out of me. But I couldn’t. My job and my husband were too important. “Dylan, listen. I am very flattered and I feel the attraction we have myself but I am married and I can’t get involved with a student; that would surely affect my job. Please understand.” A look of anger crossed his face. I knew he didn’t like that answer I gave him. He shook his head at me. “Ms. Roderick, correct?” I nodded. “Yes, well it is your loss then. Enjoy the rest of your day.” I shrugged, my eyes avoiding his intense hold. He walked over to me and leaned into my neck. He ran his tongue along my neck, up to my jaw. Then he pressed his lips against my ear and whispered, “Let me know if you change your mind.” With that, he turned and walked out of the classroom.

****

I slumped down in my car’s back seat during my lunch break. Who the fuck was that kid? I can’t stop thinking about him. He is unbelievably confident, kind of too confident. To come up to me and lick my neck was pretty ballsy. I guess he wanted to prove that he didn’t care about breaking the rules. I sighed and ran my hands through my hair. I shivered as I used my fingers to deeply rub my scalp. I was so fucking turned on, I was ready to orgasm at any moment. I slid my hand over my blouse, cupping my breasts and running my fingertips over the nipples through the fabric. Fuck that feels amazing. I imagined if it was Dylan touching me and not myself. That drove me wild even more. I leaned back in my car and rested my head against the back of the seat. I grabbed the blanket I always keep back here and covered my lap with it. I slid my hand under my skirt and straight to my pussy. I was so hot, my fingertips easily pushed my thong aside and slipped inside my wet folds.

I moaned at the pleasure, my fingers feeling delightful. I opened my eyes to look around, making sure no one was in close proximity. I felt a shrill of excitement go through me at the thought of being caught. That would be some story. The coast looked clear so I began going at it, massaging my clit with my thumb and fingering myself with my pointer and middle finger. I moved them in and out as I circled my clit over and over again. I was completely lost in the bliss of it, my orgasm building in intensity. I knew I was going to come at any moment. I kept going, not wanting the sheer pleasure to ever end. I couldn’t control myself anymore and I let go, my orgasm ripping through me, wave after wave of pleasure coursing through my body. I moaned in pleasure, holding in the scream I really wanted to let out.

Fuck. That was the best orgasm I have had in…actually I think it was the best orgasm I have ever had. My husband never made me cum like that. If I orgasm like that just thinking about having sex with Dylan, I wonder what it would be like to actually sleep with him. Shit. No one had to find out ...right?

****

I was sitting in my bed that night watching TV. My usual boring shit. I needed to start having some fun and excitement in my life. You only live once and I was sitting here wasting it. I crossed my arms as I tried to think. My dumb husband was downstairs ignoring me. I wished he would spend some time with me. But by the time he comes to bed, I will already have gone to sleep. I tried to wait up for him as long as I could but usually I passed out. I sometimes wondered if he waited until he knew I was asleep before he got up. I sighed and looked down at my body. I was wearing one of my lace negligees, all of my curves hugged tightly, my tits pushed up nicely. How could he not notice me at all? What if he was the one having the affair? I should start snooping because if he was, then I was going to too. Fuck that.

I shook my head. No I wasn’t going to snoop, I wasn’t that type of person and I didn’t want to start. I just couldn’t get Dylan out of my head. I didn’t teach his class again until Wednesday and then not again until the following Monday. I could do this. Maybe it was time to invest in a sex toy of my own.

Wednesday was here already and I was sitting at my desk, waiting for the students to come into class. I had enjoyed myself the past couple of days while thinking of him and getting myself off. I thought I could just rid myself of my arousal to him. I don’t think it fucking worked though. I just wanted him all the more. I felt like I was craving it. A few minutes later, the class began to trickle in. I took a deep breath and walked over to the stations to began setting up the lesson. I was going to be doing some slide presentations on cells and then a question and answer session. I wanted them to get used to the way I run the class.

My back wasn’t facing the door but I knew the moment he was in the room. I could feel the energy pulsing between us. I turned to look and sure enough, he was sitting dead center in the front row. And his eyes were boring into me, a strange look on his face. It was almost like a mix of anger and arousal. This was absolutely crazy. How could I have felt him in the room? I went back to finishing my set up, trying to ignore the fire igniting inside me. I had to deal with this like an adult or I would never be able to make it through this class.

I smoothed my skirt down and headed to my desk with my supplies. I began class, explaining what we're doing today. Dylan kept on staring at me, his eyes never leaving my face. I knew he was trying to trip me up but I was successfully ignoring him, so far. I went over cell slides with them, explaining different ones. Then they broke into groups to look at slides and complete work and reading. I sat down at my desk and tried to focus on my plan for my next class. I could feel his eyes burning into me and my pussy just got more and more wet. I crossed my legs to try to push the feeling away. I heard him chuckle, he knew what he was doing. I looked up and he wasn’t even with his group, but in his seat and staring at me.

“Um, Dylan? Why aren’t you working with your group?” He grinned at me, his whole face lighting up. Then he whispered, “We assigned each other each a worksheet and when I finished mine, I left to come stare at you.”  I felt myself starting to blush. “Dylan, you were supposed to work as a group.” He shrugged. “As long as it gets done right?” He did have a point there but I wasn’t going to admit that. He leaned a bit closer. “So, have you thought about maybe having dinner with me?” Dylan whispered softly. My eyes widened. Of course I have but no way in hell am I going to tell him that. I shook my head. “No Dylan, I told you already it is not a good idea.” His face darkens in anger slightly. Then he smirked. “Okay fine then. But I request some tutoring this afternoon. These slides are really confusing me.”

I almost want to burst out laughing. What a clever little fuck. I can’t turn down a student when they ask for tutoring; it’s almost like an unwritten rule here. We were a smaller college so we don’t have much tutoring available. Therefore, if a student asked, we had to help. And I am sure he knew that because he was grinning like the Cheshire cat. Fuck. Maybe I could have another teacher fill in and then I could fake an illness. I rolled my eyes. “If they are confusing you, then why are you already done with your worksheet? It should be quite hard for you considering it is based solely off the slides.” I noticed a quick flash of anger go through his eyes. Ha got you buddy. I wanted him so bad and I know he wanted me which made it even harder for me. But every part of my brain was screaming no because of how wrong it was and all of the consequences that were sure to follow. It was so hard to resist him so instead I was going to play tricks with him just like he was doing to me. I was sure I could outsmart him.

He smiled at me. “Well, you see, my partners helped me with the ones I got stuck on. But I know come test time, I won’t have the help. And I really am not good at studying on my own. I do much better when someone is there studying with me and we learn together. So can I come by around four this afternoon?” Fuck he had me and he had me good. He was smart the asshole. A fucking hot asshole. I sighed. I would have to either not show up or find someone to fill in. “Fine, four o’clock sharp. Meet me in my office.” His eyes lit up and he smiled broadly. “And where is that located?” He asked, a cocky tone to his voice like he just won the battle. I’ll show him who’s in charge here.

“You want tutoring, you find my office and be there for four. And I don’t wait around so don’t be late.” He looked slightly surprised but he leaned back in his seat and just gazed at me, a smirk playing on his lips. I looked away because I knew if I didn’t my face was going to give away my true feelings. It always happened. I stood and called the class back to their seats. I started the question and answering session, the whole time ignoring his intense gaze. He never asked one question, just sat there rubbing his pointer finger across his lips. For some reason it was very distracting and turned me on. I wanted to feel his lips all over me.

Class ended a half an hour later and everyone shuffled out. Dylan was gathering his things, taking his time, I am sure to get another chance to talk to me. I tried to ignore the fact that he was still standing there. “So, I will see you at four sharp. Until then.” And with that he was gone.

****

I was sitting at my desk in my office, my leg bouncing nervously. I was afraid of what was going to happen. I wasn’t sure how strong enough I would be to resist him once he tried something. I don’t think I would be able to stop him and I really didn’t want to. I glanced at the clock and it said three fifty-five. I took a few deep breaths and tried to busy myself. I cleaned an area on my desk where we could work on some slide problems together. I checked the clock again and it was now a minute past four. He was late. In a way I felt relieved so I wouldn’t be faced with this decision that I am going to be faced with. Should I be unfaithful?

Another five minutes passed and he still hadn’t shown. I should’ve known he was all talk. What was I thinking even daydreaming about him as much as I have been. He was probably just flirting with me to get a good grade that little fuck. He would pay for that. Suddenly, a knock sounds on the door and I jump up. My heart rate starts beating double time as I know it must be him. I call out, “Come in.” The door opens and there Dylan stands, looking even more delicious than earlier. Holy fuck I was in such deep trouble.

Dylan was wearing low slung jeans, showing off the very top of his boxer briefs, and a nice long sleeved button down shirt over top of a clean t-shirt. He looked yummy. His body was well defined and ripped, I could tell from under the t-shirt. I wanted to run my hands all over his chest and abs. He smelled good too. “Glad you made it, I was just about to give up on you.” He closed the door behind him and approached me at my desk. “I am so sorry, I had trouble finding your office. It wasn’t the easiest to find.” He grinned then and reached out, taking my hand in his. I gasped, a short burst of electricity pulsing through both of us. I pulled my hand away. “What was that?” I asked him and he just shook his head. “It just confirms why I am here in the first place.”

Dylan then leaned over to my desk, the grin still playing on his lips. “Where would you like to sit, Mrs. Roderick?” Damn he was so sexy. I could barely focus on anything but his gorgeous lips and his sexy jawline that I wanted run my tongue along. “Just…just have a seat right there in front of my desk. We will work on my desk, since as you can see I don’t have anywhere else in the office where we could work.” His eyes darkened. “Hmm, the desk huh? I’d love to work but I think I may have a different type of work in mind.” He licked his lips and sat down in the chair, sliding it up to the desk as close as he could go.

My insides were melting quickly. I didn’t think I was going to be able to resist him much longer. But I got out the class work with the slides and worksheets. I sat down and began arranging them on the desk. Dylan was watching me the entire time. When I had finished, I pointed to the first slide. “What slide is this?” Dylan looked up at me then back down to the slide. He shrugged. “A fuck me slide?” I shook my head. “Good one but no.” He leaned forward slightly, his chin resting on his hand that was now propped up on my desk by his arm. Every inch he got closer, the more I could feel my resistance waning. He smiled so divine.

I crossed my legs under my desk and I could feel the wetness in my panties. My pussy was soaked. I imagined his cock sliding in and out, our desire for each other coursing through us like hot lava. “So Dylan, what slide is this? Did you study at all?” He shook his head. “I didn’t have a chance to study before our meeting.” I sighed. This guy was hopeless. Dylan leaned even closer and I could feel his heat coursing off his body. “Listen, Mrs. Roderick. You know I didn’t come here to study these slides. You know that I know what they all mean. What I really came here for was to study your gorgeous body and figure out how I want to fuck you until you scream my name.” I immediately felt myself flush from head to toe. Holy fuck, he sure does know what he wants and he goes and gets it.

“Oh is that so Dylan? I am not here to let you fuck me. I am here to study and tutor you. So take it or leave it.” It was so fun playing hard to get with him. He fell for it hook, line, and sinker. He held his hands up in defeat. “Okay okay. I understand, I get it. I do. So let’s continue on.” I gave Dylan a smirk but then without even knowing what happened, his lips were on mine suddenly. I tried to pull back but his hand grasped the back of my head, keeping me in place. His lips were so soft and were kissing me with such intensity, I felt weak all over. He broke away a few moments later and we were both gasping for breath. What the fuck just happened?

Fuck it. I grabbed him and pulled him back to me. I crushed my lips against his, sliding my tongue inside his mouth. He tasted delicious like spearmint and cinnamon mixed together. It was heady and addicting. He kissed me back with the same intensity, his tongue sliding into my mouth. Dylan broke away and came around the desk. He pulled me up out of my chair, then lifted me onto my desk. He walked towards me, pushing my legs open with one of his knees and coming to stand in front of me, my legs wrapped tightly around his ass. I grabbed his face and pulled his mouth down to mine, wanting to taste him again. He ran his hands up and down my bare thighs, lightly grazing the hem of my skirt. His hands slowly slid up my skirt and then back down. I threw my head back to give him access to my neck. He took the bait and began kissing my neck, running small butterfly kisses along my jawline and neck.

I moaned, his mouth feeling heavenly. He lifted my blouse off in one quick movement, my big tits right in his face. He groaned when he saw them, his eyes dark with pleasure. “Damn, Mrs. Roderick, you have a beautiful set of tits.” I blushed as Dylan dipped his head, running his tongue down my cleavage line. He slipped my bra off, my big tits set free, my nipples hardening at the cold air and the desire coursing through me. He dipped his head and took one of my nipples in his mouth, his tongue swirling and sucking. Then he licked his way to the other nipple, sucking and licking the same way. I arched my back, lifting my breasts to him, my pussy soaking wet now. Dylan then licked his way down my stomach to my skirt.

He pushed my skirt up with his hands, lifting my ass slightly to slide my skirt up over it. I gasped, knowing what was coming, my body aching to feel him. He stood up and took his shirt off, throwing it aside. His body was fucking gorgeous, his pecks and abs rock hard. I ran my hands down his abs, my fingertips brushing along the well defined muscles. I could see his huge erection straining against his jeans and I could feel my pussy getting even wetter. I moved back and forth on the desk, trying to rub it and make some contact. I could already feel an orgasm building. Dylan got down on his knees and put his head between my legs. He pushed my thong to the side and ran a finger through my wet seam. I cried out in pleasure from the contact. I hadn’t been in touched in so long and he felt so amazing.

“Oh Mrs. Roderick. You are so wet for me baby. I can’t wait to taste you. You must taste as good as you smell.” Dylan said as he left butterfly kisses on the insides of my thighs. He then began circling my clit with his thumb, his tongue now slowly licking its way up to my pussy. This was pure torture. “Dylan,” I breathed. “I want you so bad.” And with that, his tongue was licking my folds, then plunging inside my pussy. He licked up and down and in and out as his thumb circled my clit. He kept going over and over and I knew I was going to explode at any moment. It felt so fucking good, I didn’t want him to ever stop. My orgasm began to build and I wasn’t going to be able to hold it off much longer. “Oh my God, Dylan, I am going to come.” He didn’t stop, his thumb and tongue moving faster. My orgasm ripped through me a second later, waves of pleasure crashing through my entire body. I cried out, not being able to keep quiet.

Dylan stood up, a shit eating grin plastered on his face. “How was that for some studying Mrs. Roderick?” I was gasping for breath, my legs trembling. “Call me Melissa.” Dylan’s eyes bore into me. “Okay Melissa baby, it’s time to feel my cock.” He unzipped his pants and freed his huge erection. His cock was big and thick, the veins pulsing. He rubbed it a few times, his mouth hanging slack as he watched me. He was so ready to get off himself. He then lifted me off the desk and turned me around. “Bend over the desk, baby.” I bent down over the desk, lifting my ass in the air for him. He ran his hands down over my ass, caressing the cheeks before giving them a playful slap. Shit. I was already wet and ready for him again. “Are you ready for the ride of your life?” I nodded, as I rested my head and chest against the desk for support. He plunged his cock inside me, his huge erection filling me to the brim. I cried out, not expecting the fullness I felt from him.

Dylan held onto my ass cheeks, lifting my ass a bit higher, as he thrust into me over and over again. He moved in and out, each thrust getting faster and deeper. I could feel my orgasm building again already. Sweat was covering both of our bodies and we were both out of breath. Dylan began groaning and I could feel him tensing. He must be close to coming. He released his grip on my ass and leaned down over me, resting his hands on my shoulders. He held on to them for leverage as he pumped even harder and faster. I screamed his name, my mind lost in ecstasy. I prayed no one was around or else they were going to hear us. I wasn’t able to be quiet. Dylan leaned back up again, reaching his hands around to grab my tits. “Oh baby, I am going to come. Come with me.” That was all it took. My orgasm burst through me, this one stronger than the first. Dylan came shortly after me, his hot cum filling my pussy. He collapsed on my back, both of us out of breath and panting. “Holy shit Melissa. That was the best sex I have ever had.” I laughed as he slid out of me. “Studying pays off doesn’t it?” I said.

And the rest was history. And by that I mean we never stopped fucking until Dylan graduated. And even now we still keep in touch. Who knows. Maybe when one of us is looking for some good sex, we can call the other one up.

I know I won’t ever forget my student with benefits.


11. Jenny and the IT Guy: The MILF's Office Sex with a Young Stud by Ellie North

The corporate world can be a tough place to navigate. You find out at an early age that moving up is all about politics, and if you are a pretty girl like me you find out exactly what those type of politics are - the sexy kind. I was always great at leveraging my assets to move up in the business world. But when I got to the top in my thirties, there was no place to go. So what did I do next? The same thing that any other good corporate slut would do. I found a young boy to tutor and made sure that he knew how to move up in the world.

You know how when you are young you have a certain conception of what the world is going to be like. And then the rest of your life is finding out that you were wrong at every turn. I imagined that getting into the corporate world was going to give me some kind of meaning and purpose. I was in my early twenties, fresh out of an ivy league school when I started working in Wall Street. I had all of the charisma and charm and eagerness to conquer the world. And in some respects I did.

I started out as a secretary, of course. This was perfect for learning the office dynamics and plotting out a career path. I worked hard in those early days. I learned what each person wanted in their coffee and the moods they were in during different parts of the day. I was good at making people smile with a tossle of my hair or a wink. I knew that this was because I was young and beautiful, but I had to leverage every advantage that I had to move up. Sure enough, I was so valued as a secretary that I was eventually positioned to be the personal assistant to one of the most important people in the building.

This was great for a while. And this is where I really made a lot of connections and moved up in the world. I teased my boss with my sexuality but never let him have a taste. This is probably part of the reason that he treated me so well. I kept the carrot in front of him forever without letting him get it. I got promotion after promotion from him and other important people because of how well I was able to understand the male psyche. Essentially, the key to success is understanding what people want and luring them with it. Nobody was better at that than me.

Oscar Wilde once said, “The only thing worse than not getting what you want is getting it.” I think this might be true. I got everything I wanted from my job. I had respect from everyone and in my thirties I made it to a position that many women only dream of. I had my own office and was independent and powerful. But like Wilde predicted, it was nothing great. I missed the struggle of being young and thinking that getting to the top would offer me some kind of joy and contentment in life. But that was always just an illusion. Perhaps that was the carrot that my superiors held in front of me to get me to work hard.

Now I could take it easy, kick back in my office and let the new young recruits do the busy work. They would sweat and toil thinking that their work would amount to something fulfilling. I knew it wouldn’t and took joy in thinking about their futility. But what was left for me? I had put so much into my job that I had forgotten about what I really needed in life. There was more to life than status and money, right? There had to be. I thought about what had given me joy when I was younger and realized that it had to do with the more simple pleasures in life. I wished that I could go back to that, but my position in life seemed to preclude it.

But why should it? I should be allowed to pursue whatever I wanted. I knew that my thoughts would not turn off until I explored them further and saw if they would lead me to some kind of fulfilling pleasure. I had to know how to satisfy my desires and spice up my now boring life.

I was still just as beautiful as I was when I started off. I knew the importance of maintaining appearance. That is something that lot of women forget about and they end up getting left behind when they put on 50 pounds. I never did that. I was the same weight and had the same figure as a decade ago. In some ways I was more stylish and because of my success and confidence I thought that I must have been sexier than ever. But I hadn’t gotten laid in forever.

Guys must be intimidated by me.

That was it. I was sure there was no other reason. I mean, I still had it. Why should I even be concerned with this though. I am a powerful woman and I don’t need a guy to make me feel validated. Yeah, that is the kind of talk that makes women slaves and feel dependent. I am powerful and independent and nobody can take that away from me. The last thing I wanted to do was allow a man to have any kind of power over me.

As I was thinking these things, Jake, the IT guy walked into my office. “We are doing some upgrades on the computers. Is now a good time for me to take a look at yours and see what I can do.”

I thought nothing of it at first. “Sure go ahead, I will just go get some coffee while you check it out.” I got up from my chair and left the room. The feeling of power over Jake was palpable and I knew that I could get him to do anything that I wanted. When I got to the door I looked back. He must have been around 22 or 23 years old, fresh out of college. I was a full ten years older than him and in a position of authority but there was a definite attraction to him that I could not deny.

The coffee tasted better than usual and I wondered if it had anything to do with Jake. When I returned I saw that he was still in my office working.

“This is not going to take too long. The only thing is that I am going to have to come back tomorrow to finalize the installations. When would be a good time for me to do that?” asked Jake.

Coming back tomorrow was a good thing.  I liked having this guy around. I looked him up and down before responding - something that I had learned from experience made me seem more powerful and in control. Only this time I admired his muscular physique and strong jaw. He must have played sports in college. “You can come back at any time. How about in the morning if you can.”

“Sounds good,” said Jake as he turned to leave. He turned around, “I’m Jake by the way.”

“Nice to meet you, Jake,” I said. I had known that he existed but only in passing. There were a number of IT guys and I never thought anything of them. But this Jake. He looked so good as he walked away. Had every IT guy in the past introduced themselves like that? Was he trying to hit on me?

It had been so long since I had done anything sexual with a guy that it was hard for me to read the signs. I wanted him to have been hitting on me. I started to get hot thinking about it. Instinctively I looked around the office. There were no windows to the rooms in the building and the door could lock. Jake had to be in here tomorrow. The ideas kept running through my mind.

****

The next day at the office was no different than any other except for in my mind. And because of that I walked with extra enthusiasm. I got plenty of smiles from men that worked in the building and from the women too. Everyone loved me and they seemed to sense that I was in a particular good mood.

When I got to my office I made sure that coffee was set out as well as some cheese and crackers. I didn’t usually entertain IT guys, but it is never too late to be a good Samaritan. I looked at the clock. It was 10 A.M. and he was still not here. I tried to get some work done for the day so that I wouldn’t be bogged down. I figured that it was possible Jake would reduce my productivity. Suddenly there was a knock on the door. I immediately felt a twinge between my legs that I hadn’t felt in a long time.

“Come in,” I said.

“I’m here to follow up on the computer,” said Jake.

“Ah, yes,” I said. “I’ve been expecting you. I have some coffee for you if you want any and some snacks.”

“That is very considerate of you,” said Jake.

He worked away at the compute while I stood there feeling sort of awkward. Was everything in my mind or was there something between us. We had barely even talked at this point.

“Jake, where did you go to college if you don’t mind me asking.”

“University of Santa Barbara,” he said without stopping what he was working on. He didn’t seem to interested in a conversation.

“Did you know professor Schwarztmen?” I asked.

“Yeah…” he said without thinking about it. I made the name up. He clearly wasn’t paying much attention to me.

“Jake, why don’t you stop working on that for one second.”

He got up immediately and looked at me. “Do you need some privacy?”

“No that is not it all at all. Jake, I made up the name of the professor to see if you were paying any attention to me. But you clearly aren’t.”

“I’m sorry,” said Jake. “I have a lot of these computers to fix and I am just trying to go as fast as I can.”

I thought about his situation and thought some advice would be helpful. “Do you know what the most important rule for working your way up in the corporate world is, Jake?”

“Doing a good job and being efficient?”

“No,” I said with a bit of a laugh. “The most important thing is always politics. “I am going to help you out because you seem like a nice boy with good intentions.”

“What exactly do you mean by politics?” Jake looked puzzled.

“Haven’t you ever heard it said that a girl fucked her way to the top?”

“I’m not sure I follow. I mean I don’t do that sort of stuff. I wasn’t raised like that.”

“Oh Jake, you poor naive boy. You just don’t know the way of the world yet. It is not wrong to think about practical matters. It is the only way to be successful. You see, in any work environment there are two games being played. There is the game that is portrayed to the outside world and is the outermost layers. And then there is the game being played on the inside. People don’t need to know how office politics really work. And often new employees never find out. They just work hard for very little money and do the dirty work. But I’m going to help you out Jake. I’m going to teach you how to work your way up in this world?”

“Is that how you got here?” asked Jake.

“I didn’t have to do much fucking and sucking,” I replied. “I just flirted with the right people and let them think that they could have me if they played their cards right. Everyone wants something in this world. And you have to figure out what that is, own it, and then sell it at a high price. I know what you want Jake.”

“You know what I want? You don’t know anything about me.”

“I know what all men want. Aren’t you a man Jake?”

“Of course...but what does that say about me?”

I smiled at Jake in a way that I hadn’t smiled in years. For it was not that smile that a young secretary gives to her boss but the smile of an older woman who knows that she is about to get a young stud to perform for her. “I know that as a man you want to be in control and that working this job is probably eating away at you. You naturally want to move up the ranks in the company. And also, I know that as a man you want to put your cock inside of a hot woman. Isn’t that right Jake?”

Jake looked flustered as if he was about to leave. “What are you talking about. You can’t be like this, you are the vice president.”

“Exactly Jake, and that means that I can do whatever I want here. And I can promote whomever I want. Is that clear.”

“Yes, that is clear,” said Jake. “He started to regain his composure. I mean what did you have in mind as a way to help me out?”

“You are a lot smarter than that Jake,” I said. “You know exactly what I am getting at. You are a college graduate, think like one. What am I hinting at?”

“I think I know, but I don’t want to say it outloud. I don’t want to get fired. I need this job.”

“Jake, there are no windows to the other parts of the building. And you can lock the door and you are supposed to be here. There is nothing that could go wrong. No way for you to get caught. Besides, I have a lot to lose as well. Now go lock the door and come back here, or leave this room and we are done. It’s your choice.” I knew full well what he would choose. I didn’t doubt it for a second. And as he walked to go lock the door I felt my pussy begin to throb ever so slightly. It was much different than the anticipation that I felt before I would play with it. For this would be much better, this time I would have a young stud. Fuck.

“Okay, it’s locked,” said Jake as he came back. “Now I think that you have to get whatever you want to do started.”

“I knew you would say that,” I replied. I took off my top revealing my black bra that I picked out special for the day. “It goes well with my blonde hair, wouldn’t you say. The contrast is what is striking and to this point, no man has been able to resist.”

“It is striking,” said Jake with his mouth slightly agape. “I can’t believe that this is happening. I mean I just started working here and you are a very powerful woman…”

I walked up to Jake and put a finger to his lips to keep him from ruining things further. “Jake you need to quiet your mind. Don’t think about this as right or wrong. Don’t think about the consequences. Think about the experience. That is the only way to live in this world, the only way to survive the stresses of everyday life.” I whispered into his ear as a spoke and put my arm around his back to caress him. “There is something sacred about the office fuck that you don’t yet understand. It is never spoken about, and yet it is often the most cherished memory people have of their working lives.”

“Is that really true?”

“You tell me when this is over,” I said. “I started unbuttoning his shirt. He wasn’t wearing a stuffy suit that the older men wore to make themselves feel important. He was wearing a simple button up the was suitable for a smart kid that worked in IT. He was young enough to have the body to make it look good over his chiseled body. I couldn’t unbutton it fast enough. I had to see what youth looked like again.

“Is this just going to be like a one time thing or what?”

“You need to stop worrying about things,” I said as I finished unbuttoning him. His stomach was flat with noticeable muscularity. It wasn’t the bulging ripples of a gym monkey, but the youthful abs that are there for no other reason than a high metabolism and a healthy lifestyle. “Trust me, don’t ruin this moment. Savor it.” I began to unbutton his pants.

Jake closed his eyes after I mentioned that he should try to savor the moment. I was excited knowing that he was going to try to enjoy it now. His pants came off easy and his hard cock sprang up, bulging against his boxer briefs. “Wow, you are really packing there, Jake. I’m impressed.”

“Thanks?”

“No need to be shy, Jake. I am one of the most powerful people in this building and I am telling you that you are doing a great job at work today.” I pulled his briefs down and his cock sprung up even further. It was long and girthy with a well defined head that seemed to give the erect penis personality. “And now it seems that you are doing an even better job at work. Jake, you are really something else.”

“Yeah, I’m glad that you like it,” he said nervously.

I grabbed his cock and felt the heaviness in my hand. It was tender and soft and yet rock hard at the same time. I knew it would taste delicious. I pressed it against my lips and let it slide slowly into my mouth. I could hear Jake grown as it slid deeper and deeper. I wish I could talk to him in that moment. I would ask him how good it felt to have his cock deep into the vice president's mouth. But I was occupied. And the only thing on my mind was making that cock feel as good as possible.

“Fuck Jenny,” he said.

That’s right you bad IT boy, say my name. I wanted him to beg me to give him more pleasure. I wanted to completely alter his perception of reality - to rock his world. I slid his cock even deeper and felt it hit the back of my throat. I fondled his balls with my hand and slid his dick down my throat at the same time. I had deep throated guys before, but never a young stud like Jake. His dick was so smooth and felt amazing going down my throat. I couldn’t get enough of him and stuffed him down as fast as I could almost gagging.

“Fuck,” moaned Jake.

I don’t think he could say anymore. Tears filled my eyes as his cock continued to pound my throat. The best part was knowing how much pleasure I was giving a young stud.

He pulled his cock out of my throat. “Okay, I think I’m starting to understand what you want.” He grabbed me and turned me around and bent me over my own desk. He pulled down my skirt revealing my juicy ass - my favorite part of my body. Then he grabbed my panties and pulled them off slowly, delighting himself as he saw more and more of my skin. “I hope I am not overstepping my bounds.”

Not at all, I thought. But I couldn’t say it. The young stud was too much for me and I could barely think straight. He pressed me against my desk with force and power. Where did he get the nerve, doesn’t he know who I am. The next sensation was his hard cock pressing against my pussy. It wouldn't go in so easily. I was too tight for that. He pressed it and slid it from side to side making me dripping wet. And then he shoved it in. It felt so fucking good that I almost cried. But I had to maintain my composure. I didn’t want Jake to know that he could completely overpower me and make me putty in his hands. After all, I was much more powerful than him.

“I bet you like it like this,” he said. “I bet you like knowing that someone has the balls to bend you over your desk and fuck the shit out of you.”

He started pounding me harder and harder. His balls were slapping against my clit - a feeling that I love very much. The head of his cock felt so good sliding in and out of my vaginal walls. It was a tight fit and put a lot of pressure on my g-spot with every single stroke. The way that he moved his hips was different than other men that I had been with. It was much more fluid and each stroke was effortlessly firm. Fuck it felt so good.

“Now look who the boss is.”

Who the fuck does this guy think he is? But no sooner did that thought come then he started fucking me so hard and deep that I couldn’t even remember who I was let alone my position in the company. He got on top of the desk and propped my hips up higher and started fucking me like a wild animal. It was the most feral and raw fuck that I had ever experienced. His virility was driving me insane as it felt like each stroke of his cock was sending testosterone deep inside my pussy. Jake was coming alive and was no longer a polite IT guy. I could hardly take it anymore. If he kept fucking me like this any longer I would be completely dick drunk. It was the best feeling that I had ever had in my life and I could barely see straight. I barely remembered who was fucking me, all I could think about was the sensation. But then the name came to me and I remembered.

“Jake...Oh fuck Jake.”

“You like that Jenny. You like the way I am fucking you. Yeah, say my name like that.”

“Oh fuck,” I yelled louder. I didn’t care in that moment if everyone in the office knew what was happening. They only thing that they could be was jealous anyway. Jake fucked harder and harder with more and more confidence with every single stroke. He was taking me, the vice president of the company, and he was making me his bitch. And I loved it.

Jake grabbed me and carried me to the wall. He pressed me against it and started fucking me while I was propped up facing him. The sensation of being fucked by a wild young boy while I was off of the ground was too much for me to handle. My eyes were nearly bulging out of my head as they fought to take in what was happening. Jake was young and hot and fucking me with wild abandon. His muscles flexed and rippled with every single stroke. His hips pressed and into me harder and harder as if the desire to be inside my pussy was growing more and more compelling. He had to have me, he was hungry for me, he ached for me. And there was nothing more in the world that I loved more than being desired by a young stud. I needed Jake and he needed me. I thrust my hips to meet his cock as much as I could. The muscles in my body were tightening up but I didn’t care. I could barely keep track of what was going on. I felt spaceless and timeless and all I knew was that my whole body felt like it was going to explode in one perfect orgasm.

Suddenly he dropped me to the ground. “I’m about to cum. Suck me off and I’m going to cum all over your face.”

I had never had a guy cum on my face my entire life. I thought that it was a disgusting act. But even as the thoughts coursed through my mind I found myself sucking his delicious young cock. There would be no dissuading me from letting him shoot his man juices all over me. I wanted to see his cock explode and throb in ecstasy. I wanted to know that I could do that to him, that I was more than just a great executive. I had to know that I could make a young stud’s balls rumble. I sucked as hard and as lovingly as I could to impel his testicles to ejaculate their precious seed onto my face. I took his cock out and stroked him off. I knew that young stud loved a good firm grip and I made sure not to go easy on him. I was going to milk his cock for every last drop and lick it up like a kitten. I had to have his cum.

“I’m almost there. Keep stroking that cock. Yeah just like that.” he said.

I stroked it as fast and as hard as I could and looked directly up in into his eyes. “I want your cum you big hot stud. I want you to cum all over my pretty little face. I want you to make me your slut. How does that sound? Cum for me.”

“Oh fuck,” he yelled. Jake’s cock began to spasm in my hand. “I’m cumming, oh fuck I’m cumming.”

The cum shot out of his cock like a geyser. I couldn’t believe how warm it was. It smelled fresh and some of it dripped into my mouth and tasted even better. He kept shooting load after load. I had to close my eyes as it was pooling all over my face.

“That was incredible,” said Jake, panting and spent.

“Yeah, that was something else alright,” I said while my face was covered in cum. I licked off what I could and wiped it out of my eyes. I sat down in my chair, completely exhausted after the ordeal.

“So now what?” Jake asked.

“Well shit, I think you need to finish fixing my computer” I said. “Just because you fucked my brains out doesn’t mean that you get to slack off on the job.” I didn’t want Jake to think that just because he put me in my place and made me moan his name that he was the boss of me. He still had a lot of growing up to do.

“I thought you said something about moving up in the company?”

“Yeah, but that takes time and effort. I don’t think you realize how often you are going to have to do what you just did. Why don’t you come in tomorrow. That computer might need another update.”

“Oh sure.” Jake smiled at me. “What time works for you?”

“I think the morning hours are a good time.”

He finished up what he had to do on the computer and then left. I knew that I would see him the next morning. And I knew that we would be seeing a lot of each other. I just introduced Jake to the corporate world, and a good tutor always follows up with her students.


12. Ms. Williams is Tied up at the Office: Hot First Time MILF Bondage Office Sex by Lora Lane

Owning and running a business of my own means that I love being in control and in charge most all of the time. The fact of the matter is that sometimes I need to feel a lack of control to really begin to get turned on in certain situations. Recently I found myself staring right at a perfect chance to release control in the best way possible, through bondage. Let me tell you that it was the absolute best night I have ever spent at the office and I will never forget what happened that night.

It turned out that my personal law firm is a bit smaller than I figured it would be when I determined to set time aside for myself. That led to me working double and triple normal hours to both search for cases and to work on those that I gathered to my company. I do have a bit of help in the form of two partners who both work hard. Each of them have families however and I never try to push them beyond the hours they wish to work as long as they pull their weight, which they do very well.

All that really means for me is that I end up often doing what I was doing one week ago on a Friday night: working late by myself and hating every single moment of it. To me, little seems closer to absolute torture than having to do hours of research on various subjects for hours and hours. The truth of the matter is that I probably could have finished what I had to do by around eight that evening if I had been productive but that was not the case.

I would stop for one reason or another about every thirty minutes. Whether checking my social media feeds, looking at national news, surfing the gossip site that I love to hate or many other things; I was wasting so much time that I wound up getting bored on the junk that I was doing because I was bored from working. So I found myself looking up a different kind of thing on the internet at my desktop computer.

This might be a good time to mention that I have a tendency to come down pretty hard on the smaller employees of mine who I find looking up nasty things like porn and the like. I don't police what my partners do because I trust them for the most part but they are each expected to keep a tight hold on what their respective helpers are doing. If I find someone doing something that I feel hurt the image of the firm, I come down hard on them.

So, yeah, that night I found myself playing the part of hypocrite and looking up some nasty stuff. What can I say? I was bored literally out of my mind. One temp we hired recently was busted looking at a bondage porn site in the middle of the afternoon a few weeks ago. I called the company that sent him to us and demanded another temp for the remainder of the term we needed one and refused to pay for the half of a day the guy spent looking up porn.

The thing is, I was the one that caught him and what he was looking at was so shocking that it grabbed my attention. Almost against my will and certainly against my better judgment, I found myself looking up other things on bondage and wondering how it might feel to have someone tie my hands and feet while they forced pleasure on me. The word 'forced' is interesting there because even the thought of being pleasured in such a way drives me crazy and I know it would not be against my will if it happened.

That leads me back to that night in particular. A few times since the temp had been caught, I had spent minutes here and there searching the subject that had come to interest me. Up until that night, I only saw little bits and pieces of good stuff but I never had enough motivation or time to get down to the really hot and heavy stuff. Lucky for me, that night I found nothing but time and motivation to look up whatever the lustier side of the world wide web had to offer.

Boy, did I ever find it. I don't remember the name of the site but it was one of those that streams videos that you have to pay for somewhere else online. I'm sure it's illegal somehow for the site to do that but I wasn't wearing my lawyer cap at the time so I sat forward in my office chair and clicked a video that interested me.

A blond with a curvy but attractive body had been hoisted up into some contraption that held her arms above her head and suspended her feet wide to each side a few inches above the floor. A big and burly man was whipping her backside with a riding crop and she was groaning as her skin turned pink. Her groans turned into yells of impassioned pain as her skin turned red. I couldn't tell where the pain stopped and the want in her eyes started and it was incredibly alluring to me.

The man stepped behind her and plunged his cock into her pussy while jerking her hair back roughly. Over and again he plunged himself into her and she cried in bliss as his hips crashed against her reddened ass with great force. Without realizing it my hand began to creep closer to my breasts and then to squeeze and massage them. I began to breathe heavier as passion began to rise inside of me and a warmth started to grow between my thighs. It wasn't until I said, "Fuck her harder," aloud that I snapped out of the little trance I had placed myself in.

Quickly I minimized the browser window and stood to walk around the office and try to get my mind off of what I had looked at. After a quick trip to powder my nose I went to the front desk and started filing some papers that needed filing. I have a great assistant who does a great job at filing such things but I needed something to do. Usually I am the slowest person in the office at the job but it went so fast that night that I went into another of the offices where a lot of paperwork was done and filed more stuff in there.

Finally I found myself with nothing else to do but sit down and get back to work at the computer. It was a great plan except that I really didn't want to and I knew if I went back to work right then that I would just end up wasting more time looking at some bondage or something online. Since I was in such an odd frame of mind I chose to do the only other thing that came to mind and get some fresh air.

The moment I walked outside the aroma of the nearby coffee shop struck my nose and I knew the perfect way to get myself back on task. It felt almost like one of those commercials where the scent of the fresh coffee beans leads the sleepy waking person to the kitchen except that I had to walk down the sidewalk instead of the hall and there were no relatives waiting when I arrived. The coffee was there though and I couldn't have been happier about it.

This isn't one of those big coffee places that have a billion stores all over the world for everyone to climb over themselves to get to. Instead it was a very small shop that charged two prices for the coffee they made because they didn't just claim their supplies were the best, they actually were. The difference is obvious to anyone who knows and I cannot even force myself to drink something from the big places with a goddess on their sign. I have nothing against people who love the places like that but this little local shop is the only one for me.

I decided a little sugar pick-me-up would do me good too so I bought a big chocolate chip cookie though I could only ever eat half of the monstrous thing. It took a while to finish that cup of coffee but I felt a thousand times better afterward. The cookie would be good later so, after wrapping it in a napkin and bag, I got a coffee to take with me and started walking back to my office.

After shuffling things around to free up one hand I opened the door and walked down the hall. Abruptly I stopped and placed the coffee and cookie on the counter there at the front desk and turned to lock the door. If I was going to get work done at that point it would go into the late night hours and I never worked too late with the door unlocked. For extra safety I locked all the deadbolt locks as well and turned to grab my stuff and head to my office.

For a small company it was a sizable office but I was ready to work by the time I walked all the way back to my office. I sat down at my desk facing the front of my office, not even glancing at the desktop where the computer was resting and starting reading through the case files, marking what needed further research and what looked like it was in good shape.

It took me a few minutes to create a clear path so that I knew exactly how much work was needed and what I needed to finish before the end of the night. To my surprise, after about thirty more minutes, I was in pretty good shape and only had another couple of hours worth of work to do in order to catch up. I hit it pretty hard for another few minutes and was well on my way to my goal when something chimed behind me. Without really thinking what it could be, I turned around to see that something had brought the computer up.

Apparently I hadn't put the machine as deep into sleep mode as I thought I had because there on the screen was the same website that was there before. Quickly I shut down the video of the man doing all kinds of wonderfully terrible things to the bound woman and planned to close the browser for good when something caught my eye.

There was an attractive woman with hair a shade lighter than dirty blonde in what could only be called a compromising position on an ad for another video. She looked to be fairly tall for a woman, probably middle forties and was in great condition. I'm not above being drawn to look in the direction of an attractive woman here or there but that wasn't what drew my attention to her. She reminded me of myself.

I have basically the same color hair though mine is a bit shorter than hers, resting just passed shoulder length. She might be a little taller than me but its close enough based on her build which is scary close to mine. She was trim and fit for someone in their forties and though my breasts are a tad smaller than hers, it only means I was able to retain more perkiness later into my adult years. She wasn't a doppelganger by any means but certainly could pass for my sister. The words plastered above her in the ad for her video really caught my attention.

Smoking Hot MILF Bound and Banged by Young Stud.

MILF. I'd heard the term once or twice around town when I actually had enough time to grab a few minutes of relaxation in a local bar. Once I could swear I overheard a couple of high school seniors talking about me in such a way at the local library. They were cute enough and probably over eighteen but there was little or no real interest from me, not to say that I am not attracted to younger men. I most certainly am and always have been, at least since I crossed over age thirty five some years ago.

Those thoughts served only to focus my attention on that video and I clicked on it. Instantly I knew this video would be much different from the other one that I got so into before my trip to the coffee shop. There was a feeling growing inside of me like I was watching myself. In the very least I found it extremely easy to imagine that what the hot young man was doing to her was actually being done to me.

He tied her wrists together behind her back and bound her all the way up to her elbows. Her feet each were tied to a bar that kept them spread wide apart and she was placed on a table where the guy moved her around into whatever position he wanted her in. Instead of moving right in to drive himself into her, he teased her with numerous little devices, driving her crazy with desire. Then he started to spank her with a paddle and I found my hand snaking under my skirt once again.

When he swatted her pinkish ass I grunted and when he snatched her hair to roughly move her around into the place he wanted her, I moaned loudly. I began telling him to take her, show her who was boss and began rubbing my pussy through my panties when he began fingering her pussy. She was maddened by the way he was teasing her and I was beginning to crave his shaft to move inside her as well.

"Do it," I said, "Fuck that pussy." When he pulled out his respectably sized cock I threw my head back and heaved a breathless, "Yes."

"Ms. Williams? I was just finishing up and I wondered if you wanted me to lock up..." the familiar voice paused before finishing, "After you. Uh, me. You lock up after me. No, I mean me lock up after myself. You're fine, I mean ....sorry. ...No, not like that. Holy shit, I sound like a fucking idiot."

My hands moved more quickly in those few seconds than they probably ever have before. I touched the power button for just long enough to make the screen go black and then turned the screen to one side as if Rodney hadn't already seen way more than I would have ever wanted anyone to see. I could tell that most of the stumbling he had done was after he turned away from my office, probably trying as hard as he could to somehow unsee what he had just seen. In one way I was thankful that he wanted to at least try to turn away from me but in another way I kind of wished he hadn't done so.

The office had never looked better than it had for the last six months that he had been cleaning it at the end of every week but that was not even close to his most admirable quality. Rodney was cleaning offices to work his way through the latter years of college but his work ethic and positive life goals weren't what was so great about him either. I spun my chair around after a third sigh finally settled my nerves to see him still standing in the doorway to my office facing the other direction. My eyes traveled down to where his too-tight jeans hugged his butt. And there it was: the most amazing quality about Rodney was his hard body.

"Rodney," I said in a somewhat husky tone of voice. I thought I could hide the way my body was still on fire from me having to stop in the middle of what I had been so feverishly doing but I was wrong. The way his name rolled off my tongue sounded like I was calling breathlessly to my favorite lover instead of the college guy, twenty years my junior who was standing in my office doorway.

He looked slowly over his shoulder towards me, keeping his impressive frame facing the other way, "Um… ma'am? Mmm Ms. Williams, um yes?"

"Turn around Rodney," I said in the same sultry voice.

"I," he stammered, "I didn't see anything. Honest I..."

"It's alright Rodney," I cleared my throat and forced a more standard tone of voice, "It's alright Rodney.               Please turn around. I'm not ashamed." It was a bald-faced lie but I have always been good at lying. To my surprise he didn't do what I said.

Instead he said, "I can't Ms. Williams."

"Sure you can Rodney," I assured him as I stood behind my desk, "Come on now. You don't want me to feel all weird about this. Turn around for me."

"No," he said, "It's not you. You being ashamed or embarrassed isn't the reason I can't turn around ma'am. I can't turn around because," he looked back in front of himself, towards the corridor wall, "Well, because I would be."

I shook my head at my foolishness. Here this kid was probably trying to get to a hot date or night out on the town and I was keeping him here by basically torturing him. With a heavy sigh I started across the office floor, slowly walking towards him, "That's fine Rodney. Go ahead and lock up for me and I'll feel safer okay? Thanks for the great job you do and I hope you will be okay continuing to keep this place pristine." My left hand grabbed his shoulder and eased him around towards me so I could offer my hand for him to shake. I looked down towards his hand but instead had my attention and my eyes drawn just to the side of his hand to the big, really big, bulge in his tight jeans. I stared at his erection and placed my hand to my suddenly heaving chest, "Oh, my, my. Rodney, is this what you meant?"

"Shit," he shook his head and seemed totally ruined. "I'm so sorry Ms. Williams! It's just you're so fucking hot and when I saw what I didn't see," he sighed, "I can't get the thought out of my mind. Fuck me, I sound like a fucking teenager." He turned and began walking towards the door so he could leave and probably never come back.

For a moment, maybe even two, I was okay with that. After all, I was quite embarrassed that the young man had walked in on me in such a situation. Who wouldn't be? At least, I had been until I walked over and noticed that he was ashamed because he hadn't been able to keep his erection a secret from me. Here I was thinking that he turned away because he couldn't stand looking at an older woman like me getting off to an internet video and he was actually turning away for his own very interesting reasons. That in fact had turned my shame and embarrassment completely around.

Rodney was a hot young man without a doubt. The thought of him, his thinking of me as being hot and the way that video made me feel still lingering around forced me to change my mind. Quickly I walked around the corner and began walking down the long hallway that led to the door but just as I rounded the bend, I heard the door close and knew I was too late.

Stopping around the area of the front desk allowed me a view of the hallway on the other side of the office and more importantly what was blocking it. Rodney was out of the office but he had left his equipment cart. He'd worked for me for six months and I knew damn well he wasn't about to leave that in the office – especially if he planned on not coming back. Trusting this to be true, I knew exactly what to do.

Before five minutes could pass, I heard a stiff knock at the door, followed by another and then the words, "Ms. Williams, can you please open the door. I need to get my gear."

It was so cute how he called his office cleaning supplies 'gear' and it made me smile from the office nearest his little cart as I called, "Its open Rodney. Please come in." I could barely stand the wait but the door opened shortly. I said, "Lock that behind you, would you? Can't be too careful."

He sounded like he was talking to himself as he came over to where he knew the cart was. Bless his handsome, studly heart, he was trying to convince himself to avoid going back to my office again. It made me even more glad that I had put my little plan into motion.

"Come on Rodney," he whispered to himself, "She's a successful business woman who probably gets all the sex she wants from other successful people. Why would she need you? Just get your shit and leave." He walked to the doorway and started gathering his stuff but was obviously looking for something. "Christ, where did I put that damn..."

"Looking for this?" I asked in a sultry voice from the back corner of the office he was standing next to.

He started and then looked quickly over towards me and nearly choked from the look of his face. Since I left him with no other viable options, he was standing there taking in the sight of me. I sat in the lush office chair in only my bra and panties with my legs crossed and propped on the desk and held his little spool of rope loosely in my fingers. I don't even know why he had the rope, had never seen him use it but always seen him making sure he kept it close. After several long seconds he finally saw the spool of rope in my hand.

"Oh, uh, yes. That's my spool," he said and then put his hand to his head and said something to himself that I couldn't make out clearly.

I stood and walked calmly around the desk towards the doorway. He took a quick half step back and I smiled, "It's okay Rodney. You want this don't you?"

"Fuck yes, I do."

I twirled the spool of rope in my fingers, glanced at it and then playfully back at him, "Are we still talking about your spool?"

"No ma'am. I mean, if that's what you meant then I..."

"What was it you said Rodney?" I asked in a sultry low tone of voice.

"Um, which time?"

"Back in my office doorway," I acted like I was thinking back to those tense moments as I walked closer to him.

"I don't know Ms. Williams. I don't know anything except," he looked down and took in all of my body, "Except damn you look hot."

"Well, thank you very much Rodney," I snapped my fingers and enjoyed the way he jumped slightly, "Oh I remember what it was." Running my fingernail down his cheek I brought my lips close to his and looked into his eyes, "Fuck me."

The moment I said those words were followed with me basically attacking him. My lips crashed into his and I licked across his cheek as my hand gripped his swollen erection through those sexy tight jeans. It took no longer than a minute of the sexual assault before he finally shoved his cart to one side, plunged his tongue between my lips and took charge of the kiss.

His hands were instantly all over my body and I loved every second of it. He lifted me up onto the edge of the desk and began to tug at my bra but I knew I had to stop him. Lightly I pushed him back and he looked at me like a lion must glare at prey held inches from its reach.

I smiled, "Do you want me Rodney?"

"Hell yes."

"I want you to but not like this," I said and could instantly see confusion on his face. Not wanting to ruin the mood I held up the spool of rope I had stolen from his cart, "I want you with this."

His eyes grew wide as he instantly understood. The video I had watched probably came back to his mind and he glanced at the rope and then back at me, "You sure?"

I glared at the ceiling and heaved a breathless, "God yes." As he began to get a couple of lengths of the rope off of the spool I took a few seconds to remove the rest of my clothing so that when he turned back around I was all his for the taking and he didn't hesitate for one second.

His movements were so sure and so quick that I wondered how many times he had done something like that with that spool of rope. It wasn't even that tough on my skin as he wrapped my wrists and forearms together firmly. He laid me back on the desk which I had already cleared and pulled my arms above my head before securing the rope off the top of the desk so that I couldn't move my arms more than a few inches. Next he wrapped a few strands of rope around my chest, framing my breasts tightly so they stood out and then ran that down between my legs. The rope wrapped around one thigh and then the other, then he secured it somehow to each corner of the desk so that I could not move. My body was stretched out on the large desk with my legs spread and my arms above me.

The level of desire I felt was already driving me crazy by the time he came over to me, having quickly shed the rest of his clothing as well. Instead of rushing himself all over me he suddenly seemed willing and able to take his time. First he squeezed my bound breasts, drawing a wonderful moan from me. He tightly squeezed my nipples and then bit one before switching and repeating the same on the other side.

After a few moments of that he drew his hand up between my legs and began running his hand across my already damp pussy. Like he had known me forever he worked me just the right way, going back and forth between roughly stroking me and then gently dragging his fingers across my pussy lips. The same was being done to my breasts and I thought I was about to cum before he even moved on to the next thing he was going to do.

Instead of driving me over that edge he pulled his hand away from my pussy, leaving me wanting so much more of his attention. My breasts and nipples he continued to work over before he rose up and kissed my lips gently. He then drug his tongue down my chest and circled it around my nipples. For the first time I jerked my arms and legs because I wanted to wrap my entire self around him but I couldn't move and that drove me even more crazy with desire.

I wanted him to take me so badly that I was groaning in need by the time his tongue was licking down my stomach with his hands on my inner thigh, squeezing and kneading perfectly. Finally his tongue went down all the way between my thighs and I jerked mightily at my bindings when he found my clit, flicking his tongue around it as his finger drove into my pussy quickly.

Yelling for him to keep going did plenty as he did just that and even more as he seemed to then dive between my thighs and sunk his tongue as deeply as it would go in my pussy. God it felt unbelievable and I didn't want it to stop for hours. I was his to work over, we both knew it and the only person who liked it more than Rodney was me.

When his tongue left my pussy lips I groaned in protest, though it still drove me wild as he paid close attention to my upper body, holding himself above me as he explored seemingly every inch of exposed skin. Then I felt his shaft hovering above me and I strained to look down to what he was about to do.

I groaned and moaned for him to shove his cock inside of me, to fuck me. He asked me if I wanted him to fuck me and I wasn't ashamed to nearly beg him to. He positioned the head of his big cock against my pussy lips and I tried hard to move myself onto him but I still couldn't move. It was only a few seconds of refusal but it drove me that much more crazy as he made me wait before he drove into me.

There was no hesitation and he didn't go slow at all. I was already wet and ready for his girth so he drove hard and fast inside of my pussy. His hips slapped against mine as he rammed into me and my body squeaked against the top of the desk. He leaned down and kissed my neck, nibbled on my ear and the rest of me as he kept pumping himself deep into me. The feel of him inside me was so hot and wet I knew I was about to cum like crazy.

He pushed and pushed, there was no hesitation this time as he couldn't hold back anymore. Over and again I climaxed, gushing more than I can ever remember while he masterfully shoved himself into my pussy.

I lost track of how many times I climaxed but after what felt like a timeless few minutes of perfect bliss he began to groan that he was close and I told him to cum in my mouth. He moved around the desk and I turned my head so that I could suck his hot and large shaft into my mouth as he gushed streams of cum down my throat and I swallowed every last drop of him.

He spasmed almost as much as I had seconds before and then pulled back and fell into the chair that thankfully was behind him. I think he would have fallen onto the floor otherwise. Quickly he freed me from the bondage and I patted him on the cheek, "I don't care if you have to stop cleaning this office building but you had better not think that is the last time you and I do this."

I don't know if he could actually talk right then but he smiled widely and nodded. What can I say? It was the hottest sex I had ever had at that point in my life. Every time I get the chance I try to repeat those acts and new ones with Rodney and he is even more willing than I am. That my friends is saying something.


13. Assisting the Boss: MILF Sex with The Assistant by Kaylee Jones

Clara Greyson is a self-admitted bitch and is not ashamed about it.  She blatantly hired Cole as her assistant because of his charm and dashing good looks.  When they sneak out of the company party together, she ends up with an entirely different Cole than she ever expected.

I was a bitch.  I know that sounds harsh, but there it is.  There is no sugar-coating it and quite frankly, I was not apologetic about it either.  I was not the fun snarky smart-ass bitch that people like to hang out with.  I was the teeth-bared, claws-extended, drawing-blood kind of bitch.

When I got my promotion to vice president, I took my job seriously and everyone under me paid the price.  My subordinates, the production room staff, the marketing flunkies, everyone.  But no one more so than my assistant.  Looking back, I am amazed that he did not report me or at minimum quit the job.  But he stuck it out like a trooper.

He was recently out of college and looking for his first job.  I hired him directly myself but mostly because of the way he looked in a suit.  And I liked the idea of being a female executive with a young male assistant running my errands.  I realize that if the roles were reversed, it would be misogynistic and sexist, but it did not feel that way when I was in charge.

Cole was in his early twenties, dark hair that he wore combed straight back, and flashing green eyes that always looked like he was hiding a secret.  It turns out he was, but I did not know that when I hired him.

I had been with the bank for almost ten years when I finally got the vice president position.  I had worked the long hard hours that were required and my boss finally got noticed.  Or more to the point, my boss got his own promotion and left me in charge.  I suppose it is a compliment but I thought it was way overdue personally.

I knew that my reputation was not flattering but I was on my way up the ladder and I did not care.  In my earlier years, I might have been known to let my looks carry me forward but the years were creeping up and I had to rely more and more on cutthroat tactics and ruthless abilities.  I am certain that my stiletto heels and tight French twist only added fuel to the rumor fire.

On Cole’s first day, he showed up promptly at 7:45 in the morning with his suit and tie and I whipped him straight to work.  Within the first hour, he was filing, fetching coffee, scheduling meetings, and logging sales calls.  I was mildly impressed that he did not even balk once.  I sent him out to pick up my lunch at one o’clock sharp and admittedly he did get the complicated order correct.  When I returned from my last meeting, it was a few minutes past five and I did notice that he was already gone.  Since he was an hourly employee, I was not certain whether I appreciated his attention to cost control or whether I was upset that he clocked out without waiting for me to return.  But since he had been there since before eight, I did not waste too much time thinking about it.  After all, I was a busy executive and had no time to worry about such things.

As per my routine, I packed up at five thirty sharp, arrived at the gym at six on the dot, and finished my spin class at seven.  I was home by seven thirty to heat up the meal left by my private chef and had finished eating by eight o’clock.  I showered and dried my hair before finally crawling between my sheets at nine.  I operated by my clock and by my schedule.

Everyone does need a slight deviation and mine happened at night when I was alone.  Despite my buttoned-up suits and flawless French twists, at night I slept with my hair down and I read trashy graphic romance novels.  It was my escape and I did not share it with anyone.  Granted, part of the addiction might have been the lack of male companionship in almost a year.  But dating just was not a priority to me.  It seemed like such a waste of time and resources, not to mention the fact that my life revolved around my career and I certainly was not going to date anyone from work.  At that stage, who would have wanted me anyway?

Seriously, the comments that I heard about my Prada handbag all referred to a movie about the devil carrying one.  That was not conducive to flirtatious lunches and giggling over drinks after work.  Luckily, the idea of either of those activities almost turned my stomach.

On Cole’s second day at work, he again arrived slightly before eight and was ready to go.  I cracked the whip to his surprisingly nice ass, and put him straight to work.  I was buried in a report that I had to turn in when he stopped in at 11:30 sharp.

“Ms. Greyson?” he asked politely.

“What is it?” I snapped, my head barely moving from the papers in front of me.

“Same lunch as yesterday?”

I nodded and waved him off.  He returned in about twenty minutes with the exact same meal, down to the special substitutions I usually asked for.  I was mildly impressed as I handed him a $20 to cover the cost.

This time at five o’clock, I was still in my office so he stopped in before he left.

“Ms. Greyson?  Is there anything else?”

“No, Cole, but thank you.” I tried to soften since he was still new.

He nodded, and I noticed a smirk on his lips.

“You have something to say?” I challenged.

“No ma’am, nothing at all.”

His dark hair seemed slightly disheveled and there was that glimmer in his green eyes that hinted of a secret.  I narrowed my own eyes at him but did not push the issue.

“Did you put the company function on my calendar?” I asked instead.

“Yes, ma’am.  This Friday at the club on the top floor.”

“Excellent, thank you.” I returned to my report as a silent dismissal.

****

I did not pay Cole much attention for the rest of the week as I banged out my own work.  I knew that he probably had questions, being his first week, but I just did not seem to have the time.  Well, in retrospect, I simply did not make the time.  But in the moment, it felt like I did not have the time to waste.

On Thursday after work I actually skipped my spin class and headed to the spa instead.  I was not normally a spa kind of woman, but in honor of the company function the following evening, I got my fingernails and toenails painted and a lovely bikini wax.  I had forgotten just how badly those hurt, and nearly punched the attendant before I realized that it would have smudged my nail polish.  I considered getting my hair blown out as well, but opted to skip that so that I could shampoo and shower in the morning.

By the time I got home, I was feeling pretty fancy.  I ate the last remaining meal from my chef stash and slipped between the covers at nine, right on time.  I read a few chapters of my trashy romance novel and realized that, to my embarrassment, I had hired an assistant that closely resembled the descriptions of the main male character in my favorite series.  Granted, the character in the book was a swashbuckling pirate hell bent on capturing the innocent princess, but the physical descriptions fit Cole to a T.

I even suspected that under his pressed suit and crisp button down shirts, he was actually quite built.  He struck me as a guy who spent a lot of time at the gym, probably just to gawk at the scantily clad girls.  He probably had no issues getting dates.  I was a little surprised that a young man of his education and with his looks was working as an assistant but what did I know.  I could barely remember his last name.

But the scene in the book was making me remember the way his strong jaw tensed when he seemed annoyed with me, and the way his emerald eyes always looked slightly devious.  I finished the section of the book, and lay back on my 600-count Egyptian cotton sheets.  They felt cool and soft against my bare skin and I closed my eyes with thoughts of a naked Cole hovering over me.  I felt something in my core that I had not felt in a very long time, desire for another person.

The next morning was the day of the party and I am afraid I was a little more abrupt with Cole than necessary, probably more from embarrassment than anything.  I ordered him around and barely made eye contact with the unflappable young man.  I had carefully selected my outfit for the day.  I normally wore traditional suits with high-necked blouses underneath.  I had done a 180 from my earlier days and was determined not to be taken for my looks any more.  But I had chosen a buttoned blouse today and a suit that rode a little higher on my thighs than normal.  I felt almost sexy in my lacy push-up bra and matching thong.  The peep toe pumps accentuated my glossy pink toenails as well.  But sitting behind my desk, I know that all Cole could see was the buttoned blouse, long-sleeved suit jacket and prim bun in my hair.

Around four o’clock, Cole poked his head in tentatively, “Are you ready for the party ma’am?”

I looked up from my computer, startled at the time.

“Yes, just give me five more minutes.  And please shut the door on your way out.”

He silently pulled the door closed and I whipped out my purse.  I shook my bun down into loose waves over my shoulders and carefully laid the suit jacket out on the back of my chair.  In front of the full-length mirror on the back of my office door, I unfastened two buttons on my blouse and regarded the peek of cleavage.  I then unfastened one more and grinned at the swell of my full tits. I swiped on creamy red lipstick and ran my fingers through my hair one more time before rearranging my boobs for maximum effect.  The skirt hugged my hips snugly and I shimmied just a little to make sure everything was in place.

When I opened the door back up, Cole was standing there waiting patiently.  His green eyes widened when he saw me, and his gaze raked over every inch of my body in this new outfit.  I walked up to him with a grin, and rested my palm flat on his chest.  He had shed his suit jacket as well, and his chest as firm as I had expected, and I could feel a certain heat radiating out from his body.  He had even rolled up his shirt sleeves, revealing muscled forearms and just the hint of a tattoo peeking out from one sleeve.

“You taking me to the party then?”

“Y-Yes, ma’am,” he nodded eagerly.

I tossed my hair over my shoulder and spun on my tiny stiletto heels.  I could feel his eyes on my swaying ass as I walked in front of him.  I knew I had a nice firm rear and the thong made sure there was very little clothing to hide each motion.  The elevator door closed silently around us and I cocked my head to the side to regard him coolly.

“So, Cole, how was your first week?”

“Busy,” he chuckled, “but good.”

“We didn’t run you off yet?”

“No Clara, you haven’t,” he emphasized the word indicating me.

“Maybe I need to try harder?”

Cole crossed his arms over his muscled chest and his eyes suddenly flickered from eager young man to something darker but I could not put my finger on it.

“If you feel the need,” he replied smoothly.

“I need a lot of things,” I smarted back before realizing what I had just said.

He smirked but smartly did not respond.

****

I could feel Cole’s eyes on me during the entire ride to the top floor but we rode in awkward silence.  Once the doors opened to reveal the party, I tightened up when I felt his warm hand on my lower back as he escorted me from the elevator.  The thin silk of my shirt did nothing to ease the heat from his body and I felt his fingers slide slightly lower than my waist.  I tried not to respond but the dampness was collecting between my thighs and I was mortified to be aroused by my assistant.

Our first stop was the bar on our right.  He ordered a dirty martini with a sly grin in my direction and I demanded a tumbler of Scotch neat.  I knew that too much would not help my situation but I needed at least a little something to take the edge off.  We wandered over to the tables of food.  With drinks in one hand and small loaded plates in the other, we headed to a dimly lit corner and found a table.

We aimed for the back corner of the back table, and ended up sitting next to each other with a view to survey the entire room.

“So, boss, fill me in on who we’re looking at,” Cole dipped a shrimp into the cocktail sauce and sunk his teeth into it.

I chuckled as I took another swallow of my Scotch.  It slid down my throat with a burning warmth and I felt my fingers starting to tingle.  I knew I had to go easy and focus on the food rather than the alcohol.

“Her there?  In the skintight red dress?  She’ll sleep with any penis in the room,” I giggled as the Scotch started to seep into my bloodstream.

“Hmm, maybe I’ll have to chat with her,” he grinned at me.

I stiffened my spine and felt a chilly edge tickle over my skin when I realized that I did not want him chatting up the slut of the company.  I wanted him chatting up this slut, me.  His eyes darkened again as he witnessed my reaction.

“Or we can just drink ourselves stupid and gossip about everyone,” he gestured to my nearly empty tumbler.

“I need more,” I nodded.

He waved down a wandering waiter and ordered refills for both of us.  By the time we finished the second round, I was extremely aware that our thighs were pressed together and that his arm was slung over the back of my chair.  I was grateful for the dim lighting and was ready for whatever the rest of the night was going to bring.  I had not been laid in months and it seemed that tonight needed to be the night.

“I think it’s time to get going,” he mumbled softly.

His warm breath tickled as he whispered in my ear and I shivered, my nipples tightening from his nearness.  We abandoned our glasses and plates and made a hasty exit to the elevators.  We returned to our floor and I was just about to gather my things and head home when he appeared, leaning sideways against the door frame.

His arms were crossed and his green eyes glittered like diamonds.

“It’s not time for you to leave yet,” he said coolly and calmly.

“Excuse me?  This is my office and I can leave whenever I want to.”

I had my purse on my shoulder and my jacket slung over one arm.

“No, you may not.”

I raised one eyebrow at him and cocked my head to the side, trying to understand what he was getting at.  He stepped forward into my office and shut the door behind him.  With a practices flip of his fingers, he even managed to lock it without looking.

“Cole?  What the hell are you doing?”

“I think you need to learn a little lesson, boss,” he called me that sarcastically now.

“A lesson?  Who the hell do you think you are?”

He strode purposefully towards me, yanked the things from my arms, and pushed me backwards against my desk.  The sharp edge bit into my ass and I blinked at him.  He stepped forward again and managed to wrestle his hips between my thighs, pinning me in place.

Without so much as a warning, he rested both palms flat on the desk and kissed me hard.  His lips pressed against my mouth, his tongue demanding entrance between my lips, and his teeth grasping roughly at my lower lip.  I let out a muffled gasp but made no effort to push him off.  Instead, I locked my ankles around his waist, letting the points of my stilettos dig into his ass, and kissed him back.

He finally broke free and growls in my ear, “I’m the boss now.”

I nodded, too surprised by the change and the conquering to argue with him.

He raked his nails up the outside of my thighs and withdrew them just as sharply, dragging my thong with them.  His hand buried itself between my thighs and when he feels the slippery wetness of my smoothly shaven pussy, he grins at me.

“You been waiting for this?  Hmm?  Are you the real slut of the office?”

He laid his palm flat against my pussy and massaged large circles over my flesh.  Tormenting and teasing the throbbing need buried within my folds.

“Oh I think you are.  I think you’ve been waiting for me all week, boss lady,” the twinge of his sarcasm was lost in my building arousal.

My breath was escaping in small faint gasps as he teased my pussy.  His teeth left tiny tingling bite marks down my throat until his nose was buried in my cleavage.  He dipped just one single fingertip between my pussy lips causing me to gasp loudly and then withdrew completely.

He made quick work of the remaining buttons on my blouse and yanked the garment open to expose my full ripe tits.  He stepped back to look at my flushed face and chest, my heaving boobs, and my spread thighs.

“No one pictures this when you are on those rampages in your meetings,” he grinned evilly.

“Now, boss lady, strip for me.”  He dropped into one of my office chairs and lounged backwards with his legs spread.

I tossed my hair and tried to catch my breath.  It was my moment to regain control and I had to reestablish who the boss was.

I stood up from the desk and slowly approached him, swaying my hips and staring him down.  I peeled off the rest of my blouse and my lacy push-up bra, letting my aching tits swing freely.  I stood just in front of him, spun around on my sharp heels and slowly unzipped my skirt, letting it slide down my ass until I was naked except for the spike-heeled shoes.

“Well damn,” he exhaled sharply, “Now get me hard and suck my cock.”

I turned back towards him, pressing his knees together so that I could straddle his lap.  I felt the stiffness of his cock underneath his crisp slacks and I rubbed my wet pussy against the swell.  I pressed my tits up against his chest as I gyrated my hips, feeling his cock twitch beneath me.  I finally slid my body down his until I was kneeling in front of him.

I reached for the fly of his slacks and he slapped my hand away sharply.  He grinned down at my upturned face and slowly unzipped his own pants.  His cock bobbed out eagerly, thick and long and ready for attention.

I excelled at cock sucking and I was determined to show him every last skill.  I pressed his length upwards against his stomach and ran my tongue over the underside of his shaft, flicking my tongue sharply over the opening at the tip.  I released my firm grip on his shaft and let it flop stiffly on his shirt.

I ran my tongue over his heavy balls, flicking and suckling lightly.  There is hardly a man alive who can tolerate having his balls played with while his cock goes untouched.  I sucked one of his swollen balls into my mouth, running my tongue over the crinkled surface in rapid little circles, then switching to the other.  As my fingers massaged the sensitive area just behind the sack, he groaned loudly.  And then right on cue, started stroking his own cock.

“I told you to suck my cock boss,” he released it with a downward motion, causing the shaft to smack me on the cheek.

I grinned up at him and engulfed his entire shaft into my hot wet mouth and let my tongue dance over his hot skin as I slid down.

“Holy shit,” he exhaled loudly.

I wrapped my fingers around his shaft and slowly slid the warm wet tunnel up and down, massaging his balls with my other hand.  I worked his entire cock with my hand and mouth, sucking and stroking firmly, dragging him to the edge of pleasure.  Suddenly, he yanked his hips backwards, pulling his cock from my grip with a wet popping noise.

“On the desk,” he grunted at me.

I perched my naked ass on the edge of the desk and he dropped his pants as he stood up.  His legs were lean and muscled, and they flexed as he stepped between my spread thighs.  He raked his nails up my inner thighs and I squirmed at the sharp lines of pain.  His fingers teased and rubbed at the outer lips of my pussy, tickling and stroking lightly.  I gasped in rhythm with his touch and was near begging him for more.

He stared as my breasts rose and fell with each shallow breath, and he pinched my nipple hard, twisting it roughly between his fingers.

“Oh!” I finally cried out in surprise.

“Don’t cum until I tell you,” he ordered.

I bit my lower lip and nodded.

I agreed easily because since his teasing was driving me crazy but did not push me closer to the edge.  As I finished nodding, he drove two fingers deep inside my slick wetness.  I gripped the edge of the desk until my knuckles turned white and my eyes closed to half-mast.

“Don’t cum for me,” he warned, continuing to drive his fingers in and out of my pussy.

I tried to think of something else, anything else, to keep myself from violating my orders.  But just when I thought I had distracted myself, his thumb landed on my clit and pressed firm tiny circles around my throbbing nub.  He kept finger-fucking me roughly and tormenting my needy swollen clit until I could not think straight.  My smooth stomach trembled as my peak grew close and he watched with rapt attention.

Just when I knew I could not hold it off, when the need and the teasing hit the breaking point, he withdrew his hand completely.

“Oh, no, please,” I did not intend to beg but the words just slipped out.

He roughly pulled me down off the desk and whirled me around so that I had to brace myself with my palms flat on the surface.  He grabbed my hips, his fingers digging in to my skin, and pulled my ass backwards so that I was bent in half.

His hand slid between my thighs again and pushed against my clit, rubbing and flicking until I was squirming against him.  I felt the edge of my climax pressing against my skin from the inside and again, just when I could not hold it back, he withdrew his hand and buried his cock inside me.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned and rested my forehead on the desk between my hands.

“Exactly,” he grunted as his hips bucked forwards against my ass.

And he pounded me.  He fucked me.  He drove his hips into my body.  He shoved his thick hard cock so far inside me, I think he touched new places.  His hands twisted in my hair and pulled until my back arched and my ass struck his pelvis with each stroke.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he suddenly burst out.

I tightened up my inner muscles, squeezing at his cock to force the cum out.  I gyrated my hips against him, massaging his orgasm to the surface.

He leaned over my back and growled in my ear, “Cum with me.”

I screamed something unintelligible and came harder than I ever had.  I am amazed I did not force his cock out of my body with the muscle spasms, but he shot jet after jet inside me, slamming his hips into the quivering cheeks of my ass.

After he was drained, he collapsed forward to rest his forehead against my gleaming skin.

****

Surprisingly enough, no one heard or caught us.  In retrospect, we probably both should have lost our jobs for fucking like that in my office.  We continued to play it off for quite a while.  By day, Cole remained my sweet doting assistant.  And by night, he was master of my pussy.  But if anyone noticed at all, they never reported it.

Eventually we realized that there was more going on than simple fucking, and we altered half of our relationship.  He found another position at the bank, and in turn, I found all new positions in which to tease and torment him.

It was part of our game -- to run into each other in the breakroom.  I would tilt my head to the side, exposing the soft underside of my throat that he liked to bite.  He would casually rub his palms together like he did before he spanked my ass.  If we had several of these encounters during the day, then that evening was really on fire.  Those nights, I would show up at his apartment and he would bend me over the table as soon as I walked in.  He loved to fuck me while I still wore my suit.  He just yanked the panties out from underneath and went to town.

One day in particular, for his birthday I think, I stopped by his desk while he was away.  I left a tiny black G-string in his chair so that he knew I was spending the rest of the day naked and wet under my suit.  When I saw him in the breakroom that afternoon, he had to adjust himself when I sashayed past him.  That night I had to suck him off before he would even touch me.

I have since learned that he is actually into the lifestyle, and we are looking forward to our first outing as a couple to one of the clubs next weekend.  I am excited to see what Cole is really about.


14. The MILF and The Groom: MILF Sex before the Wedding by Sofia Miller

I only wanted what was best for my daughter.  She was young, naive, and marrying Mike,  the kind of man that could be dangerous to a good girl like her:  Handsome, athletic, with the kind of magnetism that can bend any woman to his whims.  When I slipped into his room to talk an hour before his wedding to my daughter, I swear, I had the best of intentions.  But somehow, once I was in a room alone with him, I was the one who had to be careful not to succumb to his considerable powers.  He may have been much younger than me, but under his gaze, I felt like a girl of twenty again.  And once he put his hands on me, I knew I was the one who wouldn’t be able to resist giving into his lusty demands.  Sure, it was wrong, but Mike and I shared something he couldn’t share with my pristine daughter:  An animal lust and insatiable appetite that can only be satisfied between a young virile man and an experienced woman with the know-how to bring him breathless to his knees!

It was almost time.  My beautiful daughter, Jennifer, was set to marry Mike within the hour.  Twenty was far too young to be getting married, if you asked me, but Jennifer didn’t and so it was my job to support her.  Still, though, I worried about her well-being.  Jennifer had always been a very good girl:  Straight A’s, every teacher’s pet, always home by curfew, and if she was to be believed (and I had no reason not to), still a virgin on her wedding day.  I was glad my girl was so responsible--but inexperienced as she was, how was she to know when a man was treating her unfairly?  Mike was only twenty-two himself.  I doubted seriously he had much experience with the art of compromise.  And Jennifer, always wanting to keep the peace, always wanting to make people happy, might get taken advantage of if she wasn’t careful.  She didn’t know what all was out there, and I wanted to make sure she hadn’t settled for something beneath her.

So, as Jennifer sipped champagne nervously and touched up her makeup with the help of her bridesmaids, I went down to where Mike and his groomsmen were getting ready.  It was my last chance to have a talk with him before he would take my daughter.  I was going to make sure he knew how to treat her right.

I heard laughter on the other side of the door, “Cheers!” and glasses clinking.  I knocked on the door, and Mike answered, wearing his tuxedo pants, but no shirt, his suspenders dangling at his sides, his well-sculpted chest and stomach glistening in the light.  It was no wonder Jennifer had fallen madly in love with him:  He was tall, good looking, broad shouldered and with strong arms, his face was chiseled in a way more mature than his years, but he had a bright smile, which he greeted me with now, that was so pure, innocent and joyful, I nearly started giggling like a schoolgirl when he invited me in.  He was, in short, dangerous to any young woman.

“Hey, everyone, this is Jennifer’s beautiful mother!”  The three other gentlemen greeted me hello.  I wondered how much champagne they’d had to drink, as they didn’t even try to hide the way they looked me up and down.  Still, though, I was used to it.  From the time I was very young, men had a hard time keeping their eyes (or hands) off of me.  The women in my family were all like me:  Tall, curvy, with ample breasts and hips and a naturally cinched in waist.  Our hair was thick, our cheekbones high, and in my forty-five years, the attention men showered on me had never dwindled, even as the crows feet were beginning to form at the corners of my eyes, and grey started to streak my raven hair.  Jennifer, though she was more fair like her dad, had inherited many of my attributes.  All the more reason to make sure she didn’t give them away too soon and to the wrong man.  I, myself, hadn’t given myself to a man since my husband passed.  I was waiting for someone to awaken that spark in me again, and so far, no one had.

“Come in and have a drink with us!” said one of the groomsmen, rushing to get me a glass of champagne, which he handed to me with a little bow of his head.

“Thank you, boys, but I actually came here to have a little heart to heart with Mike,” I said with a smile.  “Would you mind if we had the room?”

“Oh, of course not!” they each cried in their own way, as they picked up their things, winked at Mike, and began making their exits.

“I don’t want to take too much of your time,” I said, sitting down and crossing my legs.  My dress was a red, silk wrap dress that came just above my knees, and when I crossed my legs, my thigh peaked out from the fabric.  It was, perhaps, a bit revealing for a wedding, the way it hugged my curves and showed my cleavage, but Mother-Of-The-Bride dresses were always so thick and doubty.  For the simplicity of this dress, it was dramatic enough for the occasion.  Besides, the more intimidated Mike was by me, the better.  A glimpse of my thigh usually did the trick when it came to bending men to my desires.  “You’re about to take my baby away from me, so this is our last chance to talk.”

“Of course!” he said with a smile, topping off his champagne and offering me some more.  My glass was full, so I downed it and held it out to him.  “Jennifer’s a very special girl.”

“Yes, she is,” I said.  “So I wonder why you haven’t even bothered to get dressed yet on your wedding day.  You’re walking down the aisle in less than an hour.  Were you just going to throw something on last minute?”

“I wanted to make sure I didn’t spill anything or get it wrinkled.  It’s hanging up over there.  Don’t worry, Mrs. Watkins.  I wouldn’t do anything to screw this up.”

“Really?” I asked with a casually cold tone.  “Is it true that Jennifer is still a virgin?”

He blushed bashfully and it showed his age.  “Yes--to my knowledge, she is still a virgin,” he said, nearly giggling.

“Are you?’

“Mrs. Watkins…”  he shook his head.  Clearly he was uncomfortable talking about sex with me.

“It’s alright Mike,” I said, taking his hand.  “You’re an adult. There aren’t any wrong answers.  I just want to understand you a little bit better.”

“What don’t you understand?”

“I suppose I don’t quite trust the notion that a man like yourself has waited faithfully for two years when he could be with any woman he wanted to be.”  I hadn’t meant to say that.  It was definitely not in my plan to flatter his physique, or do anything that would give him more power than he already had.  It had simply flown out of my mouth.  But then, it was the truth, after all.  And it was something that needed answering.  “So I’m wondering if you’re also a virgin.  I’m wondering if you’ve cheated on my daughter.”

“I’m not a virgin…” he said carefully.  “But that was before your daughter.  I haven’t cheated on her.”

“Why not?”  I wanted to hear his reasons.  I wanted to hear if it sounded sincere.

“Because I’ve never met a woman more desirable than Jen,” he said.  “I haven’t met anyone that turned me on as much as she does.  Maybe if I had it would be more difficult.  But as it is, she was obviously worth waiting for.”

It wasn’t the answer I expected at all, but it sounded like an honest one.  I wondered what had happened to that bashfulness of his.  Suddenly he was talking about desire and being turned on--I felt there was a dual personality to Mike:  The one that was young and inexperienced, and the one that was capable and ready to dive into manhood.  He was teetering on the edge, and seeing this flash virility sent a surge through my body.  I adjusted in my chair.

“You really haven’t met any other woman that turned you on?”

“Not anyone...not anyone that is available to me.”

“But if you did, you wouldn’t mind cheating on my daughter?”

“Mrs. Watkins...I just know that I love Jen, and I want to be with her.  I know that someone like her doesn’t come around very often.”

“But it must have been hard waiting.  It must have been difficult to not do something you so badly wanted to do.”  I didn’t know why I was pushing him in this direction.  I came in here to talk about fidelity and honor and being good to your wife and not taking her for granted.  But I wanted to know.  I wanted to know how this gorgeous boy, sitting so sexily on the edge of the sofa, drinking champagne with his shirt off, looking like a young Marlon Brando and with just as much animalistic draw to him--how on earth had this man been able to stave off temptation?  I imagined girls must throw themselves at him all of the time.  They must do things for him they wouldn’t do for some other, ordinary boy.  How had poor Jennifer held out?  A part of me applauded her, and a part of me thought she was crazy.  What if things hadn’t ended with marriage?  How was she willing to let go of the chance to feel his big, strong hands on her body? My own body felt drawn to them even now--wanted to feel their strength on my breasts, my hips, my ass... Perhaps she was frigid.  Perhaps she didn’t like boys at all.  These were the only explanations I could come up with for her ability to keep her legs closed all of this time.  If I had been in in her shoes, I would have buried myself in his lap the first night.  I would have unwrapped him like a present and consumed whatever I found inside.  It was getting hot in the room.  I downed my champagne to cool myself, and he expertly poured me another.

“It was difficult, but you know how it is,” he said, smiling at me.  “Jennifer said you never did date again after your husband died.”

It was true.  That had been four years ago, and I hadn’t seen anyone.  It wasn’t for lack of suitors or because I wasn’t longing for intimacy.  But none of them had held a candle to my husband.  My husband had been a true man:  Strong, handsome, capable, fair.  He wanted the best for me, but always got his as well.  There was a glimmer of my husband’s appeal in Mike.  Perhaps there was hope for him.

“I suppose I think it’s different for a man,” the champagne was making me warm all over.  I leaned back in the chair and sighed, letting my legs part a little.  “You all seem a lot less discriminating.”

“We’re not all like that,” he assured me.  “I don’t want sex to be just sex.  I want it to be with someone special.  With a woman like you or a woman like Jennifer…”

A woman like you or a woman like Jennifer...Was I the woman who hadn’t been available that had tempted him?

“How was it with the girls before Jennifer?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

“It was...it was nice, I guess…”

“But did you make them cum?”

“Mrs. Watkins!”  There was that blushing smile again.  He was adorable in his youth.  I stood up and walked over to him.  I cupped his face in my hands and looked into his eyes.

“I’m not going to bite you,” I said.  “I just want to make sure you’re capable of making my daughter as happy as possible.  I don’t want to find out years from now that she’s never experienced an orgasm or that you’ve made her come to believe that you don’t have to do any of the work in the bedroom.  Women in my family don’t have to settle for that.”

“I believe you,” he gulped.  “And I would never ask her to.”

“You’re only twenty-two,” I said.  “Do you even know how to please a woman?”

He was sweating now.  He turned in his chair and tried to surreptitiously adjust himself, and I realized he was sporting an erection--one he couldn’t have hidden if he’d tried, it pressed so urgently at his pants.

“The women I was with before always seemed to like what I did.  Mrs.  Watkins, I need you to leave right now,” he said, standing, turning his back to me.

“Excuse me?”

“Do we have to have this conversation now?”  he pleaded.  “I can’t have this conversation with you right now.”

“You’ve never had any conversation with me,” I snapped back.  “I haven’t gotten to know you at all--you simply come and pick up Jennifer and leave as quickly as you came!”

“I can’t be around you at all, don’t you understand?”  To my surprise, he was breathing hard, facing me, his hard-on plain as day.  “Every time I see you, I go insane.  Jennifer’s a lot like you, but you have something else...something carnal about you.  You have to go--I can’t see you.  If you stay here I’m going to untie your dress.  If you stay here, you won’t have any doubts about my abilities to please a woman.”

All I could hear was my own heartbeat and Mike’s breathing.  The air between us was electric.  We stood there, staring at each other, neither able to move, lest we move towards each other.

“You’re not leaving,” he said.

“I...I can’t.”

He walked slowly towards me, and I knew it was coming.  There was nothing I could do to stop it.  He reached forward and untied my dress.  It slid off in one movement, revealing my high top panties and push up bra.  It had been four years since a man had seen me like this.  I suddenly found myself worried that I wouldn’t be enough--a feeling I’d never had before.  I worried he’d realize my age and be turned off.  I wish I’d worn better lingerie.  But he let his hand pass over his cock through his pants and let out a groan as he eyed my body hungrily, before he fell to his knees, leaned forward and growled into my pussy through my cotton panties, sending incredible vibrations through me.  I moaned along with him.

“Your pussy smells better than I ever imagined,” he said, peeling my panties down and allowing me to step out of them.  “I have to taste it…” and with that he plunged his tongue between my pussy lips, a bolt of electricity stemming from the tip of his tongue travelled up my spine, causing me to arch my back and gasp.  He let his tongue slide all the way up inside of me, filling me up, before sliding the tip out and up to my clit, which he licked in small, pointed circles, making my legs shake as I stood before him in my high, stiletto heels.

“We shouldn’t...Mike...we shouldn’t…” I moaned as he licked my pussy, but even as I said it I was letting my hand fall down to my mound so I could spread myself open for him.  I put my hand on the back of his head and pressed him into me.  He began to suck my throbbing clit as an vibrations surged through my pussy.

“Why did you come in here?” he asked as he stood up and unclasped my bra, my breasts staring up at him, wanting him to take them in his mouth and hands.

“I wanted to talk to you,” I said, and he reached forward and grabbed my heavy breast, squeezing it roughly.

“That’s not why you came in here and you know it.”  He was walking me backwards towards the couch now, until I fell backwards into it.  He twisted my nipple sharply.  “What did you want when you came here?”

“I...I wanted to know if you would be able to please my daughter,” I said, though it sounded so stupid now.

“You’re daughter? He asked, as he unzipped his pants and let them fall to the ground.  His cock was stretching his boxer briefs so far, it would almost be comical if I didn’t ache for him so badly.

“Me,” I said.  “I wanted to know if you could please me.”

“That’s a nice way of putting it,” he said, sliding two thick, long fingers inside of me.  Even his hands were so big they were hard to take, though I was up for the task.  “I think you wanted me to fuck your hot, neglected cunt.  Isn’t that right?”  He pulled the fingers out, covered in my cream, and sucked them clean.

He was unzipping his pants now.  I knew this was the point of no return, but he was right.  I had wanted him from the first day he’d come by the house and said, “I’m looking for Jennifer.”   I wanted desperately to know what he was packing, and it now here it was, springing out of his pants at full attention, thicker and longer than I’d ever given him credit for, his mushroom head slick with precum, letting me know how badly he’d wanted me, too.

“The first time I saw you,” he said as rubbed the length of my slit with his fingers, “The only thing I wanted was to see those gorgeous tits of yours bouncing as you sat on my cock.  The only thing I wanted was to hear you beg for me.”  His hand was sliding back now, his finger finding its way to the rim of my asshole, and he played with it mercilessly, lightly tracing it with his finger, pressing at the rim, pulling back.  Then he plunged in deeply, making me gasp.  “You seem so cool and poised and sophisticated.  But I could tell.  I could tell what you wanted…” he was knuckle deep now.  “The only thing I wanted was to feel your cum running down my shaft…” His voice was a low growl that sent shivers through me.  “I wanted to make you forget you’d ever had a husband.”  His fat thumb was rolling over my engorged clit as he slowly, painstakingly, finger fucked my tight asshole.

“You don’t...you don’t think I’m too old for you?” I asked, voice trembling.  With his other hand he grabbed a handful of my breast, thumbing the nipple.

“Does that feel good?’ he asked.

“Oh, God, yes…” I whispered.

“Then that’s all that matters,” he said, as he bent down and flicked my cunt with his tongue, “God, you taste so good…”  My pussy was contracting hard and fast, aching for him to fill me with his massive shaft.

“Give me your cock,” I demanded.  My hand was grasping for it desperately.

“Do you want me to fuck you with it?’ he asked, stroking himself, teasing me.

“No,” I said, watching him.  “I want to wrap my lips around it.”  I cocked my eyebrow and he groaned as he palmed his slick head.  “I want to see you reach your full potential.”

I pulled myself off the couch and sat him down where I had been.  I wrapped my thumb and forefinger around his shaft to hold it in place, not quite making it all the way around.  I looked him in the eyes, and then bent down to gently kiss his head.  I could feel him twitch in my hands.

“Now, if I’m very good to your cock,” I said, as I stuck out my tongue and licked up the length of him, letting my wet tongue dance on the tip of him, “You have to be a good boy and fuck me senseless with it.  Do you promise?” I said, taking his head into my mouth and sucking on it, gently.

“Oh, yes…” was all he could muster as he laid back and sighed.  I could see his stomach muscles contracting with anticipation.

I dragged my wet tongue the long journey from the base of his shaft up to the tip.  His cock was so rigid and strong as I traced the veins of him I thought they might burst, but he held steady as I swirled my tongue around the vast landscape of him.  My fingers found their way to his heavy sack, which I fondled and tickled as he squirmed at my touch, trying desperately to keep his composure.  Then slowly, slowly, I found my way to the space behind his balls that led to his firm ass and pressed in as he let out a moan, uninhibited.  Encouraged, I went further back, and slid my finger inside of his darkest part as his cock began its journey past my lips, over my tongue and towards the back of my throat.  His shaft was so thick it stretched my mouth wide to take him inside.  As he felt the watering mouth around him, he couldn’t contain himself anymore, and he thrust in deeply, making me gag, before he continued down my throat choking me.  He was grunting and moaning with every thrust as I sucked him, and I was pleased to find I still had the skills that made any man--even a man as young and virile as Mike--beholden to my powers.  I gave his balls a gentle squeeze and he stopped cold, his body stiffened, and a flood of his cum came pouring into my mouth, unexpectedly.  It came in oceanic waves as he began pumping away again, expelling every possible drop as I sucked it down hungrily.  His hands held my head and pulled my hair with abandon as he roared loudly, until finally he seemed relieved, though his incredible cock was still hard as he withdrew.

He stood back from me, then fell to his knees in exhaustion.  The sight of his sweating, spent body, the taste of him in my mouth, the feeling of it on my lips, awakened an insatiable appetite in me I hadn’t felt in years, and with no hint of shame or self-consciousness, I began to touch myself as I watched him.  My hands roamed over my breasts and tugged my hard nipples before trailing down to my pounding, hungry pussy.  I splayed myself open wide and revealed my tidy, pink opening to him, where my fingers felt cream forming.  I longed for him to fill me up, and unable to wait, I my fingers plunged in, two at a time, and I fingerfucked myself for Mike as he watched, wide-eyed at my wantonness.  I loved watching him watch me--the hungry look in his eye, the way his cock grew strong again before my eyes.  He was a tiger stalking it’s prey:  Powerful, muscular, steadfast in his desire.  His own hand found his cock and began to stroke in my rhythms.  With the other, he helped me by holding me open, freeing my hand to twist my nipples as I sighed and bucked.  He spit directly on my clit, and the hot wetness spurred me on.

“Fuck me, Mike.  Please!”  but he was way ahead of me.  His cock entered me, and wet and open as I was, he stretched me wider than I thought possible, making me nearly panic under the stress, but I wanted him so badly, I simply did all I could to open myself up to him.  I could feel his cock surging and vibrating within me, and wondered how it was possible that he could be so ready again so soon after filling me to the brim with his cum.

“Do you have any idea what you do to me?” he whispered low in my ear.  His hand was in my hair, holding my head down even as my back arched wildly.  “And you…God, you need my big cock, don’t you?”

“Yes…” I pleaded.

“You need to be fucked like the slut you really are.  How did you waste this body for so long?  I can never stop fucking you…”  He was balls deep in me, each thrust seeming impossibly deeper than before.  My pussy held on for dear life, gripping him so firmly I thought I could snap his cock in half.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop…” I pleaded as I felt the dam break and my cream came gushing down in spurts around his slick member.

“That’s it.  Good girl…” he encouraged, his hands sliding to my ass and spreading me open.  Then two fingers came sliding into me, sending me into a deeper wave of pleasure as I thrashed underneath him.  He pumped me slowly, steadily, letting my pussy feel every inch of him, letting my clit relish the moment of contact with his pelvis as he ground into me.  I wrapped my legs around his waist, opening my ass up more to him, but he took things further by turning me over on my stomach and plowing into me hard and fast as he slapped my ass unforgivingly.

I loved the punishment of his body on mine--the sting of his hands, his cock going so deep I thought he may rupture me.  I was so spent I was unable to move, and yet he was still pulling a steady stream of excitement from between my legs.  I his every touch, thrust, moan, drop of sweat that fell made me cum, again and again.  But as his fingers entered my ass again, and he began to pet my insides with the tips of his fingers, it sent a jolt through me so intense it gave me new energy.  I sprang up on all fours and began backing up into his fingers and cock.  Gone was any notion of control.  I would do anything to be filled up by this strong, young man.  I was a bucking, wild, sweating animal, and we were doing the most natural thing in the world. To us. But a knock on the door reminded me of the human world.

“Mike?”  It was Jennifer’s voice.  We froze, his fingers still inside of me, the length of his cock filling me.  I felt his fast heartbeat pulsing in his still cock, and it made my pussy contract involuntarily.  He flattened me onto the couch with his body and put his hands over my mouth to stop my moans.

“Don’t come in--I can’t see you before the wedding!” Mike called.  His cock twitched and I squirmed.  The incessant heartbeat pounding in the veins of cock were making me twist with excitement.

“I just wanted to tell you how much I’m looking forward to tonight,” Jennifer said, giggling.

“Me, too,” Mike said.  To my surprise, he started slowly, slowly, thrusting in and out of me.  “I’m looking forward to feeling your body...to your tight, wet, pussy wrapped around my cock…” he thrust in deeper and I silently screamed into his palm.  “I want to feel your cum dripping down my cock…”

“Mike...what are you doing in there?”  Jennifer asked.  “Are you...are you jerking off?” she lowered her voice.

“I want you to tell me you belong to my cock,” he growled in my ear, and I nodded.

“I...well, I belong to you, of course!”  Jennifer said, confused.  “I’m...I’m gonna go get ready--I’ll see you when I walk down the aisle!”

“You beautiful bitch!” he cried as he slammed his cock into me hard, again and again, filling me with his load, this one as great as his last, his scream deeper and more primitive.  The feeling of him filling my pussy made my whole body spasm and sputter, and the more I held in my moans, the more my body acted out my pleasure.  He pulled out even as he was still cumming, and finished on my tits, my stomach my mound.

“You are so sexy,” he said, smearing his cum on my pink nipples.  I smiled.  I hadn’t felt so much like who I really was in years.  But as reality came creeping back in, I realized that I had just betrayed my daughter.  I realized I would never be able to feel like this again.

“Mike...the wedding…” I said, but he just leaned down and kissed me.

“That’s right--we need to get ready,” he said, getting up and pulling on his pants.

“But what are we going to do?”  I asked.

“I thought you were the woman with all of the answers,” he said, smiling.  “We’re going to do whatever it is that you want to do, of course.  But I think we both know what it is you want to do.”

“I...I have some work that needs doing in the garage,” I smiled.  “When you come back from your honeymoon, do you think you could help me with it?”

“I think Jennifer would insist I do.”

“I really want what’s best for her...no, this can’t happen--” I started, but he stopped me with a hand on my breast and his mouth on mine and I was vibrating once again.

“Jennifer will have everything she deserves in life,” he said.  “But you were right, Mrs. Watkins.  She’s a very good girl.   I have needs--needs that would destroy her.  But you thrive on it, don’t you?  With her, I’ll be the king to her queen.  With you…” he bit me on the shoulder, hard enough to sting.  “We can be base.  We can be what we were made to be…”  He twisted my nipple, hard, then licked it soothingly.  “I wish you didn’t ever have to get dressed.  Don’t clean up.  I want to know I’m still on you while you’re sitting in the audience.”

It was wrong, but I knew I would obey.  The idea of spending the whole day covered in him was too much to resist.  I slid on my clothes over my sticky body.  It was time for the wedding to start.  In moments, Mike would be bound to my daughter --and bound to me-- forever.  I was wet with the possibilities.


15. My New Life Starts Tonight: A MILF's Revenge Sex by Riley Davis

I was just out having fun with my best friend, eating at a restaurant. I didn't expect to find him there with a woman who couldn't have been more than twenty-five. I had thought I was important to him. I guess I wasn't; so I decided that day that he wasn't important to me. The young waiter at the restaurant suddenly became very attractive to me.

“I can’t believe he would do that!”

I took a sip of my wine, feeling smug. I’d just revealed to my best friend Kym that her favorite celebrity was coming to town – but to get married, not to perform for the public. She was actually annoyed by it and I felt like simultaneously the best and worst friend out there.

“Well, at least he’s coming right?” I said.

She growled at me as she stabbed her food with her fork. “I won’t be able to get any autographs or photos.”

“It’s his wedding, not yours.”

“I suppose so, but… couldn’t he get married in Hawaii like every other self-respecting filthy rich celebrity?” She stuffed the meat on her fork into her mouth.

My best friend was a beautiful lady, with flowing golden hair and eyes as blue as the sky. Her face was free of blemishes and fair, and she was dressed flawlessly as usual with her layered tank tops and denim jacket. I sometimes thought she was stuck in the nineties.

I on the other hand, had a scar on my stomach from a C-section and stretch marks everywhere. I had nice hair as well, I supposed, but it was brown and I hadn’t properly dyed it in three months. The roots were showing. I figured at least I knew how to do my makeup so that my face was presentable, maybe even somewhat attractive.

I shrugged and continued eating. “I wouldn’t know, I’m not rich. Unfortunately.”

“Well, you can thank your husband for getting you knocked up. You probably would’ve been making six digits by now if not for him.”

My best friend didn’t like my husband but she dealt with him for my sake. I was thankful to have a friend that tried to get along with everyone, even if she didn’t particularly fancy them.

“Speak of the devil,” she said. “Does he always have business dinners with women that attractive? Don’t look behind you.”

I dared to have a peek. There he was, with a woman who was probably still in college. She was flawless in every way appearance-wise and I found myself with a growing jealousy. I turned back and began eating so I wouldn’t immediately kill him.

The waiter came by just then. “Is everything alright, ladies?”

I nodded. “Although, could you perhaps bring the wine bottle?”

He smiled at me. “Right away.”

I began to eat faster, though my mind wasn’t on the food. Kym stared at them and shook her head. “What a scumbag. I knew he would do that to you eventually. And look at that, he’s not wearing his wedding ring!”

I felt humiliated and unimportant. I wished at that moment I had dumped his ass and dated someone else. Someone who would’ve treated me better. I wished for a better time in my life. I was being cheated on, in my direct vicinity. “I can’t believe he would do that…”

The waiter brought the wine bottle and refilled my glass, then left it on the table. “Enjoy, madam.”

“I most certainly will. Wait!” I said, and tugged on his sleeve.  I slipped the waiter some money. “You see that lovely couple over there?”

The waiter looked over at them. “Indeed. What would you have me do?”

“Just bring them some wine and tell them it’s from his wife.”

The waiter suddenly realized what was happening and an impish grin formed on his face. “Right away, madam.”

Kym stared at me. “Who are you? Where’s my best friend Gina?”

I smirked at her. “I’m not myself right now. I am angry and he is going to get what he deserves.”

I watched in amusement as I sipped my wine. The waiter brought them the drinks as told, and I saw a conversation in which he pointed at me and then walked away. I made sure to wave at him to further embarrass him. The woman who was with him stared at me in shock and then began to scream at him. She hit him several times with her clutch purse, swigged the wine down in one gulp, and stormed out of the restaurant.

I grinned at him maliciously as he came up to me. “What the hell was that, Gina?” he asked me.

“You have some nerve,” I said. “I know that wasn’t a business dinner.”

“And how would you know that?”

“She stormed off when she realized I was your wife.”

“Not to mention that outfit wasn’t professional of her,” Kym interjected. She pointed her fork at him with meat on it. “You’re a son of a bitch, you know that?”

He glared at Kym and then me with death in his eyes. “We’ll talk later, Gina.”

I smirked. “Hopefully with whips and chains.”

He went red in the face and opened his mouth, then realized he had no good comeback. He stormed out of the restaurant just like his mistress had. I burst out laughing and gulped down my wine. “That was the best. But I’m not done yet.”

Kym just stared at me like I’d sprouted a second head and then went back to eating, unwilling to question my behavior. Most likely because I was finally doing something about him and she didn’t want to jinx it.

I waved the waiter over and he came my way obediently after dealing with another customer. “Yes, is everything alright?”

“Everything is great. I was just wondering… did you have plans tonight when you get off work?”

He tilted his head. “No, but… you’re married.”

I shrugged. “Not for much longer. C’mon, let’s have some fun.”

The waiter debated it for a moment before writing his number on a napkin. “I get off at 9. Call me then and we’ll meet up.”

I tucked the napkin in my bra. “No problem, baby.”

The waiter rubbed his hands together and left the table. I sighed and chewed on my meat.

Kym shook her head at me. “I swear, you’re turning into me.”

I waved my fork. “That’s a bad thing? At least you have a decent boyfriend.”

She nodded, pondering that fact. “Yeah… I am pretty awesome.”

She said it with a straight face and it made me feel jealous of her effortless confidence. I had struggled with self-image issues for years, ever since the first zit sprouted on my face as a teenager. Not to mention the surprise pregnancy, and the fact that my husband didn’t help me feel any better about myself. Especially not after what I’d just caught him doing. He was a scumbag and I couldn’t wait to get rid of him. I didn’t even feel guilty or sad about what I did or what had happened. I was looking forward to being free.

But first, I’d fuck the waiter and then I’d flaunt it at him tonight. He’d yell at me and I’d just shrug him off, feeling smug. I was looking forward to having proper sex for the first time since I’d given birth. After that, my husband looked at me like I was the most disgusting thing he’d ever seen and I never felt comfortable having sex with him. It seemed he’d gone to get it elsewhere as a result. I blamed him completely for everything.

I decided to forget about what had happened for the remainder of the supper and dug into my food. After all, I couldn’t have amazing sex on an empty stomach. We also finished the wine bottle. I felt buzzed and happy, and after saying goodbye to Kym I pulled out my cell phone and called the waiter. It was ten minutes late, but I was sure he wouldn’t mind given that he was getting laid.

“Hello?”

“Hey. It’s me, Gina,” I said.

“Who?”

It was then I’d realized I hadn’t told him my name. “The woman at the restaurant. Her husband showed up with another woman?”

“Oh, yes!” I felt excited that he seemed happy to hear from me. “Gina is a pretty name.”

“Well, thanks. What’s yours so I can scream it tonight?” I said, feeling bold.

He chuckled. “Kai. My name is Kai.”

“Where should we meet, Kai?”

“There’s a nice hotel two blocks from here. I’ll come out and see you.”

We hung up and two minutes later the waiter came out of the restaurant not looking so much like a waiter anymore. He had his hair still perfectly combed but he wore jeans and a sweater, looking more normal and young than I’d expected him to. I wondered if he was in college, so I decided to ask him.

“I’m in my last year,” he said. “But since it’s summer I’m working for pocket money.”

“Pretty fancy restaurant for a summer job,” I said, walking with him to the hotel.

“Well yeah, but it pays well and I might stay there part-time when school starts. I won’t say no to it if that opportunity comes along.”

We spent the next ten minutes telling each other about ourselves and I felt like I could really bond with him, but sex was what I was more interested in. Especially if we were going to record it so I could taunt my husband with it. Kai seemed intrigued by the idea, and seemed excited to get on with the revenge sex. I saw a crazy side to him inside that prim and proper exterior and I liked it.

We bought the room for the night and we began kissing in the elevator as we went up alone. His lips were chapped a little but I didn’t mind it one bit – they wouldn’t be chapped anymore after I finished with him. I was interested in making a mess tonight, and he would help me make it.

We locked the door behind us and immediately, feverishly took off each other’s tops. I couldn’t wait to get on top of him. But before I could move to taking off his pants, he pulled out his phone. “Aren’t we recording this?” he asked.

I grinned and nodded. “Of course we are.”

He smirked and set up his phone, propping it up against the lamp and making sure the camera had a clear view of the bed. It didn’t take more than a minute and I found myself on top of the bed, being kissed with this younger male pinning me down. I felt sexy and free – for the first time in my life. When I’d had sex with my husband, I had always been nervous. For some reason, I could care less right now and I was so sure that Kai found me attractive. Besides, I couldn’t see a downside to him having sex with me. He would get to brag about it, and he had a more experienced woman so his pleasure would feel that much better. All of these thoughts and more put me in a state of mind where I could be bold and fearless with what happened tonight, even with a camera pointing at us. I wanted my husband to see a side of me he’d never gotten to see himself and feel green with jealousy.

Kai moved from my lips to my neck, kissing and sucking and nibbling on the delicate skin. It felt strange to have it from someone else and I also realized that my husband had been relatively selfish in bed. He’d never really focused on my pleasure – my orgasm was always more of a bonus than anything else. I hadn’t minded until now. Now I wanted my pleasure to be the focus and I gripped Kai’s hair, pushing him down to my boobs. He happily obliged, licking my nipples softly and squeezing my breasts with his hands. I just let myself lay back and enjoy it for once in my life.

He kissed my nipples and sucked on them for as long as he thought I needed to get hot, and I just let him take his time. I was in no rush to see my husband. But just when I thought Kai might not move from my breasts he licked slowly in between them and then kissed his way downward, over my stomach and down to my pelvis. My husband had never eaten me out and I was eager to know what it felt like.

He pulled my panties down slowly to make sure that the anticipation was thoroughly killing me. It was like he knew I’d never been eaten out. Then, he tossed them across the room and kissed my pelvis, and my outer lips. He was purposely staying away from my vagina to build my sex drive. Still, his lips on me felt soft and arousing. I liked it and I wanted more of it. But still he strayed from my clit, kissing my inner thighs, running his tongue along my outer lips. I was glad I hadn’t forgotten to get a wax down there. My husband hated pubic hair and had always managed his own quite well. But he made me manage my own as well and I figured after this I might as well let it grow out a little. I might like it that way.

After what felt like an eternity of giving the rest of my body attention, he finally put his mouth over my clitoris and sucked. His tongue slipped inside me and I felt my whole lower half explode into pleasure. I moaned my delight, digging my fingers into his hair. I couldn’t help but feel like he could do this all night and I could walk out contented.

In the bliss I had almost forgotten we were filming it and I felt a sudden urge to put on a good show at the same time as enjoying it. I pushed Kai off of me and got down on my knees, undoing his pants. I took his dick out and looked at it for the briefest of moments before putting it in my mouth. It looked larger than average, but it tasted much better than average. He wasn’t shaved or waxed, but I didn’t mind it because he still kept the area clean. It tasted different and better than my husband’s. I wondered if the fact that it was technically adultery and forbidden only made it feel better to me. It probably did.

He seemed surprised at my bold move but didn’t stop me, putting a hand on my head to guide the speed I sucked him off. I loved the feeling of having him in my mouth but I couldn’t seem to suck it all. I had only deep throated once in my life and it hadn’t been my husband but an old boyfriend of mine in college. I had loved doing that and I wondered if I could still do it. I decided I would try.

I opened my throat and breathed through my nose and took the rest of his cock into me. He moaned loudly as I did so, making me feel smug. I still had it, even after giving birth to kids and tending to an ungrateful husband. I could have anyone I wanted, I knew now. I didn’t have to stay with my husband.

I sucked on him ravenously, loving the freedom this offered me. And as I did so, I dared to stare into the camera for a moment. I felt like I was daring my husband to do better, even though after his little stunt I would never let him touch me again. I was clearly too good for him. He couldn’t handle someone like me. I felt sexually liberated and I became more aggressive.

“Oh… slow down or I’m going to come quickly,” Kai said, tugging on my hair and forcing me to slow down. He smiled down at me. “I mean, this isn’t all you want, right?”

I took my mouth off of him and smiled back. “Indeed. You’re so attentive.”

He took my hands and helped me up, then pushed me back towards the bed. “I can be even better than that.”

He climbed on top of me and rubbed his penis up against me, feeling how wet I’d become from all the foreplay. He inhaled and kissed my neck softly. I wondered what I smelled like to him. He smelled like the ocean; a fresh, warm scent that I wanted on me. I wrapped my arms around his neck. “I want you.”

He happily obliged and slipped inside me. My vagina expanded effortlessly in response, and I groaned in pleasure. I felt unexpectedly full and I liked it. I grinded against him, needing more of the feeling. His cock hit every spot inside of me that I could think of. I wrapped my legs around him and he started thrusting. I closed my eyes and just focused on the feeling. This was more than I’d ever gotten with my husband and I wanted to savor every moment until the end.

He kissed my lips and my neck and my breasts, and for an eternity I thought I could stay in this position forever, in bliss. I arched against him to feel more of his skin. It was strangely soft, but then again I’d grown used to feeling the wrinkled skin of a selfish man. I wondered if I was wrinkled. I looked down at myself but realized he was laying on me and had his nose in my hair, breathing heavily into my ear. Even if I wanted to, I wouldn’t be able to see myself and it wasn’t like it mattered to him. He was enjoying me regardless of how wrinkled I might be.

I laid my head back and let him fuck me, and my pussy grew more and more excited the more time that passed. It happened both so quickly and agonizingly slow, a combination I’d never felt before. I also felt relaxed – something I also wasn’t used to during sex. The pleasure came in wave after wave as he pounded me and I scratched his back with my newly manicured nails. It spurred him to move faster, rubbing my clitoris with his pelvis in just the right way and hitting the spots inside me with just enough strength to send me over the edge.

“Oh, Kai!”  I cried as I came hard, feeling myself clamp on his cock. He stopped only for the briefest of moments to feel me and then thrust that much harder, pounding the rest of my orgasm out of me. I felt so high and I didn’t want to come down. But still, a few seconds later I did, panting heavily.

But just when I thought the rest of the time would just be him getting off on me, he pulled out of me and leaned down, putting two of his middle fingers in me. I only had a second to wonder what he was doing before he began thrusting his fingers, stroking my g-spot in just the right way. But I also felt a massive urge to pee and I put a hand on his wrist. “No, I…”

He shook his head. “Don’t worry, you won’t.”

It was like he could read my mind and I felt immensely at ease. He put his mouth over my clit and I cried out again, feeling a different kind of orgasm quickly take over my body. I felt my body respond by pushing it out. The orgasm spread through me and at the same time pushed itself out of me, surrounding me with this pure bliss I had never before known. It felt like he fingered me for an eternity, just bringing all of this untapped pleasure to me. I could stay here if my stamina would allow me.

Eventually I felt my strength drain rapidly and I tried to tell him to stop but the words wouldn’t come up. “I…”

He seemed to know and slowed down, and then stopped. He took his fingers out and rubbed my vagina, giving me a nice afterglow pleasure. I felt like I was floating and I wanted to stay that way forever.

After a few moments, I found I could finally speak. “Wow, Kai. Where’d you learn to do that?”

He smiled at me and climbed over me, and kissed my lips. “I learned on my own over time.”

“Is that what they teach in college now?” I giggled.

He laughed and shrugged. “If you go into the right major.”

“And what do you study?”

“I’m in engineering.”

“Engineering… so you have to know all the parts to every single machine?” I gazed at his face, and swiped a stray hair from his face. He was really handsome.

“Not quite but that’s most of it,” he said. He took my hand and kissed it.

I blushed. No one had ever kissed my hand before and it felt insanely vulnerable and intimate to me. Butterflies were going wild in my stomach. I wanted to give him the same feeling. I moved from under him. “Do you want your reward?” I said with a smirk.

He got up and sat next to me. “I mean… if you insist. Are you up to it?”

I smirked and climbed over him, taking his cock into my hand. “More than up to it, baby.”

I jerked him off for a few moments and spat on it to lube it up. He laid back and enjoyed the pleasure so I decided to take my time with him, making every moment twice as long as it should be so he could feel the full extent of it. He seemed to really like that because he let out a long moan. His cock throbbed aggressively in my hand when I squeezed as I pulled up on it. He pushed his hips up and I took that as a sign he wanted more. I put my lips around the tip of his dick and sucked hard, and then let go, making a popping sound. I smirked at him and did it again.

“For some reason that’s really hot…” he muttered.

“I like eating lollipops,” I responded.

I gave it a lick and then sucked him off fully. He leaned his head back and groaned softly, his breath shallow. I decided I wasn’t satisfied with that and deep throated him again. I would swallow every last drop when it finally came.

His breath quickened considerably when I took him all into my mouth. He must’ve felt all the warmth and wetness, and I was eager to give him more of it. I put a hand on his balls as I sucked him off and fondled them gently, rubbing them and teasing them with my fingers.

That seemed to do the trick because within the next thirty seconds he was arching up into my mouth and spewing his cum down my throat. I didn’t expect it so quickly and gagged a little, but I swallowed every drop nonetheless. I made sure his cock was clean as he came down from his orgasm and then licked my lips.

“Damn, you’re good…” he sighed, laying his head back and closing his eyes. That sentence alone was enough to make me feel better about myself than I had in years. Add in all the sex and the orgasms I’d had and I felt ready to take on the fucking world.

I climbed over to lie next to him. “I try.”

The next few minutes were silent, with us just lying in the afterglow of the amazing sex. He pulled me into his arms and I laid my head on his chest. I wasn’t sure if I felt loved but I sure felt admired by him. Maybe someday I would find someone who truly loved me, and would stick with me through bad and good. But right now, I had to just figure out what I was going to do with my life after my husband. Because we sure as hell weren’t staying together.

“Ah, the camera,” Kai said. I had completely forgotten we’d been recording. He got up and turned off the camera. “It’s saved. I can send it to you so you can show your husband.”

He zipped up his pants and I dressed myself halfway decent. “Yeah. That bastard doesn’t know what’s coming for him. But while I’m getting the divorce set up, I need a place to stay. I’m not staying in the same house as that asshole.”

Kai shrugged. “You can stay with me. Do you have kids?”

I smiled at him and zipped up my dress. “Two. One’s in college and the other in high school. My husband can take care of them for the time being. Even if he’s a shit husband, he loves the kids.”

“That’s good to hear.” Kai put his shirt back on. “Well… can I get your number? Just so I can call you and…”

I put my hands on his cheeks. “You’re so sweet. I wish you were a little older, though. I don’t know if I can stay with… a younger man.”

He smirked at me and touched his hands to mine. “I think it’s a little late for reservations about younger people. And besides, it’s not like I live in a hovel.”

I tilted my head. “Don’t you live in a dorm like the other college kids?”

He shook his head. “I pay for a basement apartment. It’s a one and a half, only big enough for me. But I have a queen bed so it shouldn’t be a problem fitting you into it.”

I sighed. Such a small apartment and I had half a house’s worth of possessions. I’d have to leave a lot of stuff behind for a while but I decided that wouldn’t be a problem. As long as I could manage to get myself a bigger place. I felt lucky now that I went back to work once my kids hit middle school. I made enough income to get myself an apartment but there was no way I was going to stay the night with my husband.

“Okay, but only until I can get my own apartment. I’ll do my best to set my life up quickly.” I kissed him and picked up my purse. “I guess I’ll go and pick some stuff up and show my husband the video and then we’ll go home together?”

The thought made me really happy. Of course, I would probably spend more time at the house telling the kids what was going to happen, but I would finally be free. My husband wouldn’t be pleased but that made me feel even happier. He was going to get what he deserved.

He took my arm. “Number.”

“Oh! Right.”

I grabbed a pen from my purse and wrote my cell number on the inside of his hand. “I’ll be quick. Just tell me where you live and I’ll meet you there.”

He smiled. “How about I come with you instead?”

This guy was devious. Not only would that piss my husband off more, it would rub salt in his wound. My kids wouldn’t be happy to meet Kai, but I guessed they could forgive me given enough time. I just wanted my husband to suffer. I took Kai’s hand and we left the hotel.

“Let’s make him suffer,” I said.

Kai kissed my hand again. “We won’t even need to try.”


16. The Phone Number: MILFs Rough Revenge Sex with a Stranger by Ellie North

He thought I was joking when I told him I wanted him. So I searched through his things for proof he was cheating on me and found a number written in lipstick. It was obvious he was cheating - so I decided to get revenge. At least, it seemed like a good idea at the time.

“Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I hung up the phone and stretched, feeling stressed and achy. My husband Paul was at the coffee maker, pouring himself a cup. My son was at the kitchen table doing his homework. Even though there wasn’t any reason to be worried, I was. That seemed to come with adulthood. Worrying about bills, politics, and time all seemed to be staples of being an adult, not just a parent. Except then, you had to do the worrying for two or more people. In my case, thankfully, only two.

I got up and looked in the fridge. We had enough food to last us the month but for some reason I wasn’t in the mood for any of it. Typically I would be hungry by this time of day, but we couldn’t really cook anything – because our stove was broken. And that’s what the phone call was for.

“He said he should be here at nine tomorrow morning,” I said to my husband, closing the fridge door. “I don’t think you’ll be home, huh?”

“I’ll be at work until five tomorrow night. Sorry. But you’ll be here right?” He sipped his coffee to taste it and decided it needed more sugar so he dunked the spoon back into the sugar. I hated it when he did that because it made the sugar clump together, but today I didn’t pay it any mind. My mind was on other things.

I moved from the fridge and put my arms around him from behind. “Yeah, I’ll be here.”

I enjoyed holding my husband. He had a nice figure that made me feel like I was a perfect fit when he held me – like we were two pieces of a jigsaw puzzle that were meant to be together. I never bought into the whole ‘meant-to-be’ stuff, but it felt like it when he hugged me. Still, my mind wavered from a hug downward and my hand followed suit.

“Hmm?” He felt my hand drift down his waist to his pocket and I felt him squirm underneath my touch. I felt smug that I could still do this for him after years. I was still attractive and sexy clearly, and any man with eyes would know it. Especially him. “What are you doing there?”

I giggled at his curious tone. “Looking for something.”

He chuckled and turned around to face me. “You’ve got a great sense of humor.” He kissed me deeply and ran a hand through my hair. Sense of humor? Was grabbing my husband’s dick discreetly a joke to him?

He took his coffee then and sipped it while walking away from me. I watched him go. I was baffled that he could’ve ignored that blatant display of desire. Was he clueless or just getting back at me for something? I really couldn’t figure it out. My son had been there before during our displays of affection – of course we’d never done anything in front of him – but he’d never really rejected me quite like he had just now.

I sat down in the living room and decided to not think about it, deciding I was probably blowing it out of proportion. Maybe he just wasn’t in the mood. Maybe he had the runs. So instead of worrying about it, I decided to play some video games.

I played until I started to get a headache and that was the point I realized it was two in the damn morning and I hadn’t eaten. It had been a long time since I sat down for literal hours playing games but it felt nice to be able to do now that my son was older. I turned off the TV and went to get something quick to eat, and then quietly went up the stairs to my bedroom.

It was then I’d realized Paul hadn’t even kissed me good night, or for that matter talked to me at all afterwards. Was I that repulsive today? I’d done my makeup, taken a shower, I certainly wasn’t sick. What could’ve possibly given him the idea that it was okay pay no attention to me? I didn’t appreciate it at all.

When I got upstairs, my husband was still awake and sitting in bed reading on his tablet. I dressed into some pajamas, brushed my teeth and crawled into bed. I wanted to say something to him but for some reason, all the words I’d had for him had left me. I couldn’t say anything. So instead of saying anything to him, I leaned over and put my head on his shoulder in a desperate attempt for affection. But he didn’t even blink in my direction. Had I done something to garner this cold shoulder?

That was when I realized it wasn’t me. It was him – or rather, her. I realized that the fucker had been cheating on me. That would explain his strange behavior the past week. Today it had just been the most obvious. He’d slowly weaned himself off of my kisses, slowly started to disregard me more and more. I had shrugged it off on the fact that work had gotten hectic, perhaps he’d been tired. But no one purposely gets that distant that quickly without a good reason.

So I rolled over and went to sleep without a word, but inside I was both seething with anger and crying. I had no proof that he’d cheated on me, yet. But I knew it in my gut.

I spent that night tossing and turning, wondering what I’d done to deserve such a thing. Wondering where I went wrong, what I could’ve done differently. But no matter how many what ifs my mind conjured up for me to ponder about, the fact was that it had been his fault and not mine. He was the one who chose to go to someone else instead of talking to me about it. He was the one who ran instead of solving the problem.

By morning, I felt so exhausted with grief and anger that I didn’t even notice as my husband walked out the door at eight am without so much as a goodbye. Our son had already left for school at six, so I was alone in the house. And that was when I went through everything my husband owned for some sign that I’d been right.

The doorbell rang when I finally found the proof. I practically jumped out of my skin, knowing it would’ve happened at some point but being taken off guard anyways. I knew it was the repair man but I’d been afraid of getting caught going through his things.

I stood there in the coat closet. There it was - a phone number, written in lipstick. No professional person writes a phone number without a pen. Especially not a man.

I took the phone number and pocketed it. I wanted him to come to me asking where I put it, or search the house upside down for it. He would realize then that someone took it and he’d have to tell me. Or worse… I could just call the number myself.

Still, I had better things to do right now. I went to open the door and smiled widely at the man standing there. I noticed he was young, with the typical dress of a repairman but not unclean like I expected. His brown hair was combed back nicely, and his skin was flawless. “Hi, you must be the guy for our stove! Come on in.”

He nodded politely and walked inside, and headed straight for the kitchen. I followed him. “So what’s the problem with it?” he asked, getting right down to business.

“Nothing turns on, really. We’ve tried both the burners and the oven. But for some reason the oven light bulb works.”

He got right to work once I told him that and I went to the phone. I called the lipstick phone number, determined to find out if my husband really was cheating on me. Of course, no one answered. I got her answering machine. “Hello, this is Maggie. I’m busy, but I’ll call you if you leave your phone number. Have a nice day!”

She sounded like a beautiful person. A cheery person. Like everything I wanted to be but failed at every time. Maybe that’s why my husband cheated with her. I hung up before the machine kicked in. I didn’t want to talk to her if she wasn’t there. Knowing my husband, he was probably with her right now instead of at work. I looked over at the repair man. So why couldn’t I be with someone who could satisfy me too? My husband obviously didn’t want me anymore. So who’s to say I wanted him? There was a good-looking young man right in my kitchen.

I got up and went over to him. “So what’s your name?” I asked, hoping to start things off casually and move into it from there.

“Brian,” he said simply. A man of few words, he was.

“How’s it looking then?”

“Should be a simple fix.”

“I’m guessing you have appointments after this?” I asked, feeling the need to know if I would push for a quickie or if we could take our time.

He finally looked at me, seeming to catch on quickly. “I have one in the afternoon. Don’t worry, I’ll get it done right the first time.”

I smirked at him. “You do that.”

He slipped out from behind the stove and wiped off dust from his shirt. “So he’s a scumbag then?” he asked me.

“Extra,” I replied. I showed Brian the phone number.

He grimaced. “Ouch, in lipstick too. Careful, might be on his collar too.”

I chuckled and put the phone number back in my pocket. “Yeah, that’s probably what he’s gone to do now.”

“So what’s your plan?” Brian had a mischievous look in his eye. For someone with such a tame name, he didn’t feel so gentle in his mannerism. Quiet, maybe, but not tender. I liked it. It was a nice breath of fresh air from my husband. My husband, who was dutiful in his service to his family but apparently couldn’t be faithful to his wife.

“My plan is… revenge.” I felt like shoving it in his face when he came home. I knew it wouldn’t solve the problem, but it would make me feel better. Or maybe I could just keep it to myself and be smug about it when he finally confessed about his infidelity.

“Revenge sounds good,” he said, moving in closer to me. “Can I help?”

I put a hand on his chest. “Where would we carry out this… revenge?”

He put his hands on my shoulders. “Anywhere you want.”

I was about to cheat on my cheating husband with a young repair man who was probably better looking than me. The mother, the house wife. I was probably wrinkled in every place he didn’t find attractive – I was in my forties after all. My dirty blonde hair was well-taken care of; my skin was relatively blemish-free without makeup. I wore a full face today, but it was minimal because I was more focused on catching my lying husband. But still, he would get to brag that he fucked an older woman. Maybe that was enough for him.

I looked over at the empty kitchen table. “Why don’t we start here, since we’re here?”

He smirked at me and lifted me up onto the table with his strong arms. He didn’t seem to have any effort carrying me. Then he leaned in and kissed my cheek. I didn’t stop him, so he kissed my lips softly, then deeply. I wrapped my arms around his neck to make it more passionate. I felt like a teenager again. My stomach was going wild with butterflies and my pelvis was igniting into an inferno of anticipation and pleasure. I was also nervous, having not done it with anyone but my husband in almost twenty years, but I didn’t let that stop me. Revenge was sweet, sweeter than I’d expected. His lips tasted of cigars and wine.

I grabbed a hold of his shirt and unbuttoned it with clumsy fingers, desperate to get started. I felt like a starved animal. I and my husband hadn’t had sex in weeks, so I thought it was due to being too busy, or too tired from work. Now I realized he was too tired and busy with someone else. So I would get my release here and now, with an almost complete stranger, and someone much younger than me at that. It felt strange, but it also made me feel really good. I took his shirt off and let my hands roam across his bare skin. I felt hungry for more skin as soon as I touched it, needing more to touch and fondle.

He pulled my shirt over my head and went back to making out with me, his hands running over my body and slithering to my back to undo my bra. I didn’t even see where my shirt went and I didn’t care. My bra came off almost instantly to skillful hands, and I was genuinely impressed. My husband wasn’t able to do that until years later. He had needed to be taught how to please me. I had a feeling I wouldn’t need to teach Brian.

As expected, he knew exactly what to do with my breasts. I had never been the kind to like having my nipples sucked, so he simply flicked his tongue along them. It sent a shock through my system and I moaned out loud without inhibition. His other hand poked at my other nipple, making me unable to think of anything but the fact that I really wanted him.

I tugged on his shoulder to pull him up for a kiss and started undoing his pants. He took off the tool belt himself, having so much experience with that it practically slid off with his pants. His package was massive and I felt like I’d just hit the jackpot. My husband had always been less than average and while it got the job done, I always felt like there was something missing. I tried to get off the table and kneel but he stopped me and undid my pants. “The best revenge is enjoying it,” he said and removed my pants and panties in one motion. I barely noticed that they’d been there in the first place.

Then he pulled his underwear to the side – they were the type to have access for convenient things. It excited me to know that he could basically do it wherever and whenever he wanted. And that’s what he did. He slipped his massive cock into me slowly so I could feel all of it. There was no pain, only pleasure and I loved how full I was. He went in to the base and then moved slowly, then quickly picked up the pace. He pushed me down onto the table. My shoulders slammed against the wood and it hurt, but in a good way. I really liked how rough he was being with me and I urged him onwards with my moaning. “Oh yes, don’t stop! Pound me as hard as you can!”

I decided I wouldn’t stop comparing Brian and my husband. I wanted my husband to know how much better this complete stranger was at what he did – that is, if I even wanted to tell him. The best revenge is the one you don’t tell anyone. Maybe I wanted to keep just how good this was to myself.

Regardless of whether I told my husband or not, this was easily the best sex I’d ever had. I lifted myself up and tugged on Brian’s shoulders and kissed him deeply, and then moved to his ear and nibbled on his lobe before whispering, “Let’s go to the laundry room. I want to desecrate every room…”

He smirked and picked me up. “Where’s that?”

I pointed to a door close to the kitchen and he carried me in while still inside me, not breaking a single sweat. It was almost like he was used to fucking desperate wives. Not that I cared, I just wanted a really good orgasm.

He laid me up on the dryer and I decided I wanted it on so I pressed a couple of buttons and it began to vibrate. He moaned in response, loving the feeling of having that vibration up against his balls every time he thrust into me. It also pushed some pleasure spots for me, feeling my ass cheeks tingle in a good way and spreading to my pussy. I could feel myself getting there slowly, but not quite yet. I wanted to drag it on anyways, as long as I could. I wanted to milk this opportunity for everything it was worth.

He fucked me as hard as he seemed to want to, shoving it deep. He slowed down sometimes, and then sped up, varying the rhythm so that I could feel different things. He lifted a leg onto his shoulder and pushed me onto my side. The curve created a whole new sensation and sent a fire through my vagina. I bit my lip to stop a particularly loud moan but he shook his head at me. “Just scream if you want,” he said.

I smirked at him. “Is that what you want me to do? Scream your name?”

While still fucking me as hard as he could, he panted, “Yes.”

I decided I would save that for when I came, instead opting for my moaning and panting. It was nice to be able to let go, but I wanted to save it for that particular moment.

He licked a finger and put it to my clit, rubbing it in just the right way. I bit on a finger, moaning through it as more pleasure rocked through me. The vibration of the dryer, combined with his finger and his hard fucking, made the perfect combination for a quick orgasm.

Before he could finish me off, I stopped him. “Let’s go to my husband’s den and finish there,” I said with an evil tone. I smiled maliciously. I really hoped he noticed that someone was in there – he didn’t typically let our son in there, and he always confronted me when I went in there because it was his work station, which meant I had no reason to be in there. Of course, I’d come up with some excuse if I decided I didn’t want to tell him I cheated on him. But it was too good an opportunity to pass up.

We ran to the den. It was a dark room – Paul always kept the curtains closed if he wasn’t there because the sun faded the colour of his furniture. I turned on the light and leaned against his desk with my ass sticking out. “How’s this for a setting?”

Brian smirked at me and squeezed the cheeks. “Perfect.”

And then I let loose completely. He fucked me up against the desk so hard that everything rocked furiously. I cried out in pleasure and didn’t even notice as things fell off the desk. And once again, Brian reached around to touch my clit.

Within seconds, I was screaming his name in the throes of my orgasm. It felt better than it ever had and my legs were shaking. That was all it took for him to finish, blowing a load inside me. I counted myself lucky that I was on birth control, so I didn’t worry about it one bit. I enjoyed the warmth pouring inside me, rocking my hips against him to milk the rest. He moaned as I did so.

He finally pulled out and most of it dripped out of my pussy and onto the floor. It was carpet so it would be hard to get out but I could take care of it easily. I just felt so smug and happy about what I’d done. And he didn’t even have to know about it. And the best part of it was that I enjoyed it even more than I normally would.

I sighed and stood up straight, stretching a little but feeling wobbly and relaxed. “That was great.”

Brian smiled and put his underwear back in place. “I’ll get dressed so we don’t get caught like this.”

I pulled him in for another kiss, feeling cuddly. The last person I wanted to cuddle was my husband when he got home. “I guess you have to leave now?”

Brian shrugged. “I didn’t fix the stove but I have another appointment.”

I pouted. “Too bad you’ll have to come back then.”

He smirked at me. “Too bad indeed.”

We dressed back up and I set to work on getting the sperm out of the carpet. Brian left the stove as it was and left as if we’d had a one-night stand and he now had someone else to go and fuck. He probably did, truth be told.

I removed what I could and then put a little baking soda there to get rid of the smell, and then later on vacuumed it up. I put everything back where it was supposed to be from when I looked through all his stuff and put everything back on his desk and then ordered supper. I would’ve cooked it, but we didn’t have a working stove.

The first one in was my son, as usual. He said hello and went upstairs to his room. I thought how lucky I was to have a son like him – one that didn’t act up or have too many issues with school. He was a quiet boy, but I appreciated him all the same. I was sure someday someone else would too.

My husband came in right on time for supper to be finished and I laid it on the table. He put his suitcase on the couch and reached for me. I kissed him, but I felt disgusted doing it knowing he was probably kissing someone else. I just didn’t want him to suspect anything yet. “Looks good, love. Guess you didn’t feel like making anything?”

I grimaced. “Actually, when I tried to make something, it acted up and died again. I guess we’re going to have to call them back.”

He scowled. “And we paid for that? What a bunch of idiots. This time he’ll do it for free.”

Yes he did, I thought to myself. Still, he hadn’t noticed the number was missing. That was when he went into his den and then came out, looking annoyed. “Someone went into my den today, didn’t they?”

“Oh, yeah, I went in there because I wanted to check the electric bill. We need to pay that tomorrow too.” I was lying through my teeth, of course, but it was a believable lie, thankfully. I’d gone in before to do the same – we shared responsibility for the bills and he typically kept them all in one neat folder.

“But all of my stuff is off. Don’t tell me you needed ten pens and pencils?”

“None of them worked.” That one was actually true – my husband hoarded pens even though most of them were fucking useless, much like him sometimes. “Can you not find the number for the repair man?”

“No, oddly enough. I guess you still have it from when you called them.”

“I’ll call them tomorrow then. Let’s eat.”

We went through the entire night without any problems until he came to the bedroom later that night. “I had a number in my coat pocket, it’s gone.”

“I was meaning to ask you about it…” I produced it from my pocket. “Why is it written in lipstick?”

“Because that’s all she had with her,” he said, snatching it from me.

“Because professionals walk around without writing utensils?” I asked. I took my pajamas from the drawer and went into the bathroom to change.

“Sometimes, yes. She was going to interview me.”

“Interview you? Like she probably has been?” I quickly changed into my pajamas and took my hair out of its ponytail. I brushed it out slowly, from the ends first and then to the top of my head.

“What is that supposed to mean? I’m not cheating on you.”

He came into the bathroom and wrapped his arms around my waist. He kissed my neck. I felt worse than I ever had been in his presence. “You know I love you,” he said. I could practically see the lie dripping out of his lips.

I turned around. “Then why did you ignore me this morning? Slowly you’ve been pulling away from me.”

He looked confused. “Ignored? I was trying to follow up tonight just now. It’s just I knew our son was looking at us.”

“Since when were you embarrassed of us?” I said, feeling hurt. “We’ve always acted like that around him. He’s a kid; of course he’s going to get grossed out. It’s not like he watches us when we actually do things.”

“I don’t really want to talk about this right now,” he said, and walked out of the bathroom.

The next morning, he didn’t even speak to me. I didn’t understand what I’d said to make him so angry. He didn’t cuddle with me that night either, his back to me the whole time.

So I called the repair man again – it was Brian, and he said he’d be at my home in two hours. My husband left an hour later for work, and once again, I was alone.

I stared down the copy of the number I’d taken from the lipstick. He had the original, of course, taken from me so rudely. This time, I determined I would call and I would ask who she was. I would leave a message if she didn’t answer, and pray that she called back.

So I dialed the number into the phone and waited. It only rang twice before someone answered, and in that time I felt a knot in my stomach. He was cheating on me with someone. Or he wasn’t, and I’d made the biggest mistake of my life. Either way, I had to know. Either way, I had to live with myself. I decided I wouldn’t tell him just in case he wasn’t lying to me – I would live with the guilt if he wasn’t. I would forget it ever happened. It wouldn’t be fair to make him upset just because I’d made a mistake – right?

“Hello, this is Maggie.”

At first I’d thought it was the answering machine, but then her voice stopped. “Oh, hello?”

“Yes, who is this?”

Suddenly I felt lost. “I’m um… I’m Paul’s wife, who is this?”

“Oh! He talks so much about you. Why are you calling me today?”

“Well, I found the number in lipstick and… well, it looked suspicious.” I bit on my nail nervously.

“Sorry, we met in the coffee shop and that’s all I had. He hasn’t told you yet?”

“Told me what?”

“I’m treating him for erectile dysfunction. I used to be his regular doctor, but I moved offices so it’s been years since I’ve seen him.”

The doorbell rang and I dropped the phone.


17. Angela's Wild Side: MILF and the Jerk at the Night Club by Lora Lane

Whenever someone asks me to tell them something about myself, it's always fun to watch their faces. Most of them approach me as men looking to pick up a hot blond girl for a wild night. So when I tell them I'm a divorced mother of two and a like to spend a lot of time at home, the excitement just drains out of them. For the few who are willing to push past my fun little facade however, my wild side waits to be unleashed upon them. One cute young stud sought to turn the tables on me the other week and what happened afterward is easily one of the wildest stories of my life.

Everyone has that moment in time when they allowed themselves to just let go and enjoy life for a little while. Be it a day, week or even a month, times like that usually end up being filled with regrets and a ton of great stories. You just have to omit the parts that embarrass you when retelling them over a good drink with friends who weren't witnesses to this wild period of time. I'm a little different than everyone else in stories like that however because I live life almost in reverse. I take a moment or a period of days here and there and act responsibly – or how the world suggests a responsible woman of my age should act – and spend the rest of my life raising hell.

Well, don't let me paint myself in too bad of a light. I am a mother of two great kids who split time between my house and their dad's house. If asked I would still tell anyone that the equal split between parents is probably not the best plan for the kids but I guess sometimes it works because it did with us. Randy and I always got along when we were apart and that continued well after we divorced. We always joke that the only thing we ever did wrong was to stop being friends, take things to that next level and then get married when I got pregnant. It works out for a lot of people I guess but it just didn't for us. Thankfully however we are still friends afterward and though it certainly is not a normal situation, everyone has made the best out of it and the kids have turned out fine so far. Of course the last few years before college and then college can change everything but Randy and I have a plan.

Anyway, regarding myself, I am a self-employed entrepreneur. That sounds better than telling people I run a very small clothing personalization business out of my house and stuff envelopes on the side. Hey, it pays the bills so what else could I ask for, right? What it also does is allow me to live life the way I want to. Sure, I temper it back a bit when it's my time with the kids because I really like spending time with them. The other half of the month when it's just me is when the hell raising happens.

A friend of mine once told me that the way I went after partners at clubs and bars bordered on predator-like behavior. I always shrug and put on a 'meh' expression when something like that is said but it really is pretty close to true. I've been called a cougar because I'm nearly forty years of age but I don't like that tag. I'd much rather be called a sensual-minded, hot body predator – a lover actually called me that once – than a cougar but I do understand where it comes from. Usually, unless something completely unexpected happens, I target younger men when I'm out. Nothing beats the passion of those young studs when coupled with my experience and it almost always turns into a great time.

In spite of being a mother of two and nearly the big four-zero, I have been able to keep myself in great condition thanks to my version of a home gym. This allows me to pull off a bit of a swerve when the guys don't quite know my age at first. By the time they have seen enough of me to understand that I've got a few years on them, they usually want me so badly that it only increases their level of desire. Sure, now and then I find a jerk who flips me off and tells me to take a hike when he understands how much older I am than him. Those guys are few and far between and aren't the type of guys I enjoy as partners anyway.

Interestingly enough, just the other night I ran up against one such jerk, or well, a jerk of a different kind. He had his hands all over me on the dance floor before he even saw my face. When he did see me, things only got more heated and I really thought the tall and mysterious hunk was going to be my latest conquest. After buying me a couple of drinks and spilling a conversation or two, I was ready to close the deal. About that time though, two people walked up to him and one of them whispered something in his ear. When he turned around I smirked and asked him if he was deserting me after all the hard work he put in, expecting him to say no. Instead he looked me straight in the eye with an expression that wasn't quite a smile, said he was just playing with me and walked off.

The way he said it left me believing that he was joking and that he was still going to come back later in the night and try to close the deal – something I had already decided would not work well for him – but he did not. Instead he didn't look back and I was left to wonder what exactly had happened. It was a very different situation for me and I'm a little ashamed to say that it made me want him a little bit more than I already did. I don't consider myself the kind of girl who wants someone more because I cannot have them but it sure seemed to be the case on that night.

A few days went by and I had basically forgotten all about him as I was out around during the day running a few errands. One of my busy pieces of business that day just happened to include a trip to a small local gym. A girlfriend of mine told me that their prices were great and that they also sold the supplements that I used for cheaper than the big box store that I normally purchased them from. It was the dead of summer so I wore white short-shorts, white sandals and a pink tank-top with white writing. My hair was up in a ponytail that was pulled through the pink and white hat I wore and I also had sunglasses on.

When I walked into the gym I heard a familiar voice helping someone off to one side. When he finished with them he came around to the front counter and I knew who he was before he asked if he could help me. It was the proud and handsome jerk from the club who had left me hanging. Thanks to the way I was dressed being so drastically different compared to when he had seen me previously, I knew he didn't recognize me. For a minute I planned to completely ignore him and only asked for the supplement on the shelf behind him but something about the way he cut his eyes up and down my body when he turned back around changed my mind.

“You're sure there is nothing else I can do for you?” he smirked proudly.

I put my finger to my lips for a moment and said, “Actually I have been thinking about joining a local gym. Could you give me a tour of the place?”

He smiled, “Yes I certainly can, pretty lady. Fill that little information card out and we will start over in that direction then work our way around to the locker room area.”

“Perfect,” I said with a double meaning that he clearly didn't understand at the time. After I filled out the card with name, email and address I went with him to start the tour. The weight room was very nice and it wasn't filled with a bunch of body builders, just normal people. It wasn't over crowded either which is also very nice. Along the front windows were the rows of bikes, ellipticals, stair steppers and other cardio machines. They were nice enough and they had plenty of them for the number of people in the place. He mentioned it was a little crowded in the early morning but that for the most part it looked about like it did right then.

The entire time he was showing me around he would take every chance he could to touch me. A brush against my side as he moved around a machine or a hand on the small of my back to lead me into another room. I knew what he was doing and it was playing right into my hands.

He stopped after a few minutes and asked, “What do you think so far?”

I looked at his tall and strong body and smirked, “I like everything I have seen.”

His brows raised, “Is that so? How about we check out the locker room area then and see what you like back there?”

I nodded and said that would be great and walked with him around the corner into the back corridor that led to the male and female locker rooms. He motioned to the male locker room area and then walked around to the far side and pointed at the female locker room. “You can go in and take a look if you want. We have a large locker area with plenty of free to use lockers, a sauna, hot tub and plenty of showers that never run out of hot water.”

“Really?” I asked, “Sounds pretty hot in there.”

He smiled, “Oh, it is.”

I opened the door and held it open suggestively for a moment, “I'll go take a look around then. Stay right there would you? I'd hate to get lost on my way out.”

“I won't move a muscle.”

“Great,” I said and walked inside, allowing the door to close behind me. Purposely I walked into the sauna area and stood there long enough for beads of sweat to form on my skin. I also waited just long enough for the only two women who were in there to leave before I went back to the door. Opening it, I saw him standing there and said, “I have a question about the sauna. There's nobody in here. Could you come in and help me real fast?”

He looked behind him and seemed to be weighing his options before turning and smiling widely, “Of course. Customer service is first here.”

“I can see that,” I said as I walked into the sauna and turned around. He was standing by the door and I walked right up to him. “Do the girls usually take their clothes off to sit in here?” Before he could answer I pulled my tank-top off over my head and dropped my shorts to the floor. It was a bit odd to stand there with my shoes, hat and sunglasses still on while the rest of my clothing was on the floor but it served the purpose. “Like this?”

“Well, almost,” he said with a smile.

“No,” I said as my hand went to his crotch and grabbed his swollen shaft, “I meant do you like me?”

He closed his eyes, “Hell yes.”

“Do you want me?” I asked as I ran my hand down his shaft through his shorts.

“Oh, hell yes,” he said.

I kept going for another few seconds and then leaned up towards his lips until he closed his eyes again and readied for a passionate kiss. Then I stepped over and pulled my shorts up and slipped my stretchy tank-top back on. Walking passed him I said, “Yes, this gym does seem like a good fit for me.”

“Hey!” he yelled, “Wait! What are you doing?”

“I want to think about it first is all, darling,” I smiled.

“No,” he said, “I meant what about this? What about what you were doing? Don't you want to...”

I stopped him with a finger to my lips as I walked back towards him. Then I finally took my sunglasses and hat off and shook my shoulder length blonde hair down. Realization struck him and his eyes went wide. I shrugged, “Oh that? I was just playing with you sweetie. You understand.”

He was stunned into silence except for quietly saying, “Holy freaking shit!”

“Yeah,” I said with a smile and a wink as I walked out and left the gym.

When I got home I felt like a billion dollars. My life isn't one lived by others standards anyway but suffice it to say this situation proved that I am not above revenge. I didn't even call up friends and tell them about it because frankly I hadn't said anything about his toying with me either. It was a non-issue and would have just faded away into nothingness if not for his checking me out at the counter. He is a player, a guy who thinks he is god's gift to every woman alive who thinks that he can have anyone he wants at any time.

In a strange way I could see a lot of my own attitude towards hot young guys in the attitude he had towards me. Some people might take that and make it into some kind of a teaching moment for themselves. Maybe that is the point where I should have seen the error of my ways. Like I said though, I don't pretend to be better than anyone else morally and I damn sure would never pretend that I would rather learn a life lesson than to teach one by sultry and sexy revenge. It was a good time and then, as I lay down to sleep that night, I could honestly say that the case was closed. He had learned his lesson and we had both probably had fun during the process.

At least I thought that was the end of it.

The next day I started the day as any normal Wednesday would start. My workout was looming as I drank my second cup of coffee in front of the computer reviewing orders. My robe covered my skimpy workout clothes that nobody ever saw. A sports bra and shorts so tight and short that I wouldn't consider wearing them in public for any reason served their purpose well. If I ever thought that I was getting out of shape to the point where I couldn't stand looking at myself in the mirror while wearing those clothes, I knew I needed to lose a few pounds and hit the workout harder.

I had just removed the robe, put the coffee cup on the kitchen counter and started towards the workout area of my modest little home when the doorbell rang. Most of the people who order customized clothing from me either send the clothes they have already purchased to me or allow me to order the base clothes before personalizing them. All that really meant was that the package delivery guy saw me a lot. Usually he would just put the packages under the covering by the front door. Occasionally there was a larger package or more packages and he needed to either get my signature or put some inside. Assuming it was him I casually opened the door in my bare feet and skimpy clothes.

“Hey Teddy,” I said without even looking up at him. The tall guy wearing tan shorts was all I needed to see to know it was him. I waved him after me, “Come on in and use the usual place. Lock the door after you're done would you?” Honestly, I know the package guy better than I know most members of my immediate family so I was shocked when I heard a different voice answer me.

“Which place is most usual for you pretty lady?”

That voice. I spun around and glared at the tall handsome guy from the gym, from the club. It really was him. “What the hell are you doing here?” For the first time in years I began to think that I shouldn't be quite so familiar with the package delivery guy. “How did you find me?”

He put his hands up, “Hey, relax would you? You expressed interest in the gym the other day and filled out that little card remember?” I nodded and he continued, “Well, there is a little box on the bottom that you can check if you don't want us to make a house call as a follow up. You didn't check that box and I just happened to volunteer to make the sales call rounds today. So,” he looked down at the card he was holding, “Angela, what is your usual place for me to put it?”

I started glaring at him and he knew the direction my mind was going and stepped forward with his hands held up, “Hey, seriously, Miss Copeland, I just want to say I'm sorry.”

“I already knew that,” I said.

“Good one,” he nodded, “But you know what I mean. The other day at the club I was a real jerk. I really was into you and everything but my pals were leaving and I didn't have a ride. I didn't want to assume that you and I were going to complete the night together so I had to leave. Seriously I had no choice.”

I shook my head, “You didn't think of just telling me that you had to leave?”

He shrugged with a boyish grin, “Well, that way is so normal and I like to have a little fun. The truth is that I have seen you there before and planned to walk up to you the next time I saw you and apologize.”

“Wow,” I looked down towards the floor and then back up to him, “What an idiot. I'd have slapped the shit out of you.”

He smiled, “Wouldn't have been the first time. Honestly, I'd rather have been slapped than to have you put me in a crunch like you did yesterday. Good lord, talk about blue balls.”

With a hand up I hid my smile by turning to one side, “Whoa, too much information, pal. You deserved it though. What were you thinking?” I started walking towards him.

“I don't think much when I'm around hot ass women like you, lady,” he answered.

“Did you think I was just one of the normal hot women you get to use and throw away?” I asked. He shrugged and looked a little uneasy as I walked all the way up to him and closed the door behind him. His eyes cut to one side and I could feel how nervous he was. However he thought this was going to go, it wasn't and he was uneasy to be sure. I glanced down his strong body and back up into his eyes with a steely gaze, “Do you have any idea what I was going to let you do to me that night?”

He bent his knees for a second and stood back up with a look almost like a child begging for candy, “I had a few wild hopes but nothing specific. God, I am so sorry.”

I raised my brows and nodded, “You should be. You're such an asshole.”

He nodded, “I am,” then closed his eyes and shook his head, “I really am.”

I shoved him back with more strength than he thought I had and he hit the door with his back, “What a huge asshole!” He nodded and I snarled, “Do you know what I like to do to guys like you? You jerky asshole!”

With a stiff shake of his head he cracked one eye open and lifted his hands towards his face as if he were going to stop a slap, “Not really.”

I pulled my hand back but instead of slapping him with it, reached forward and grabbed his shirt, “I like to fuck them like crazy.”

“You… huh?”

The look in his eyes changed four times in a few seconds as he went from being guarded to a little scared to curious to excited. I stepped back away from him and pulled my sports bra off over my head then quickly dropped my bottoms as well. Standing up completely naked in front of him, I put my hands out to the side, “Well? Are you man enough to…”

I never got the rest of the sentence out as he surged forward and lifted me quickly off of the floor, his lips clamping on mine in a sloppy embrace that was three parts passion and one part kiss. Somehow he took his shoes off on the way across the floor because by the time he sat me down on the counter, I was looking at the tall hunk of a man wearing only a shirt. He had dropped his shorts and boxers as he sat me down. He quickly ripped his shirt off and I smiled at his thunderous passion. “Well, well… what are you going to do with me?”

He shook his head with his eyes wide and jerked me off of the counter. There was no foreplay as he pulled me directly onto his shaft. It was a very tight fit and that was fine with me as I arched my back, grunting with the movements. Slowly his cock made entry into me and I began to get more and more wet. Of course the wetter I got the quicker he was able to move my body onto himself. Shortly he was holding me up and slamming his hips against mine hard and rough.

My arms were wrapped around his neck as he grunted against my breasts, teeth roughly gnawing at me as his fingers raked against my back. The entire thing was happening as fast as any sexual encounter I could remember but I wasn't concerned with time, only with how amazing it felt to have his barely in control stud of a body taking mine in such terrible passion.

Quickly he moved me over towards the couch and half sat, half dropped me down onto it. I smirked up at him before he spun me over. Raising myself up onto my feet, my hands propped against the couch cushions as I was bent over waiting for his next move. I didn't have to wait long. He grabbed my hips and jammed his cock inside of me. My breath caught in my throat so that a yelp came out of me as he shoved inside fast and hard.

He grabbed my hair with one hand and used the handful to jerk my hips hard against him, my head pulled back hard with each rough thrust. I felt my ever building orgasm surge forward as my desire for more of the same from him pushed me into another level of passion. He was so focused on ramming himself into me that I don't even know if he noticed when I exploded in climax and relaxed downward, my knees going weak and back arching. In response he reached under my stomach with his free hand and held my hips up so that he could keep up the pace by holding my hips and my hair.

Just when my strength started to return, he allowed me to drop all the way to the couch. I turned myself over to see him snarling over me with his cock in his hand directed towards my mouth. Nodding passionately I grabbed him and pulled him into my mouth. With one hand I squeezed the base of his shaft while I held to his balls with the other and pumped my lips over him. I knew he probably had planned on ramming himself into my mouth but there was something powerful about turning the tables on him and roughly taking his cock for myself.

He began to go weak in the knees shortly and I knew I could only push a little farther if I wanted to avoid him finishing before I was ready for him to. Finally he yelled and I stopped with my hand clasped around his shaft, still swollen and hungry for more. I glared up and him and moved over to one side of the couch. “Did I break you already?” I asked teasingly.

With a glare of his own he shook his head, “No way. I've got more for you!” He lifted me up in his arms and pulled me down so that my back was on the couch cushions. Kneeling down, he scooped up one leg in each hand and rammed himself into me hard and held himself fully inside. I groaned in anticipation as he made me wait before pulling back and beginning another hard and rough pace. My hips felt red and tender and stung with each thrust of his hips but I loved every moment of it.

There was no holding back at all from either of us as we yelled out as loud as we could seemingly with each thrust of his shaft into me. Finally the couch was going to break if we didn't bring it to a close but there was no way it was ending in a slow and gentle fashion. He rammed himself into me harder and faster, with unreal speed towards the end and then pulled out and looked down at my chest.

I put my hands on either side of my breasts and he laid his cock down between them. As I squeezed his shaft between my mounds, he yelled out loudly and came all over my upper chest, neck and face. His warm fluid washed over me and then it was finally over. My eyes fluttered open and I was able to stand in time to see him sitting on the other end of the couch completely spent. He looked up and shook his head, “Oh, my freaking god that was unreal!”

Teasingly I walked towards the hallway so that I could get cleaned up, “Just think how good it could have been if you would have gotten what I planned the other night.”

“No way,” he said with a wave of his hand as he stood and moved to put his clothes back on, “There is no way it could have been better than this.”

I walked back out with one of my older robes draped over me and smiled, “Darling, you have no idea what I'm capable of and now you may never know.”

He smiled as he turned around at the door and said, “Oh, come on, you enjoyed that as much as I did. You'll be back for more.”

With a teasing shrug I said, “Maybe.”

“I'll see you around the gym though, right?” he asked.

“Not a chance,” I smiled, “I was only interested in the supplements.”

“Let me give you my number and we can…” he started.

“You've already got mine,” I answered as I opened the door to several boxes resting just outside. “Call me sometime. I'll answer if I feel like it.” With a wink I shoved him passed the boxes, “And no, I do not need help getting these inside.”

As I got the rest of the boxes in the house it struck me that the delivery guy was probably just a little bit late that day. On more than one occasion he would have knocked on the door and asked to put that amount of boxes inside but he hadn't even knocked that day. With a little bit of a red flush on my cheeks I realized that the guy had probably planned to knock and heard my pleasure-filled screams. It wasn't that I was embarrassed that made me smile to myself but rather the thoughts running through my head that the handsome delivery guy might be thinking differently about me the next time I answer the door. Perhaps, I thought, I would answer the door in skimpy clothes or a robe next round of deliveries and just see what happened. It wasn't something that most people would plan but then I am far from being like most people.


18. My Tattooed Biker Rescue: MILF Sex with a Biker by Kaylee Jones

When Annie starts to rebuild her life after her divorce, she expands her horizons to include some new friends.  One of her friends offers a lovely weekend getaway, and Annie jumps on the opportunity.  When she runs into car trouble on her way home, she surprises herself by what she jumps on next.

It had been almost five years since my divorce, and I was still no closer to finding a new companion.  Well, I do have three companions at home, but my mother does not exactly get excited about my two cats and the new kitten.  I cannot go to a family function without her bringing up the divorce or the lack of a suitable replacement.  I do not really mind being single I guess, it would just be nice to have some company.

I married young, straight out of college.  We had been married almost fifteen years when I caught him with his secretary.  It seemed like a bad movie.  But there he was, going at it with her right on his desk when I surprised him for lunch one day.  It took me almost a month before I could eat mid-day again.

So now I am just past my fortieth birthday and single with three cats.  That is the recipe for a pitiful old maid if I have ever heard one.  I ended up getting a job at a local accounting firm, processing invoices and such.  It was not a bad place to spend my days, it just was not very exciting either.  I signed up at a gym to get myself back in shape.  Everyone there has been very nice as I learn my way around things.  I also joined a book club to meet some female friends, and that turned out rather well.  We meet once a month, and about once a week I meet at least one of them for dinner somewhere.  I have never had a large group of friends, so it is nice to have someone to get dinner with.

Everyone in my family knows why I left Charles, and I have mostly gotten over the embarrassment.  At first, I thought it was because our, ahem, sex life was rather plain.  But I have since learned that it does not really matter; if a man wants to cheat, he will cheat regardless.  My mother makes veiled references of my inadequacies as a wife, but I really try hard to push them out of my mind.

My sister, the younger one who has already produced four grandchildren for my mother, recommended that I needed to join a church to find the ‘right’ kind of man.  I liked the idea and found one near my house that seemed okay.  It even had a singles’ group which I was considering joining.  I attend the Sunday School lessons and the regular services, but I am not brave enough to join some singles’ group just yet.

Anyway, I do enjoy my nice quiet little life with my apartment and my cats and my job.  My car is in need of replacement, but I do not want to spend the money just yet.  I have been saving up for a nice down payment to keep the monthly payments low, and I am not there yet.  So far it has kept me running to work and to the grocery store, but it will not last forever.

One of my book club friends recently suggested that we get away for a weekend to her aunt’s cabin out by the lake.  There is a small desert just outside of town, and the lake is just on the other side of it.  There really are not any other towns around, but we can take the supplies that we need.

Samantha went through a similar divorce about a year before mine, and we have become good friends so I agreed.  I rarely did anything on my weekends other than errands and laundry and church, so something different sounded nice.  I even took the Monday off which was almost unheard of.  I figured that even though Samantha had to be back at her job on Monday, I never took days off and could use it to catch up on the things I would not get done over the weekend.  She offered to let me stay at the cabin until Monday morning, but I have not decided about that just yet.

Samantha was planning to drive up Friday morning after stopping at the grocery store, and I would meet her up there that night after I got off of work.  I was pretty excited since I had not traveled since the divorce and I always enjoyed it.

I made arrangements for my neighbor to watch the cats for the days I was gone and on Thursday night after work I packed a small overnight bag with some clothes for hiking and a swimsuit since Samantha said there was a small pool in the backyard of the cabin.

About mid-day on Friday, Samantha called me from the cabin all excited.

“Oh, Annie!  It’s so much nicer than I remember!  I think my aunt had it remodeled or something.  I can’t wait for you to get here.  I think I’ve gotten all the groceries we need, but if you want something specific, you are more than welcome to bring it with you.”

I had planned to take a couple bottles of wine, so I let her know.

“That will go great with the spaghetti and garlic bread,” she commented.  I could hear the smile in her voice.

I told her I was going to try and sneak out a little early to beat the traffic, and she teased me a little.

“You are such a bad influence, Annie,” she laughed.

“I am not!  You are for making me sneak out!”

We sounded like two sixteen-year-old girls instead of two women in the forties, but I did not mind; it was fun to be silly again.

I did manage to shut down about thirty minutes early, and drove out of the parking lot wearing a huge grin.  About three hours later, I was still wearing it when I saw this quote little cabin of Samantha’s aunt.  What she really should have called it was ‘the summer getaway if you can spend a million dollars on a second house’.  It was insanely large and gorgeous, and the ‘small pool’ appeared to be Olympic sized.  When I dropped my bag in the foyer, I just spun around staring with my mouth open.

****

“Samantha,” I breathed, “this is incredible!”

She laughed, “I know!  I didn’t want to oversell it, but I love this place!  They’re, um, loaded.”

I ran my hand over the polished marble staircase railing and just stared up at the enormous crystal chandelier.

“Are there, um, servants?” I whispered softly, suddenly self-conscious.

Samantha giggled as her red curls bobbed, “Yes, but normally only when my aunt and uncle are here.  So we have the run of the place this weekend.”

“Party time!” I laughed.

Samantha waved a wine bottle at me, “Let’s get started!”

“Oh, you have to give me the tour first.”

She pointed down one long corridor, “Fine, let’s start in the kitchen so I can grab a couple of wine glasses.”

We headed down the hallway as I studied the artwork on the walls, but I stopped short when I came to the kitchen.  It was easily larger than my entire apartment, and outfitted in granite and stainless and marble.  The kitchen section was almost the size of a commercial kitchen, and that did not include the eating area in the back.  It looked more like a closed-in patio, with live greenery everywhere, and a wall of windows that overlooked the back garden.

After she opened the wine, and poured two healthy glasses, we headed back down the hallway to finish my tour.  She took me to the library, the study, the office, the formal dining and living rooms, and then finally we headed up the huge winding staircase.  Upstairs were mostly bedrooms with a large game room space at the landing.  I chose one decorated in soft shades of blue and cream.  I was afraid to even set my beat-up overnight case down for fear of leaving a smudge.

“Are you really going to cook dinner in that monstrosity of a kitchen?” I chuckled.

“I’m going to try.  If they don’t have something I need, then I must not need it.”

“Good point!”

“But first, let’s hit the pool and finish this bottle off!”

She scurried off to her room, and we both changed.  About ten minutes later, we emerged from our rooms ready to spend the last few daylight hours in the cool water.  We splashed around in the pool, finished off the first bottle of the evening, and let the sun finally dwindle down into the horizon.  The temperature dropped dramatically once the sun disappeared, so we headed back inside to figure out dinner.  In short order, we had prepped a large loaf of garlic bread, a huge pot of spaghetti, and a nice dinner salad.  We made our plates and carried them back out to the patio with another bottle of wine.

“So Annie, what do you think?” Samantha grinned at me.

“I could get used to this life, especially if it came with the servants to cook and clean.  Because I’m sure as hell not cleaning this entire place.”

“Oh the staff will prep it right before they come out to visit the next time.”

“Must be nice,” I sighed, suddenly sad over my tidy little apartment and dull little life.

“Can I ask you a question?” Samantha startled me out of my dreariness.

“Sure,” I replied, not really thinking about what she might have in mind.

“Have you dated since your divorce?”

“What?  No, not really.  A few dinners and a couple of movies, but that’s about it.  Why?  Have you?”

“Not really.  I think you and I have been single for about the same amount of time, right?”

“Five years?  Yeah.”

“It’s hard at our age.  I mean, we have good jobs, take care of ourselves, watch our figures.  Why is it so hard?”

“All the worthwhile guys are dating 20-year-olds,” I mumbled.

“Oh?  That what happened?”

“Yeah.”

“Me too, his personal trainer.”

I laughed, “Mine was the secretary.”

We finished the rest of our delicious meal in peaceful silence, and headed off to bed after the second bottle of wine was demolished.  Saturday and most of Sunday were about the same, too much wine, too much delicious food, and a lot of time in the pool and on the patio.  As Sunday was winding down, I regretted not being able to stay longer.

“Well, listen, why don’t you stay tonight and go home tomorrow?  I told my aunt we might do that.  I have to be back at work, but you said you took Monday off,” Samantha generously offered me another night of escape.

I accepted her generous offer, and we discussed how I could lock up when I left the following day.  After an early supper, Samantha headed back to reality.  I tidied up a little, and then took the last bottle of wine and a book out to the patio.  I did not end up reading one single word; I just stared out into the desert landscape with the lake shimmering under the moon.  I finally dragged myself away from the oasis and slipped into bed.  The next morning, I washed and folded my linens, and left them neatly on the bed.  After I did another walk-through to make sure we left no messes, I locked up and slipped the key into my purse to return to Samantha.  I also made a note of the address, so that I could send a thank-you note to her aunt and uncle.

My car rattled unnervingly when I started it up, and I made a promise to myself to start the process of getting a new one.  I was hoping it would have lasted a little longer, but I could not take the risk of getting stranded somewhere.

I got about halfway between the house and the city when my car gave me one final death rattle, and rolled to a stop in the middle of the desert highway.  I sighed heavily and banged my fist on the steering wheel.  It was a horrible end to a perfect weekend.

I looked around at my circumstances, and found myself literally stranded in the middle of nowhere.  I was in no condition to walk the 90 miles back to the lake house nor was I interested in walking the 90 or so miles to the city.  Off to the right side of the highway was a grove of trees, and I knew that had to be better than sitting in the car baking in the sun.

I shouldered my purse and stepped out of the car into the blistering sun.  I grabbed the two bottles of water and stuck them in my purse to keep them as cool as possible.  The sun beat down on my bare shoulders, and my sundress was already sticking to my skin.  There was not even a breeze to help the heat.

I clicked the remote attached to my keys to lock the car and laughed out loud at my own stupidity.  Hell, if someone wanted to take the damn thing with me sitting right there, I would let them.  If it got stolen, I would get full value from my insurance company.  I walked over to the straggly trees and dropped to the ground to figure out a plan.

My cell phone was fully charged, but reception seemed to be spotty.  I dialed in a request for assistance to my AAA chapter, and was told it would be several hours until someone could get out there.  I sighed heavily again, and settled in for the wait.

About twenty minutes into my vigil, I heard a loud rumble coming from the direction of the lake house.  By the time I could actually see anything in the glare of the sun, the silhouetted figure was in front of me.

****

“Geez!  Watch it!” I hollered as the dust flew up around the motorcycle.

A deep voice chuckled as I stood up to defend myself.  Once I was eye to eye with the leather-clad individual, I realized that this was not a good situation.  I was a middle-aged woman stranded in the middle of nowhere, and now I had been found by a tattooed, black leather covered biker.  I was never going to see my kittens again.

He kicked the stand down and swung his leg over the bike with his helmet still on.  All I could see were two very muscular tanned arms covered with black ink designs.  The black leather vest hung loosely over a tight white tank top, and his broad chest stood out like a brick wall.  The black leather pants hugged his legs all the way down to his dirt-covered biker boots.

“No, please, I…” I stuttered at him while my mind raced for a reason for him not to kill me right then and there.

“Relax lady, I’m not going to hurt you,” the deep voice rumbled again.

I clutched my purse to my chest and inhaled the dusty air deeply.

“You stuck out here?”

“Yes, but help is on the way.  You better just keep moving, mister.”

He pulled his helmet off and my fingers dug into my purse.  He was gorgeous, and it had been a long time since I had experienced the closeness of a man.  His brown hair was slicked back from wearing the helmet, and his blue eyes glittered darkly at me.  When he stepped closer, I could smell the dust from the road and a faint whiff of musky cologne.  At least he didn’t smell filthy.

“Keep moving?  I don’t think I can just leave a pretty lady out here by herself.  Who knows who might come along.”

I raised one eyebrow at him sarcastically and was rewarded with another chuckle, his white teeth flashing brightly against his smooth tan cheeks.  He could not have been more than twenty-five years old.

“Maybe I should just keep you company, in case a ne’er-do-well rides by or something.”

I giggled as I looked him up and down.  I felt his gaze do the same but much slower, over the swell of my breasts under the clinging damp sundress, my trim waist, and the outward curve of my hips.

“We can just sit and chat,” he offered politely, but his voice held something I no longer recognized.

I nodded and sat back down cautiously.

“So how did a pretty thing like you end up out here alone?” he sat down right up next to me, his long legs stretched out in front.

“I-I was headed back home from a weekend away.”

“A weekend away?  Out here in the desert?”

“No, over there by the lake,” I pointed in the direction of the house.

“Ah, those fancy houses back there.  I was just in the neighborhood.”  He laughed as he tucked his leather gloves into a pocket of the vest.

My eyes scanned him up and down, but he only laughed louder.

“I wasn’t robbing the place, if that’s what you’re trying to figure out.”

I shook my head, “No, of course not.  I can see where you would just blend right in out there.”

My sarcastic tendencies had surfaced, and I had always known that someday they would get me in trouble.  Now they were going to get me killed.

He leaned closer to me, his minty breath tickling my neck, “Just what do you think of me?”

“I-I-I don’t know,” I stammered, “I’ve never met a biker before.”

He laughed, “Young lady, I think you need to get out more.”

My cheeks flushed, and I looked down at the purse in my lap.

“What?” he wanted to know.

“My friend was just telling me the same thing.”

“Oh really?  Why’s that?”

“I haven’t really dated since my divorce.  And the last few years of the marriage were rather, ahem, lonely.  At least, once he found his little secretary.”  I had no idea why I was telling this hot young man about the fact my husband had not shown interest in me since he had hired that secretary.

“You’re serious?  Looking like that and you can’t get a date?”

I let my eyes wander over my own body in disbelief.

“What are you talking about?  No one wants a middle-aged divorcee.”

“I don’t know,” he grinned, leaning back against the tree and tugging me into the crook of his arm, “I’m not much into the ditzy girls my age.”

I felt the heat of his body pressed against mine, and it awoke certain parts of my own body.  I was mortified to feel turned on by this nice young man’s kind words.  When I looked up at him to protest what he was saying, I suddenly found myself staring into a very direct gaze.  And before I knew what was happening, I felt his warm lips against mine.

They were surprisingly soft, but the kiss was insistent.  His tongue tickled my lower lip and demanded access.  I heard a soft moan as my lips parted for him.  His arm was still wrapped around my bare shoulders, and his fingers were slightly rough against my skin.  His other hand clasped the back of my neck and held me in place while his tongue plundered my mouth.

He slid both hands down my sides until they rested on my waist and he pulled at my body until I found myself straddling his lap.  I gasped quietly as he buried one hand in my damp tangled hair and held my face within inches of his.

“Ma’am, tell me ‘no’ and I’ll be gone.  I have no intention of taking something you don’t want to give.”

I studied his young, eager face and saw no signs of force there.  His hips moved slightly underneath me, and I felt his interest in me pressing up against my panties.

“But if you don’t tell me ‘no’, I’m going to make you scream until all the cops from five counties show up to find out what’s going on,” his cocky grin was what did me in.

I wound my hands around the back of his neck and pulled his mouth to mine again, letting his tongue dance with mine as his hands roamed over my body.

“Stand up,” he growled, startling me.

I stood over him with my legs resting on the outside of his.  He raked his nails up my thighs until he was able to hook his thumbs in the strings of my bikini panties.  I gasped when he yanked them down, feeling the hot desert air against my wet flesh.

His fingertips dug into the flesh of my ass as he urged me to step forward.  I gasped as I shuffled forward.  I was pretty certain what he had in mind, and to be perfectly honest, my ex-husband hadn’t done that since before the wedding.  With my legs parted around his head, he buried his face under my skirt.

His lips were surprisingly soft against my inner thighs as he kissed upwards from my knee.  I shivered when his warm breath tickled my wetness and then he left a damp trail of nipping kisses down the other thigh.

I squirmed at his teasing but could not bring myself to ask for anything.  Instead, I braced myself against the rough bark of the tree and parted my legs further.  I could almost hear him grin at my silent plea.

His smiling face popped out from under my skirt, “What does the lady have in mind?”

My cheeks reddened at his direct question, and I could not answer him.

With a devilish wink, he disappeared back under the skirt of my sundress, and I gasped when I felt his tongue find its target.  I grasped the tree trunk tightly with both hands as he swirled and flicked his tongue over my aching clit.  I felt my knees buckle as he pressed harder against, my wetness making his tongue slippery against me.  I had never been very responsive to oral, but within minutes I felt my blood boiling and my tummy trembling.  He pressed harder, his urgency matching mine, and suddenly I burst.  I tensed and shuddered, digging my nails into the bark of the tree.

As he eased me down from the explosion, his hands gripped my hips tightly, and he pulled me back down to his lap.  I was filled with a desperate need to feel him inside me, and in my haste, I struggled with the zipper on his tight leather pants.

He shoved the sundress straps down from my shoulders and buried his face between my heaving tits.  His hands pressed them together to form a deep valley of cleavage, and his teeth and tongue teased from one tight little nipple to the other.

I finally freed the fly of his pants and his swollen cock bobbed free into my hand.  He was thicker than any man I had ever been with, and I ran my fingers over him lightly in amazement.

“You like what you see?” he whispered hotly in my ear.

I nodded, still teasing him lightly with just my fingertips.  He thrust his hips upward for more contact, but I giggled and just keep playing with him.

“C’mon,” he growled at me.

With just my nails, I lightly tickled his heavy balls, hefting their weight and rolling them back and forth.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned as his head fell backwards out of my cleavage.

The skin was smooth and hot to the touch, and his entire shaft throbbed as my fingers enclosed it.  His hips thrust up again as I held my hand steady.  He was jerking himself off with my hand, and it felt so filthy and fun.

With a soft smack, he slapped my hand away and frantically tried to guide my hips to align his cock with my pussy.  I gyrated my hips, letting my slippery wetness lubricate both of us until we were sliding against each other like a pair of teenagers.  With one lucky thrust of his hips, he impaled me hard.

“Oh God,” I groaned as he filled me, stretching me in ways that I had never felt.

His lips closed tightly onto one of my aching nipples, and I arched into him, grinding my hips against his.  I could feel his nails digging into the flesh of my ass as he held me down tightly onto his cock.  I shifted my hips just a little, and he groaned against my throat.

“Please,” I pleaded with my muscular biker.

His head snapped up as though I startled him with my presence, and his eyes widened with excitement.  Without warning, he thrust hard up inside me, and I bounced on his lap.  His gaze fixated on my bouncing tits as we slammed our hips together over and over.

I felt his cock swell inside me, and suddenly he lifted me up off his lap at the same time he pulled his pelvis downward.  When I felt his thick cock leave my body, I felt empty and needy.

“Turn around,” he ordered roughly, his voice catching in his throat.

Desperate to have him back inside me, I scrambled around until I was on my hands and knees facing the highway itself.  I heard him shuffling around behind me, and then suddenly he was filling me again.  This time, it was smoother without the delicious texture of his cock, and I realized he had sheathed himself.

He gripped my hipbones hard and pounded into me.

“Fuck,” he breathed raggedly.

With his hips angled down, the swollen head of his massive cock rubbed just the right way, and I felt my whole body surge with heat and need.

“There,” I begged, “just like that…”

The flat of his palm struck my upturned ass sharply, and I gasped, loving the sensation mixture of pain and pleasure.

His thrusts were faster and more urgent, losing his rhythm as his end neared.  I pushed my hips backwards against him, and he lunged into me once more.  I shrieked and clawed at the dirt beneath me as I exploded.  I felt his cock swell even thicker inside me.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he announced his impending explosion.

I reached back underneath us and massaged his swinging balls firmly, and his hips slammed against me as he exploded inside the safety of my body.

In the desert heat and dust, we were both panting and sweaty and dirty, but when he collapsed forward onto me, I did not want him to move.

We had just collected ourselves and had rinsed the worst of the dirt away with a warm bottle of water when the AAA assistance vehicle pulled into view.  My biker stud tucked my panties into his pants pocket with a wicked grin, and walked with me to greet the intruder.

****

My vehicle was declared Dead on Arrival, and we eventually had it towed to the nearest junkyard.  Despite the strange look from the AAA representative, I declined his offer for a ride and opted for the bitch seat of the bike instead.  I had grabbed my overnight case from the trunk of my car just before it was towed away, so I slung it across my body and let it rest against my ass.

When I wrapped my arms around the biker’s trim waist, my hands drifted a little further south than they should have.  With my tits pressed up against his back and my naked pussy just inches from his rumbling motor, his cock was already waking back up.

Before we took off, he leaned back and told me that we would be going to his parents’ house for the night until we could come up with a better plan.

Imagine my abject shock when we finally pulled up in front of the house I had just spent the weekend at.  After one more round of steamy hot fucking in the swimming pool, we discovered that Steele was Samantha’s cousin, and parents owned that very lake house.


19. Begging Ms. Miller: The MILF and the Young College Stud by Sofia Miller

I was really worried about my student Kyle.  He was a freshman in college, and already failing.  He had a bright future ahead of him as an athlete, but first he had to pass remedial freshmen English, and for some reason, he couldn’t seem to concentrate on the material.  After yet another failed test, I decided I’d have to proactive and give him some after school tutoring.  It never occurred to me that the cause of his distraction was my body--after all, I was more than twice his age!  But once I knew he was a slave to his desire, I realized I held the key to turning him into a good boy and a good student.

Kyle’s test was, yet again, a total disaster.  He clearly hadn’t read Romeo and Juliet, which most of the test dealt with.  His grasp of grammar was limited at best.  But still, I had faith in this kid and wanted to see him succeed.  It was his first year in college, and he was taking my remedial  English class that mostly catered to the athletes.  But even taking things at a slower pace, he was in danger of losing his scholarship.

Where Kyle was more gifted was football.  In fact, his coach was constantly undermining my attempts to tutor Kyle, even pulling him out of class on more than one occasion for practice.  But I had seen this too many times:  A gifted athlete forgoes his studies, either loses their scholarship and drops out, or graduates by the skin of their teeth, only to injure themselves early on, with no other skills to fall back on.  I wanted Kyle to be different.  I didn’t want to see him waste his potential.

As it was, it didn’t look like he’d be making it out of his first year of college if drastic action wasn’t taken.  He was already on academic probation.  If he failed my class, that was the end.  It was hard to tell why I had such a vested interest in Kyle.  Plenty of dumb jocks who didn’t care about literature had come before him, and I’d never had any problem failing them.  But there was something about the sweet way Kyle would smile at me in class, his dimples disarming my usual strict demeanor, and all in spite of getting consistently bad marks from me, that made me feel for him. There was something about watching his powerful body move across the field that made me ache at the possibility that he may ruin it all before he got started.

I looked at the clock.  It was my free period, last period, and it was five minutes until Kyle would come in to talk to me about how to better his grade.  For some reason, I was strangely nervous.  I shouldn’t have been--there was nothing at stake for me.  And I wasn’t some high school girl.  Surely I wasn’t intimidated by his good looks or strong physique.  Afterall, I was forty-three.  I had been married and divorced.  I had two children.  I had had a life.  This was simply some kid who was struggling in my class and didn’t have a clue about the consequences.  And yet, I found myself frequently pulling my compact out of my purse, checking whether my makeup was straight, checking whether or not my age was starting to betray me.  Turning my head this way and that as I looked at my reflection, I was satisfied.  I’d always had good bone structure, and I kept a healthy diet.  The truth was, while my crows feet and a bit of gray here and there betrayed my age, altogether I looked as good as I ever had.  In fact, as the years advanced and my figure filled out ever so slightly, it only helped to accentuate my curves and make me more womanly.  I unbuttoned my shirt by two buttons, thought the better of it, and buttoned it up by one.  I chastised myself for caring at all.

Perhaps it was the way Kyle would look at me as I lectured.  His eyes always seemed to penetrate my conservative, school teacher clothes.  His mouth was always in a slight smile, his eyes rapturous as he watched me.  That’s why I was always surprised when test after test, he had made no improvement.  He always seemed so interested in me, and yet he apparently hadn’t registered a word of my lecture.

But it couldn’t possibly be that he was suffering from a crush on me.  I’d seen how the boys could let their libidos distract them from their studies, but he seemed to only have eyes for me.  I wasn’t blind--I always knew I was attractive. Even as I was settling into middle age, my curves were still as soft and round as they ever were, my tummy flat, my cheekbones high.  But still, I was always perceived as too bookish or too stern for most men.  And I was too shy to let my own feelings be known.  Especially after my divorce.  I just assumed that part of my life was over.

Yes, it had to be mere projection on my part, which horrified me.  True, he was technically of age (19), but he was my student.  And yet I couldn’t help but watch him intently at the football games and the way his body moved.  I couldn’t help but feel myself begin to blush when he’d look at me with those permanently smiling eyes of him.  And more than once, Kyle had come to me in my dreams, tugging at my skirt and crawling underneath, filling me up between my legs.  I’d wake with my alarm before satisfaction every time, my pussy clenched and aching with desire.

I checked my mirror one more time, putting it away quickly when I heard the door opening.  Kyle stepped inside, wearing gym shorts and a sweaty tee-shirt.  He must have just come from practice.  His tan skin was glistening, and his muscles were still taught with activity.

“You wanted to see me?”  he asked, still in the door.

“Yes, Kyle.  Come in and have a seat.”  He came in and sat at his desk, while I sat perched on top of mine, looking down on him.  “How do you think you did on your test, Kyle?’

“That bad, huh?”  He sounded defeated, and my heart hurts for him.  But I did my best to remain cool and collected.  He didn’t need coddling, he needed to get his act together.

“Did you read the play at all?”

“I started to…” he said, trailing off.

“We need to figure something out, Kyle. You’re going to fail.”

A look of panic came over his face.  I wanted to kiss him and say it would all be alright, but I held firm.

“I can’t fail, Ms. Miller.  I’m being scouted.”

“You have to pay attention to your studies.  It can’t all be about football.  Now, I know the language is difficult,” I continued.  “But I did my best to give you all of the tools you need in class to comprehend it.  And yet, it’s like you haven’t heard a word I’ve said.”

“I’m trying hard...you don’t even know how hard I’m trying,” Kyle pleaded.  “I swear, I’m not dumb.”

“I don’t think you’re dumb, Kyle.  But I also can’t believe you’re trying as hard as you can.”

“I guess I’ve just had other things on my mind,” he said, his eyes scanning me up and down.

“Football?”  I asked, trying to ignore his probing eyes.

“Among other things…” he replied.

“Well, let me ask you this,” I said, standing up, trying to get out from under his gaze.  “Football is a fairly complicated game.  I know I don’t understand all of the rules.  But you do.  What made that easy for you to comprehend?”

“I don’t know,” he said, with a frustrated sigh.  “That doesn’t feel like school.  That just feels like...I don’t know, you learn it by doing it, you know?  You can just feel it out.”

“Okay then, that’s a good start.  So let’s take down the artifice, then.  I’m not Ms. Miller.  I’m Susan.  Let’s try and feel out the play.”

“I don’t even know what they’re saying,” he said.  “Maybe I am just dumb.”

“Don’t say that.”  My voice was tender--a little more familiar than I meant, but then, if he was perhaps intimidated by me, by the material, maybe a motherly tone wasn’t so bad.  “What are these other things you have on your mind?  This is a safe space.  Are you having problems at home?”

“No…” he trailed off.  He stared out the window, his eyes peeking back at me temporarily.

“Kyle, you have to help me out here if I’m going to help you.  I need to know--”

“I’m just so amped up, you know?” he exclaimed with a force I usually only saw on the field.  “The coach has us on this program to help us be more aggressive, but it’s so frustrating!  I can’t concentrate, and I don’t know why you have to wear that skirt,” he said, inexplicably.  I looked down at my pencil skirt.  It was gray and of a modest length, coming just below my knees.  I didn’t know what he was talking about.

“Kyle...are you talking about drugs?  Is there something I need to know about the coach?”

“No, it’s not that…”  his face was anxious and guilty.  “I can’t talk about it.  Look, maybe I can just do some extra credit?  It’s not a big deal.  I’ll get my stuff together, and I can make it up.”

“It seems like it is a big deal.  You’re in grave danger academically.  This matters--it matters to your future.  I want to help you,” I said, coming towards him and taking his hand in an impulsive moment.  It was hot and strong, and he took mine back for a moment, but thought the better of it, withdrawing quickly.

“It’s just this program we’re on.  We’re winning games, but I’m walking around all day amped up, and I can handle it in my other classes, but not around you.”

“What is this program?  Why can’t you handle it around me?”

“Because you’re always wearing these skirts, and you get so excited when you talk and I get all of these thoughts…”  He wasn’t making any sense, and he knew it.  He shook his head.  “Okay, so the coach thinks…”

“What?”  I truly had no idea where this was going.

“The coach thinks that we’ll play more aggressively...if we don’t…”  He was having a hard time talking.  I knew I could be a hard ass, and whatever it was, he was having a hard time telling me.  I knelt down beside him and put my hand reassuringly on his knee.

“Kyle, it’s okay,” I said, looking up into his eyes.  I smiled and to my surprise, he blushed a little.  “Right now I’m your friend.  You can tell me anything.”

He was silent for a moment as he looked at me, debating whether to open his mouth.

“It’s embarrassing,” he finally said.

“Go on.”

He leaned forward and lowered his voice.  “The coach told us we’d have an edge if we didn’t jack off.  No porn, no sex, no touching--that’s what he says.  And he’s right--I get so pent up I get on the field, and I just kick everyone’s asses.  It’s the only release I have.”

“He said that?  That seems really inappropriate.”

“He wants us to do our best, you know?  But Jesus Christ, Ms. Miller.  I get in this class, and that skirt hugs your ass so hard, and your shirt’s always just about to pop open, and I think ‘Man, if I could rip it right off.  I just want to...Jesus, ma’am, I’m sorry... I’m really sorry.  But that’s the truth.  It’s the only thing I can think about.  I don’t care about Romeo and Juliet.  I just care about pulling up your skirt and--Jesus, I’m sorry.”  He looked at once ravenous and miserable.  “You see why I can’t concentrate?  You see what I mean when I say I’m trying as hard as I can?  But even now…” he trailed off, holding back all that was inside of him.

I was flabbergasted.  I didn’t know what to say.  All I knew is that I desperately wanted to know how he had planned to finish those half voiced thoughts.  I just want to...what?  I just care about pulling up your skirt and...what?

“Kyle...I never meant to...distract you.  I’m old enough to be your mother--you know that.”

“When you bend down, I can see the outline of your panties, and I just wonder…”

“You wonder what?” I shouldn’t have asked.  I shouldn’t have encouraged him.

“I wonder if they’re wet. I wonder if they’re clinging to you.  Goddamnit, I can’t think about anything else.”

“Okay...these are natural feelings,” I said, trying to get control.  “But we have to find a way for you to overcome them.”

“But you look at me like….do you?  Do you get wet thinking about me?”

“Kyle, this is inappropriate…”

“You’re sweating,” he said, staring at my reddened chest. He was right.  It was suddenly unbearably hot.  My panties were soaked through, and it was all I could do to try and quiet the tremor that was building inside of me.

“This is a bizarre conversation…” I said, flustered.

“Look,” he commanded, getting out of his chair and gesturing to his gym shorts. He had an incredible erection pressing through the thin fabric.  I could see the entire shape of his cock, long and fat and strong.  I could even make out where his shaft met a round, smooth mushroom head, so thin was the fabric.  “How am I supposed to concentrate?  When you lecture, I can’t hear a word you say.  I just picture your mouth working on my cock.  It’s always been like that, but now I can’t even masturbate and study later.”

“I think I understand,” I said.  Suddenly his grades made sense.  In the past, I could tell he had read the material, but he never seemed to know anything about my lectures--which was always strange, given his rapt attention.  “I think you just need to...relieve yourself before you come to class.”

“The coach will kill me.”

“He may be your coach, but I’m your professor.  He’s not the only one you need to please.”

“You want me to stroke my cock?” he asked, his eyes on mine, intense.  “Is that what you’re saying?”

The air was electric between us.  I couldn’t keep my eyes off of his straining cock, his hand poised over it.  There was no denying now that I wanted him.  I couldn’t brush off the thoughts I’d been having any longer.  It was apparent in the heat rising up through my body, in my stiffening nipples, in my breath, which was growing heavy.

“It’s the only way,” I said.  “Let’s relieve your poor cock, and then I’ll teach you the material.”

“Oh, God,” he said, pulling his cock out of his shorts and stroking it lightly, the first touch it had apparently had in weeks.

“That’s a good boy,” I said, sitting back down on the desk and watching him as he slowly, lightly, began stroking up and down.  “Tell me what it is you normally think about when you’re stroking yourself.”

“Mmm...I think about you bent over your desk,” he said.  “Let me see your wet panties, Ms. Miller.  Please,” he begged, letting his palm pass over the slick mushroom head.

I don’t know what was coming over me, but I found myself turning around and bending over my desk.  I felt his eyes on the crevice of my cheeks and was suddenly aware that he was right--this skirt hugged my curves quite tightly.  I began to inch my skirt up over my round hips until my white cotton panties were visible.  I leaned over as far as I could and tugged the panties up until he could see the growing wet spot that had been forming since the moment he walked in.

“Fuck, your cunt is sopping wet…” he said, coming up behind me and pressing the head of his cock into the damp spot, groaning as he stroked himself.

“Don’t fuck me, Kyle. It would be inappropriate.  Only stroke yourself,” I commanded.

“I just want to feel how wet you are,” he said, rubbing his head on me faster.  He tried to push my panties to the side with the tip of his cock, but I looked over my shoulder at him and gave him a stern look.

“Ah, ah, ah,” I said.  “I want to help you, Kyle, but not if you misbehave.”  I was relishing my sudden newfound dominance.  I loved the helpless look on his face.  “But if you’re a good boy, and you stroke yourself just how I want you to, I may let you taste me.”

“Yes, please…” he said.

“I want to watch you squeeze tightly, firmly, slowly, all the way up to the tip.  Don’t cum.”  I instructed.

He did as he was told, sighing as he did so.

“Does that feel good, Kyle?” I asked, as he started to work his way back down.

“You have no idea.”

“If I show you my hard little nipples, is it going to be too much for you?  I can’t have you cumming too soon.  If you’re going to be able to concentrate, you’ll have to cum very hard first, so I want you good and primed.  Do you want to see?”

“Dear God, yes…” me moaned.  I began unbuttoning my shirt slowly as I watched his young face grow red with desire, beads of sweat forming on his forehead.  I removed the button up, reached behind me, and undid the clasp of the big white bra that held my pendulous, double d breasts, which came tumbling out as I let my bra slide to the floor.

“You are so fucking beautiful,” he said, starting to stroke himself faster.  In a move that even surprised me, I reached down and grabbed him by the hair firmly, but not pulling.

“I didn’t tell you to stroke faster,” I said, a sinister smile forming on my lips.  “Do you see how hard you’ve gotten my nipples, Kyle?  I need you to suck on them.”

“Yes ma’am,” he said obediently, taking my breast in his mouth and sucking hard on my nipple, causing it to ache.

“Oh, good boy…” I moaned, my hand still holding him by his thick hair.  I may just let you taste my pussy,” I encouraged, pressing my breasts in his face, smothering him.

“I’ve never tasted a pussy before,” he said.

“I’ll teach you how,” I reassured him, standing up and pulling off my skirt and panties, letting him see my fine, neat bush that just barely covered my protruding lips.  “Come.  Get on your knees.”

He kneeled before me, his steel cock in his hand.  I pulled my pussy apart with two fingers, letting him see where it was dark pink and glistening.  My eager clitty stood at attention.

“First, lean forward and breathe in my cunt.  I want just your fingers to lightly graze your cock while you do.”  Sex, which always seemed so awkward to me, suddenly seemed so natural when I approached it as a teacher.  I loved having my eager pupil do exactly as I told him, and doing it so well.  He leaned forward, his knows millimeters from my pussy, and breathed in so deeply I could feel the air rushing around me.  All the while, his fingers were sliding up his shaft, and I could tell from his face that the tease of it was excruciating.

“Do you like how my pussy smells?” I asked, sweetly.

“I want to lick it so badly,” he said, begging.  “I want to fuck you, Ms. Miller.  God, please, can I fuck you?”

“You can tongue fuck me,” I said.  “But first, stick out your tongue and tickle my clit with it.  That’s this little nub,” I said, taking my manicured finger and rubbing my clit lightly, quickly, then giving it a little tap, tap, tap to show him exactly where it was.  “Right there.  Go ahead.”

He stuck out his tongue and took over for my finger, licking my clitty tenderly with slow, strong strokes, moaning as he did.  I was just as turned on by his desperate arousal, as he teased his cock and my clit at the same time, as I was by his thick, wet tongue rubbing my clit into a frenzy.

“Goddamnit,” he growled into me, his frustration becoming too much for him.  He roughly grabbed my legs and spread them wide open as he plunged his tongue into my cunt, kissing and licking my pussy lips between deep, quick thrusts with his tongue inside of me.  He was devouring my gushing little fuckhole, licking up the stream of pleasure that was rushing out of me.

“Kyle!” I cried out, my hips bucking.  I’d lost control to his talented tongue. He took two fingers and thrust them into me, tickling my g-spot as he sucked on my clit.

“Your pussy is so responsive,” he said in awe, his lips glistening with me.  He sucked on my clit again, releasing it with a wet smack.  “Look how excited your clit is.”  He was an eager student, happy to learn and explore.  To prove it, he turned me over, spread my cheeks wide, and began to lick my rim with the same gusto, plunging his tongue in deeply.  “God, you taste good everywhere,” he groaned into my ass, before diving back in with satisfied little moans.

“Oh, good boy... “ I said.  “Eat my tight little asshole.”  He surprised me by slapping my ass, leaning back and watching it jiggle, before grabbing the two mounds of fat with his fists, pulling them open, and giving the length of my crevice a long, strong stroke with his tongue.

“Yessss…” I hissed.  “Be a good boy and put your fingers in my dirty little hole.” I said, feeling my power growing again.  He took one thick finger and gently poked my rim, letting just the tip inside, then down to the joint, then plunging in all the way to the knuckle, sliding in and out with the full length of his finger.

“Goddamnit, you’re so tight, Ms. Miller,” he said, watching my ass with rapt attention.  “I want to fuck you here so badly.”

“Just wait...wait... “ I said, feeling his finger fill me up.

“You’re torturing me with your body…” he pleaded.

“Sit on the desk,” I said.  “I want to give you something.”

He hopped up on the desk eagerly, his straight dick standing tall.  I stood up and walked up between his legs, peering down at it.  I lifted my gaze to his pleading eyes as my fingers began lightly grazing his shaft, feeling every vein surge with pleasure.

“Tell me what you imagine me doing to your cock when you’re stroking yourself,” I said, gently petting his shaft.

“Mmm...Ms. Miller…” he breathed.  “I think about you sucking my cock down your throat.”

I bent down and gave the tip of his cock a sweet, wet kiss with just a hint of tongue.  His dick jumped in response.

“I think about you sitting on my cock and bouncing up and down, squeezing it with your pussy…”

I wrapped my hand around his shaft and started stroking it firmly and steadily.

“Please, Ms. Miller.  Please…” he begged.  This big strapping man, who could knock down any man with the sheer force of his powerful body, was begging me for mercy.

“You know what I think about?” I said, teasingly, as I stuck out my tongue and swirled it around his head, tasting a bit of his precum.  “I think about you slamming me up against the wall and nearly splitting me in two with your giant fucking cock,” I whispered.

He looked into my eyes as I hovered over his cock.  He seemed to not know what to do.  I smiled mischievously and took the tip of him into my mouth, sucking at it loudly, and then releasing it with a little peck right on his slit.  He watched me as I did, breathing hard, the tension building, before he finally grabbed me hard by the hair, pulled back my head and bit my neck, hoisting me up, my legs wrapping around his waist, as he walked me over to my desk and laid me down on it.  He grabbed my tit roughly and then spanked the nipple hard, one breast and then the other, working his way down. Smacking the side of my ass, and then my spread open pussy.  With his thumbs he spread me open, spit onto my already wet pussy, and rubbed it into my clitty.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he growled.

“Kyle…” I moaned, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

“You know you need me to fuck you,” he said in a low voice.  “You need my cock badly.  I’ll walk out of here right now.”

He started towards the door, and a panic came over me.

“Wait!”  I cried.  “Please!”

“Please, what?”  He asked, his hand on the knob.

“Please, fuck me.  Please, please fuck me!”  I begged, genuinely.  He strode up to me and entered me in one motion, giving me the full length of him.  I felt full with his cock, which pressed so hard and deep into me it hurt.

“Goddamnit, please….fuck me, fuck me fuck me!”

He slid in and out, slowly at first, teasing me the way I’d teased him.  My pussy contracted violently around his cock, and he let out a howl of excitement, before leaning over me and slamming into my open, wet pussy, again and again.

“I want to feel you cum all over my cock, Ms. Miller,” he said, pressing in and twisting his hips in a way that made my entire body heave and buck as I moaned.  “Are you gonna be a good girl and cum all over my cock?”

“Yes...Oh, God, yes…” It was already happening as his cock dug inside of me.  My pussy opened up, and I felt a flood begin to pour out of me as my pussy sucked and grasped at his cock with every contraction.  The stream seemed endless, beginning anew with his every thrust.  He grabbed my breast and squeezed hard.  That’s when I felt his own stream begin--a mighty surge of cum came pouring into me as he roared loudly.

“Good boy--fill me up…” I whispered.

“Ms. Miller...you’re such a dirty little slut,” he countered as one final burst of cum entered me with a growling groan.  He collapsed on the floor in a panting sweaty mess as I was left laying there on the table.  I sat up and looked down at his spent body, and he looked back at me.  I put my fingers between my legs and slid them inside, feeling his hot, slick emission inside of me.  I pulled them out and smiled at Kyle as I put my fingers in my mouth, sucking them clean.  Kyle let out a joyful laugh.

“Ms. Miller...what are you doing to me?”  he said.

“I guess you were right.  I guess I am a dirty little slut,” I smiled.  “Now put on your clothes and let's dig into the material.  If you do well enough, I might let you fuck me again.”

“What’s the play about, again?” he asked skeptically.  “Puppy love?”

“It’s about two people who want to fuck so badly they destroy themselves,” I said with a laugh.  “I think you’ll like it.”


20. Painting the Guest House: The Lonely MILF and the Young Painter by Riley Davis

I was ready for the next chapter. Jerry and I brought our only child to college. Now we were supposed to be together in quiet moments. But Jerry had other ideas. And none of them included me. Pushing him away as my heart broke, I wondered if I would ever be able to define the word happy without him. But the boy that came around to paint the guest house was lean and lithe. He gave me other ideas. And I would be a fool to pass them up.

I woke up and didn’t remember what went down

At first.

I was a wife who made a home for a husband and a little girl just off for an adventure at college. Melissa was all smiles as we dropped her off at her dorm. She quickly learned that she had so many things in common with her roommate, a redhead with dark-rimmed glasses who showed off her vintage vinyl with a turntable to boot. Suddenly Melissa’s massive CD collection counted for next to nothing, and I almost said that I could have shown her a record or two when Jerry gripped my arm and said that we should leave her to find her own way. I cried as we drove back home, stopping for a quick bite to eat before my eyes started to grow heavy. But as he helped me into the house and I was ready to turn down the sheets and find a good dream, Jerry stopped me at the foot of the stairs with a stern, sad look in his eyes.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Missy is set up,” he started. “It’s a good thing.”

“The house feels empty without her,” I admitted.

“And before… Caroline?”

Thinking that he needed a warm hug, I started to fold my arms around his neck when he pushed back and gripped my hands.

“Jerry? Is something wrong?”

“We need to talk.”

Trying to tell him that I wasn’t up to planning our next phase, I yawned and wanted him to carry me up to bed when he sat me on the edge of the sofa and started to pace the room.

“Don’t look so worried, babe,” I muttered. “Maybe we’re old and bent, but at least we’ll do it together.

“No. No, we won’t.” I started to laugh when he perched on the armchair and pressed his palms together.

“Jerry, what are you saying?” His sigh was heavy, and I started to move towards him, thinking that all I had to do was take him into my arms and wipe any worries away when he begged me back and slowly shook his head.

“We’ve been playing at this for too long,” he said. “I made a promise to myself to see it through for Missy’s sake.”

“For Missy’s...”

“But she’s going to be alright. And I can’t stay where I’m drowning.”

He might have been speaking in tongues. Since when did pressing his suits and keeping him healthy with creative salads amount to holding his head underwater? I bit down on my lip and prepared for him to say that it was just a joke of that we could talk it out when he pulled his phone from his pocket and flipped to a photo of taut blonde without so much as one wrinkle lining her face.

“Who’s she?” I asked even as I did not want to know the answer.

“Her name is Gwen,” he started. “She was a temp at the office. And I… I don’t know. It just happened.”

“What did?” I demanded. My blood ran cold as my eyes turned dry, and the sight of him shrugging his shoulders filled me with fury as I slapped his arm and watched the phone and the image of his blonde beauty fall to the floor.

“She makes me fell alive again,” Jerry said. “I didn’t mean for it to happen. But now that we don’t have Melissa to worry about---”

“Stop it,” I said.

“You have to realize that it hasn’t been right with us for a long time.”

“I said stop talking!” Slamming my foot to the carpet, I kicked off one shoe and limped to the other end of the room as I glanced out the window. The guest house still needed a fresh coat of paint. Jerry swore that he made arrangements for that. But what was the point if we weren’t going to host friends and Melissa’s eventual family while he scratched an itch?

“You’re going to leave me for her?” I murmured into the glass.

“Caroline, please believe me when I say that I never meant to hurt---”

“Just answer the fucking question!” I whipped back around to see him standing at the center of the room. Thinning hair. A tiny paunch just starting to poke over his belt. These were all the little things that I found endearing. Because I thought that no one could love the imperfections better. How the hell did he spin it with Gwen? It had to be the money, and I wanted to tell him that he would be left with less than nothing when she wised up and bled him dry.

But I sank back to the sofa and started to sob as I watched him move up the steps. That was it? He wasn’t going to dignify me with an answer? I swayed between wanting to run after him and slip deeper into the cushions when he suddenly reappeared with a suitcase packed and his coat slung over his arm.

“Yes, Caroline,” he confessed. “I’m going to be with Gwen. And I’m going to be happy.”

“You weren’t with me?” I asked, hating the pitiful tone in my voice as he shook his head.

“Not for some time,” he said. “Of course you… you can keep the house. And I’ll see that you get your regular monthly allowance.”

“Don’t do me any favors, you asshole!” Finding my discarded shoe, I flung the pump towards his head and watched him duck before he stood tall again and clicked his tongue.

“Maybe if you’d been that passionate before time things could have been different.” He left without another word, and I wondered if this was just a bad dream. Maybe I would wake up to find that he was just helping me from the car after the college trip, but the sound of his motor revving up as he sped off into the night confirmed all of my worst fears. Twisting my wedding band around my finger as I stood again, I opened the front door to find the driveway abandoned. Stumbling back into the house, I poured a shot of vodka from the bar that he wanted as a focal point. I choked the stinging taste down and longed for the comfort of my bed. The room still smelled of his piney cologne, and I saw the closet door open, revealing the loss of his suits along with the man. My head was spinning, and I fell to the pillows. Hating myself for crying, I punched his side of the bed over and over again until my strength was spent and sleep found its way into my brain. But I didn’t dream. Everything was only black.

Until I woke, the next morning and reality sank in.

Twisting in the sheets, I thought of staying in bed for the better part of the day and into the next night. No point in getting up without the need to fix someone’s breakfast. Or try to look pretty for. Resigned to a lonely day, I felt my stomach grumble and thought that I should still eat even if there were no table to set. Heading downstairs in a ratty robe and nothing else, I intended to scramble some egg whites for a healthy omelet. Screw it. I’d have the yolks and all, and I set some bacon on the skillet to sizzle when there was a knock at the door.

It wouldn’t be Jerry. He could let himself back in if the mood struck him. I made a mental note to change the locks as I opened the door with a glare.

“Yes? What do you…?”

Standing before me was a lean boy in tight jeans and a sleeveless t-shirt. His toned arms carried a pail full of brushes and a can of unopened paint.

“Sorry, ma’am,” he started. “Did I like, catch you in the middle of something?”

“Wouldn’t that be nice?” I said. “And you are?”

“I… I’m Scott,” he said. “I’m here to paint the place you got going on out back.” Had I known that he was coming today of all days and far too early to boot, I would have canceled at the crack of dawn before turning on my side and trying to sleep. Why did I have to be the only one that was miserable? Maybe it was monstrous, but I could still poke holes in his sails and watch him slink off to the sidelines.

“Change of plans, honey,” I said. “Your services are no longer required.” Ready to slam the door for maximum dramatic effect, Scott surprised me when he simply smiled through a sigh.

“Your choice,” he said. “But I’ve already been paid in advance.” Why would Jerry make that move without even seeing the boy’s work? I almost laughed when the cold truth hit me in the face like a sharp smack.

Because he knew always knew that he was leaving and thought he was doing me a favor by tying up this last loose end.

“So what?” I demanded, wanting to sound like a high-riding bitch. “I’m giving you a chance to take the money and run for no work. What red-blooded man would pass that up?”

“Not this one,” he said. That was a switch, and his crystal blue eyes pierced my stare. “I could come back around later to give you a refund or give you your dime’s worth.” My eyes trailed down his sides, and I imagined his legs lean and strong.

“Or I could get the job done and we’ll call it even.”

Even as the boy smiled, I sensed that he just wanted to get on with the task at hand, and I was too tired to argue as I fished the keys to the guest house from the nearest drawer and forced them forward.

“Fine,” I said. “Do your thing. Just try not to leave too much of a mess afterwards.” Scott nearly turned on his heel when he looked back and shot me a sad smile.

“Are you sure?” he asked. “I mean if it’s a problem, I could talk to your husband and---”

“He does not live here anymore,” I said. “Either you take orders from me or just go and don’t come back.” The boy started to speak again when he nodded and looked to the guest house.

“Feel free to check in,” he said. “I’ll get down to work.” Scott sauntered off, and I admired him moving away almost as much as I liked the look of him up close. Wasn’t there a time when I had turned heads? I didn’t have to pick Jerry, to settle on him because he seemed safe. Scott did not look back, and I resigned myself to my makeshift lumberjack breakfast when the phone rang. Why we still even had a house phone was almost beyond me, but I picked up the receiver as I swallowed a mouthful of eggs.

“Hello?” I started.

“Mom?”

The sound of Melissa’s voice pulled me out of my own head, and I slipped to the barstool as I clutched the phone and listened hard for the sound of her voice.

“Hi, honey,” I started. “Are you settling in?”

“It’s great, Mom,” she continued. “There was a mixer last night.”

“Listen to you sounding like such an old lady.”

“They still call them that, Mom,” Melissa whined. “How are you holding up?”

“House seems kind of quiet without you but---”

“That’s not what I’m talking about.” My guard went up, and I wondered how she knew as I tried to talk fast in an effort to lessen the blow.

But Melissa cut me off at the pass.

“Daddy called me,” she confessed. “He said that he wanted me to hear it from him.”

“He did?” I demanded as I gripped my fork so hard that I thought it might shatter in my hand.

“No worries, Mom,” she continued. “Like I told him that it was not right, and I wasn’t going to get behind it no matter what he said.”

Grateful to have her on my side, I started to sniffle and tried to keep it from turning into a full-bodied wail when Melissa urged me to listen.

“Mom, it’s a shitty thing,” Melissa said. “I wouldn’t let him tell me otherwise. And I’m not going to forgive him anytime soon.”

Another mother would have told her child to keep her anger at bay. Jerry was still her father, and that demanded a certain amount of respect. But as hard as I tried, my mouth could not form the words, and I sighed as Melissa urged me to listen.

“I can come home,” she suggested. “If that’s what you---”

“Not a chance,” I said. “This is your time. And I want you to make the most of it.”

Melissa stayed silent, and I feared that she would not take me at my word when she finally sighed.

“Then I’ll trust you, Mom. And I want you to find a way to be happy.”

We ended the call, and I pushed my plate aside. The guest house was so close, and there was a beautiful boy right there for the taking. I pictured the lonely bed we hadn’t gotten around to removing and the one chair that could have found its way out before our minds turned to Melissa. The place was so close to bare.

But I quickly thought of a way to fill it up.

Hovering in the doorway, I glanced back at the main house. What was waiting for me back there? Breakfast getting cold and the deafening silence? I could crawl back into bed and cry my eyes out.

Or I could take a play from Jerry’s playbook of mid-crises.

“Ma’am?” Scott looked up startled as I closed the door and turned the lock. Taking a few steps towards him, I circled the boy and wanted to see more of his chest as I pulled up a chair and sat slowly.

“Aren’t you warm?”  I asked. “It’s hot in here this morning.”

“Haven’t hardly had the chance to break a sweat, ma’am,” he answered.

“First things first; my name is Caroline. When you call me ma’am, it makes me feel like an old lady.” Scott smirked and started to tear off his shirt with a wink as he dipped his paintbrush into the pail.

“You don’t look old to me, Caroline,” he crooned. “Are you here to watch me work or what?” Loosening the tie on my robe, I slowly uncrossed my legs and saw him sneaking a peek at my cunt as I leaned forward in the chair.

“Or what,” I shot back. “I’ll try this again; you are wearing far too much clothing.” In a flash, the shirt was gone, and I marveled in his broad chest, smooth and glistening, the rays of sunlight just passing through the window hitting his skin.

“Better?” he asked.

“Much.” Scott denied me the curve of his lips, but the slope of his back caused my breath to shudder. I fixed my gaze on his ass as he caressed the wall with gentle, smooth strokes. Watching him work sent my hand under my robe, and I could I could feel my pussy growing wet as he stretched to the tips of his large feet and carefully caressed the corner under the molding. He bent down to douse the bristles of the brush again, I longed to cradle his ass and squeeze his tight bottom though the clinging denim when he whipped back around and saw me salivating.

“Is this what you’re paying for?” he asked. Scott hitched his fingers into his waistband, and I caught the briefest glimpse of his toned hips before standing tall.

“You really just want to paint?” I asked. My breasts started to poke through the folds of my robe, and I imagined that he would want me when I saw myself in a stray mirror. Who was I kidding? If a man looking like Jerry wouldn’t want me, what business did I have imagining that this boy would…?

“Care to give me a hand?” Scott’s voice was low and thick, and he guided me towards the wall.

“Now the trick is to reach high and don’t break your stride,” he continued. “You never want it to look like it was any work at all.” It felt nothing like labor as Scott pushed my arm to the wall. Too short to meet the molding, I strained and stopped just short of the ceiling as Scott lifted me off my feet and helped me finish the move before turning me around in his arms.

“Nice,” he said. “Sure you’re never done this before?” His breath washed over my flushed face, and I shook my head as my free hand trailed up his bare chest.

“Not like this,” I said. My mind flashed to painting the walls of Melissa’s nursery in the days when we still had to do everything for ourselves and for each other. Jerry never held my waist and helped me hit the ceiling. We covered with the imperfections with a border of rainbows. I almost laughed at what seemed like a metaphor for our entire marriage as Scott started to push me deeper into the wet paint.

“Won’t that spoil it?” I asked.

“Of course, you’re right,” he said. Damn! I had ruined the moment by calling on his skill as a craftsman, and I wished I might have sounded more alluring when Scott dropped the paint brush and clutched my collar.

“You’ll just have to put it in the wash or whatever,” he said. “Here.” He tore the fabric away from my body, and I started to cover my quivering frame when he forced my arms over my head. I felt the sleek paint that had yet to dry leaving an imprint on my back, my thighs, and I wished for his kiss when he leaned into my neck with a whisper.

“Want to get a little messy with me?” he teased.

So much for him seeming like a nice boy. But it was glorious. His lips started down my throat and lingered over my breasts. Scott surrounded my nipple with his kiss, and I tried to leave the wall in search of his embrace when he forced me back again and looked up into my eyes.

“We could get into a lot of trouble,” he said. I started to ask him why when he buried his head between my legs and started to kiss my thighs. Wondering how I would stay standing and how his large hand kept my wrists in place, I gasped when he relinquished his hold and grabbed my hips. Inching closer to his mouth, I ground my nails into his shoulders and felt his tongue caressing my cunt. He swirled in a small circle that fixed on a fine point, and my body opened to let him inside.

“No trouble at all,” I moaned as he pumped my pussy with his mouth. His teeth just nipped the edges of my lust, but there was no hint of pain as my desired flooded his tongue, and I wanted to cum when he pushed back and found his footing.

“Why did you stop?” I asked. “What’s wrong with me?”

“Ma’am, I---”

“I told you that it’s Caroline!” Feeling old and unable to tempt him even if I was naked and hidden behind closed doors, I started to reach for my robe when he pulled me to his chest and ran his fingers through my hair.

“Sorry,” he said as he lightly kissed my cheek. “But a lady like you just deserves so much more.” Narrowing my eyes and wondering if I had heard him right, I started to speak when he gagged me with his kiss. His tongue brimmed with my taste, and I melted into his mouth as he lifted me off the ground. Wrapping my legs around his long limbs, I clung to his frame and intensified the kiss as he carried me towards the lone bed in the corner. He seemed to hesitate at the edge of the mattress, and my courage nearly gave out again when he lowered me to the sheets and stood after a quick kiss.

“I’m on the clock, Caroline,” he said. “Do I have your permission to like, get even more comfortable?”

“You don’t have to ask me that,” I assured him.

“Just trying to be polite.”

“That’s the last thing that I want, Scott.” The boy nodded his head and unzipped his fly. Of course, he went commando. His cock hit the air in its entire glorious length, and I strained to my knees to touch his shaft. Scott stayed firm under my hand, and I stroked his slick piece as he wrenched my head back and peered into my eyes.

“So we won’t do polite,” he said. “How about another kiss?” He held my head down, and I moaned in anticipation as I kissed his cock. My mouth longed for more, and I parted my lips to take him inside. He bubbled on my tongue, and I started to lick the underside of his massive shaft. Scott kept me in place as I sucked him like a parched soul on the desert in search of ice, but a burning fire stared to pour down my throat when he pushed me back and tightened his hold on my hair.

“What’s up?” I challenged as his cum dribbled from my lips. “Am I that bad?”

“If anything you’re too good,” he said. “But I’m all about the mutual transaction.”

Scott flung me to the other end of the of bed, and I wanted to paint that wall with his hands, his cock when he joined me on the mattress and hung over me as he cracked his knuckles over his head.

“So you want to touch me again?” I asked.

“Sounds like a start.”

Scott drifted down to my body. One hand held the back of my head as he spread my thighs with his free set of fingers. If his tongue had seemed strong, his finger was the next level.  Grinding into his touch as I grazed my nails down his chest, my core started to simmer, and I was on the verge of exploding when he abandoned me again and slipped into the pillows.

“You… you don’t play fair,” I managed as I tried to catch my breath.

“Oh, I don’t know about that.” Licking his fingers clean, Scott smiled and held his cock. I tried to meet his touch when he waved me off and slowly shook his head. “Like the way you taste is telling another story.”

Suspended in place as he curled his hands behind his head, I trembled on the bed and stared to cover my body with my arms when he snapped his fingers.

“Don’t do that,” he said. “I want to look at you.”

Obliging as I granted his request, I felt trapped in his gaze until he moved to his knees and crawled close.

“And I want to be inside you,” he said. “In the best way.”

Kissing him quickly, I swiftly fell to my back and let him press my palms into the sheets. He pushed my legs apart, and his cock teased my cunt. I moaned at even the faintest nearness of him, and he calmed me with one hand on my side as he kissed my hair and found my ear.

“You want more?” he asked. Nodding and unable to speak, I felt his cock burrowing into my cunt. My hips lifted off the bed as he seemed to slam his way towards my soul. Scott rested inside me and smoothed his fingers across my face when he started to pulse. To throb. I gripped the sheets and felt like I was falling through the floor when he lifted me towards his thighs. My arms snaked around his waist, and I barely kissed his nose when he fell back to the bed.

“Move for me, Caroline.”

Straddling him as I trembled, I gripped his hands and kept them close as my hips moved in time with his pulse. Every time I thought I would burst, Scott held back and let me linger around his length. I wanted him to consume me, and I twisted into his cock until a gasp left his lips. Ready for his scream as my body started to break, he stunned me with a sharp kiss. His mouth was as soft as his cock was strong, and I clasped both as I collapsed around him. My arms were everywhere, and he stopped my thrashing and eased me into his chest.

“I would have done that for free,” he sighed into my hair. “God you feel so good.” He made no move to leave me as we lay down. Even as his cock softened against, inside my cunt, his hands kept marking my body with his touch. I stretched to meet each stroke of his fingers and paused when he kissed my lips and trailed his hand across my cheek,

“Even for an old lady?” I asked.

“I never got that,” Scott confessed. “Just thought that you were hot from the word go.”

He pulled out but wrapped his arms and legs around mine. Hot? That was a word reserved for Melissa and her peers. But his voice seemed in earnest, and I cupped his chin as I stared into his eyes.

“Hot?” I echoed. “You’re sure that’s the word you want to use.”

“No.”

Scott left the bed before I could keep him close. Fearing that I had broken the spell, I begged him to come back. My eyes caught nothing but his back, and I wondered if that was the last I would see of that splendid sight when he returned to the foot of the bed with his paint brush and a piece of tarp torn from the floor.

“I want to say beautiful,” he continued. “Because that’s what you are.”

He kissed me again, and I tossed my arms around his shoulders before coming to rest in the crook of his neck.

“You don’t know how much I needed to hear that,” I whispered.

“Maybe we can make it a regular thing,” he said.

“I… I think I like the sound of that.” He sat me up on the edge of the bed and kissed my cheek, the paint dribbling to the floor before he brought the brush against the other side of my face.

“I can’t draw your picture,” he confessed. “I’d like to, but---”

“I’m happy to be your canvas, Scott.” He smiled as he slathered my body with the paint, and when I was an array other colors inside and out, he climbed back to the bed. Holding me with dripping arms, I felt him moving inside me again and exhaled a quick breath.

“All good, Caroline?” he asked.

“I… yes,” I assured him. “For the first time… in a long time… I think I’m really happy.”


21. Charlotte's Craving: Hot MILF Sex at the Office by Ellie North

Charlotte has always been the kind of woman that has done what she was supposed to. Divorced, she has focused all her time and energy to her small son and her career. Being the general manager of a record breaking department store can have you working all types of hours and stressing over more than your share of problems. Then she becomes aware of Jeffrey. He is much younger, sexy as sin and very interested in her. When she throws caution to the wind one night she finds herself craving all the things that she shouldn’t.

Charlotte slowly made her way to the shower and sighed. It was definitely going to be a long day for sure. She knew off the bat that some crap would go down that day. It was Friday and payday.

First, she knew that she needed to get to the bottom of whatever was going on in the back stock and who the hell put all the stock back there.

She also knew that it would take some digging and would take more than just her and Jeff. She realized how much Jeff had done for her store then.

Jeff had been the one to find out about the overstock. He had also been the one to find the endcaps. She realized then that she owed him. How she would pay him, she didn’t know.

She would be lying if she stood there and said that she didn’t think of a few sexual ways. Who knew, though? Things had a funny way of turning out.

The water was warm as it ran over her body in a rush. She knew it was still really early for Travis to be up yet so after soaping up her body and hair she quickly rinsed it. She was in a good mood that morning.

Twenty minutes later she made her way into the kitchen. There weren’t many mornings that she was up and about like this.

Charlotte was not a morning person. She was the type of person that slammed the snooze button on her alarm clock multiple times before actually making herself roll from the bed.

She smiled as she made her way to the fridge. She knew exactly what she would do. She would make some pancakes. It was one of Travis’ favorites, but she didn’t have the time to make them most mornings. He loved his cereal too.

There were times when Britney would cook for him, but he had told her one time that although he liked her pancakes, it was nothing like having breakfast with mommy in the morning.

She knew he would be surprised when he found out what she was cooking. It wasn’t long before she found out.

She heard the patter of little footsteps on the floor as Travis made his way towards the kitchen. “Momma? I smell pancakes.” He smiled as he came around the corner.

“Good morning honey. You smell breakfast huh?”

“Yes. Why are we having pancakes and sausage mommy?”

“Well, what do you mean?”

“I mean we normally have it on the weekend or for special occasions. What’s going on today?”

“Oh, nothing honey. I just figured that it was time. You have been so god lately. I am so proud of you.”

“Thank you, mommy. You know you are the best mommy in the whole world.”

“Thank you, baby. Now come on. Get a seat and mommy will bring you breakfast and some juice.”

“Yes, ma’am.” He bounded over to the table and jumped up in the seat where he normally sat. It wasn’t like they had assigned seats or anything. They just both preferred the seat they sat in.

Charlotte sat closest to the kitchen and next to the counter that held the coffee pot.

She looked over at Travis and couldn’t help but chuckle at the face he was making. Syrup dribbled down his chin slowly as he chewed the huge bite of pancakes.

“Smaller bites Travis.”

His eyes opened and looked over at her. His face split into a huge grin while he chewed and nodded his acknowledgment at her words. Bu the time they were done eating, Charlotte was able to throw the dishes in the dishwasher before going back to her room to get dressed.

Her thoughts instantly went to the dream she had the night before. She needed to find something appropriate to wear for the day.

It didn’t take her long to find the dress she wanted and the matching black heels. Pulling the wrap around dress out she shrugged it on and quickly tied in around her waist. She pulled her hair back in a loose ponytail and then went to the mirror to put on her makeup.

She normally didn’t wear much of any but today she decided to pull out all the stops. She didn’t know why she wanted to take extra care with her appearance for the day she just knew that she needed to do something.

It was ten minutes later when Britney showed up and kissing Travis goodbye, Charlotte made her way into work.

The day was going by normally just like any other day when Jeff showed up. His first stop was her office, and when she looked up, she couldn’t help but smile as his eyebrows rose at her appearance.

“I’m glad to see you are here Jeff.”

“Really. Good. I wanted to come by so we could get started on the inventory.”

“Alright. Give me just one moment. I have called a mandatory meeting with all department heads. I would like for you to be there as well if you don’t mind. It will be addressed in the meeting.”

“Oh. Ok.” He nodded and then smiled as he waited for her to finish up the report on her computer and then stand.

“Follow me please.” Charlotte stood and watched as his eyes cast over her breasts in the low hanging dress. It also came to just above her knees, and she watched his eyes look over her legs as well.

She began to walk forward, and he instantly fell into line behind her. They made their way over to the other side of the store. There was a huge room here that held a conference table. At the conference table, there were multiple people sitting around. Jeff made his way to a chair and sat down to wait for Charlotte to start.

“First I want to thank all of you for coming. I know it was short notice, and although this is your job, you also have lives outside the store. I apologize if it caused any conflict there.”

She looked around to see all the heads begin to shake telling her that nobody had a problem of coming.

“Ok then. First thing is first. As we all know, the holidays are coming up on us fast. This is the busiest time of the year, and we have a lot to do to prepare for it. I want you to know that I am here if you need any help. I also have five manager trainees that will be pairing up with you this year. I want them to see the busy season through your eyes.”

She looked around and watched as her words sank in. Most of the people around her were excited about having the help which was the reaction she thought she would get.

“Many of them have come from your position before signing on to be a general manager and have been in your shoes. The one thing I can say, however, is that none of the stores they have come from has made anywhere near the sales that we do every year.”

She looked at Jeff then and saw the way his eyes roamed over her body. She suddenly felt naked, and her skin seemed to burn with the intensity and heat that came from his eyes. She quickly averted her attention back to the other people in the room.

“The company as a whole wants to help the new stores that are coming be like us. There are a lot of other department stores in the area. We like to think that we have the best deals and are the most shopped store. Although this may not be true, we can still push to try to be that. Our store outsells everyone else in the town we are at. We need to help these people do the same for their stores.”

“Will these managers be working the same hours as us or will you be constructing a schedule for them.” The woman who spoke had short blonde hair. Beverly was good at her job, but Charlotte knew that she had the hardest one of all. She didn’t just have a section like most of the others.

Beverly was in charge of department 82. That department covered the whole store. All of the candy in the checkout aisle was her department as well as all the fixtures and displays that were on every aisle.

“Actually Bev you guys will work with the trainees to sort out what is best for your department. I know that many of you put in many hours over the next two months. I am here to tell you that this year will be different. Use the trainees to help you so that you don’t have to be here as much. Some of you have had to work 50 hour weeks last year. I am hoping to put a stop to that.”

Charlotte couldn't help but smile at the relieved looks on everyone's faces. She understood how they felt. Working in retail was hard during the holiday season. When other people were able to take off and enjoy the holidays with their family, they were stuck at the store.

She knew that Beverly had three kids and last year she had worked on Christmas Eve way into the middle of the night. Her hour lunch break was spent at home putting her kids to bed.

Charlotte looked at the other woman and saw the joy on her face. Beverly was one of the managers that worked 50 to 60 hours a week during the holiday. Not that she didn’t like the money, but she wanted to spend it with her family more.

Charlotte looked around and decided that Jeff would be the best person to put with her. He didn’t have any family and was always more than willing to stay late and do what was needed to get the job done. He was also smart and fast and would be good for her department.

She knew the next part of the meeting was going to upset some people so she prepared herself for the backlash before she continued.

“Now. The next part of this meeting is not so good. I have found out some information with the help of Jeff here.” Her outstretched hand was pointed in his direction as she continued.

Jeff smiled around at the people around him. He had met some of them she knew and seemed to get along with everyone.

“There were two pallets of merchandise that were found in the overstock department. This is the reason that the numbers have been thrown off so bad. This causes a problem that we need to get fixed before the season gets here. I am sure that you all know what is going to happen next.”

She heard the groans and sighs as the managers caught on to what she was saying.

“I know it is a pain, and I apologize. Like I said use the trainees to help out wherever they are needed why you all clarify this for me. I have called in some baggers to help me and the trainees today put up the pallets. They do not know the store like the night guys do so it may take them a little longer. Have patience and know they are here to help.”

“Do you have the printouts for the inventory check?” Marlin sighed as he stood. Marlin was in his fifties and had been with the company for many years. He was the dairy manager, and she knew that he would be in the freezer and walk-in frig for most of the week now.

“I will hand out the paperwork in the morning. Take today to clear up your schedule for the next few days. Again I apologize, but it has to be done.”

“I can assume that you are going to handle it with the overnight weasels that did this right?” Marlin’s voice was gruff with displeasure.

She smiled and then gave him a look of knowing. “Yes, Marlin. I will handle them.”

He smiled at her then. “I know you will sweetheart. You hate slackers as much as the rest of us do.

“That I do. Please, you guys let me know if you need any more help in getting this done. I will do what I can to help you.”

She watched as they all began to get up and walk out of the room. She could tell that many of them were upset but then again she couldn’t blame them. She knew she would be upset as well. This one person had just added on days of work to their already busy schedule. The store had two times in the year when they did inventory. Once in the spring and once after Christmas at the end of January.

There were a lot of extra items that were coming into the store at this time because of the holiday which was one of the reasons why they did it afterward. Now they would need to do one now and then turn around and do another one in a few months. She needed to find out who the worm was.

“I know that look.” She turned to see Jeff standing there smiling.

“What look?”

“The one you have on your face right now.”

“And what kind of look is that huh?”

“The look my mother used to get.” He chuckled.

“Oh really?” She smiled at him.

“Yeah and it told me that I was in some deep trouble. Real trouble and real fast.”

“So what did you do?” She asked as her head cocked to the side.

“What any kid would do.” When she waited for his answer, he smiled. “I ran and hid.”

She laughed outright at his comment. “I would have thought you told me that you would have taken your punishment like a man.”

“Hello no. That paddle hurt like hell.” He laughed.

She smiled and then began talking again. “I was going to see if you would work with Beverly. I think she has one of the hardest departments. She is department 82. Last year she was here on Christmas Eve and took a break long enough to go say goodnight to her kids. I didn’t know, or I would have had someone help her.”

“Wow. Yeah, I will help her. There is no reason why she shouldn’t be home with her kids on Christmas.”

“Thank you. I need to go figure out some stuff on those pallets. She does not like to ask for help and can be a pain in the butt sometimes, but she is a very hard worker and sweet woman.”

“Oh ok. Thanks. I will go see what she needs.”

“Thank you.”

Charlotte made her way to the other side of the store. She needed to put some distance between her and Jeff. Her strict policy of mixing business with pleasure was real and every minute she spent with him had her wondering more and more why she made the rule.

She was becoming closer and closer to him. It had been a long time since she had been with a man. The last man she had been with had been her husband, and that was a long time ago.

It seemed like forever ago since he left her for another woman. She realized that the saying about cheaters was correct. They always cheated with someone who was less attractive and worthy than the person they were already with. Now she agreed with that sentiment exactly.

Sighing she sat down at her desk and looked over the list in front of her. It was going to be another long day.

She quickly called Britney to see if she could watch Travis a little late that evening and like always she was more than happy to help. Charlotte settled in for a long day of work.

Charlotte spent all day and afternoon in her office going over numbers and trying to straighten out the inventory sheets. She needed to make sure that the scanners were correct compared to the data in the computer.

She had known that it would be a long and tedious job, but it didn’t make it any easier to do it. The managers had each come to her to let her know that their departments were ready. She had told the grocery manager to put a hold on the truck as well.

The last thing she needed was to have a 17 pallet truck come in right when they were counting. She knew if it was dropped then the guys on night crew would put it out. That was their job, but it was the last thing she needed.

She also knew that she would need to see the night crew the following night. No one was due in tonight because there was no truck. She slipped her heels off her feet. She knew there was again nobody else at the store, and she could relax.

Slowly she leaned back in the chair and laid her arm over her eyes. She just needed a minute or two to relax and let her eyes adjust. She had been staring at the computer screen for so long that her eyes had everything blurring together.

“You ok?”

She looked up to see Jeff standing in the doorway again.

“You have a tendency to be around any time that I relax huh?”

“Good timing I guess.” He chuckled. “You are always so tense. You need to let yourself relax more.”

“Yeah.” She looked at him for a minute and then looked away. When her eyes came back to him, she saw where his eyes had dropped. She felt the heat burn on her breasts where he was staring, and her pussy suddenly felt hot. “What can I help you with?”

His eyes came up to meet hers again, and he just stared at her for a moment. There was a deep intensity in his eyes as he looked at her. A burning need and passion that gave her a tremor of desire.

She felt the moisture gather on her panties as her pussy began to clench and she quickly folded her legs.

His eyes traveled to her legs, and he gave her a look that said he knew exactly what she was doing. She stood then and decided it was time to go.

Gathering her purse she made her way around the desk to where he was standing.

“You know what you can help me with Charlotte. You want to help me, but you are fighting it.” She looked up at him at the words.

“I don’t know what you are talking about.” She heard her voice as it became light and airy. It was also deeper than it normally was and was unrecognizable to her own ears.

She stood there looking at him for a moment, trying to find the right words to what she was trying to say. She couldn’t get anything to come from her mouth then. It was like all her words wouldn’t form or come out.

“I need to get home.”

“Is that why you are running or is it because of how you feel Charlotte. Let’s be honest here. You want it as much as I do. That’s why you wore that today.” He nodded his head in the direction of her dress.

She knew then that what he said was the truth. He was the reason she wore the dress. She wanted nothing more than to get naked on the floor and let him fuck her silly. “I don’t’ mix business with pleasure.”

“Well, it’s a good thing that we won’t be doing that then huh?”

“If this happens then yes we will.”

“Oh honey, this is going to happen. You know it as well as I do. And we are not mixing. In a couple months, I will be at my own store. Then the only time we will see each other is personnel.”

“You need to let me past so I can get home.” She looked at him and said the words although she made no move to pick up her purse or move forward. She knew then that she wouldn’t get out of there easily, and she felt her panties soak with even more of her juices at the thought.

He continued to stand there looking at her, and then he began to move forward. As he came forward, she stepped backwards until she felt the wall at her back. He continued to move forward.

She felt his body mold into hers as she pushed her against the door. Nothing was said as his lips dropped to hers. His mouth didn’t give her time to breathe as he kissed her hard and intense. He began to thrust his tongue in and out of her mouth. It was the same motions that he wanted to do with his cock inside her.

She moaned deeply when his hands gathered hers by the wrists and lifted them above her head. He continued to ravage her mouth fiercely as if he couldn’t get enough. She felt herself begin to kiss him back until he broke it off at once.

“Tell me you don’t’ want it. Tellme you don’t want me deep inside you. That you don’t’ want me to fuck you like crazy. Tell me. Tell me and I will walk away now.”

Her eyes traveled slowly over his face as she took in the deep look of passion in his eyes. Suddenly she didn’t care. She didn’t care about anything but the way he made her feel at that moment, and she was tired of fighting it.

She pulled at her hands, and he quickly let them go. He waited and continued to look at her until she wrapped her hand around his neck and brought his lips back to her own. She kissed him deeply and smiled at his groan.

She felt his body press into hers again. This time, it was softer and sweeter, but the urgency behind his kiss was still there as he continued to kiss her over and over.

His hands went to the tie that held her dress shut.

“Is there anyone…” She couldn’t finish the rest of the question as he just shook his head.

“We’re alone. I promise.”

She nodded then and looked down as he undid the sash in her dress. His hands came up to her shoulders and dove under the material to slowly slide it down her arms. It finally rested in a pool of black silk at her feet.

She looked up at him to see his eyes feasting slowly on her body. He moaned then as his hands slid over her lace covered breasts.

“I want to suck your nipples.” His tone was husky and deep as he slowly unhooked her bra and let it fall as well. When she was naked but for a pair of black lace panties, he smiled before bending his head.

She gasped at the first touch of his lips as he sucked a nipple deep into his mouth. His teeth scraped the tender bud, and she moaned loudly and the intense pleasure that shot straight to her pussy. Her panties were soaked with her need now, and she tried to grind herself against him.

Knowing what she wanted, he lifted a leg and ground his cock against her sopping wet pussy. She pushed back as well groaning with her need.

“Fuck me, Jeff.”

“All in good time. With that dress, it’s like I’m opening a Christmas present early.” He chuckled. She let her head fall back as he continued to suck on her nipples. Her hands dove into his hair pulling him closer and closer to her. He ground against her pussy harder and harder with his cock as she searched for the friction she needed.

He stepped back and pulled her to where her desk was. The papers were quickly picked up and stacked behind him on the extra chair as he brought her in front of him. She now stood between him and her desk.

She watched as he slowly removed her panties and caressed up her legs.

“How come you still have all your clothes on?” She panted. Laughing he quickly removed his shirt and then stepped from his jeans until he stood in only his boxers. She could see the line of his thick hard cock through the boxers he wore, and she licked her lips.

“In due time my dear. Right now I have other plans.”

He lifted her easily onto the desk and then spread her legs wide. She closed her eyes slowly somewhat embarrassed by him being so up close and personal to her most primitive parts.

“Your pussy is dripping wet. I can’t wait to fuck the hell out of you.”

She heard the creak of her chair and realized that he had sat in the chair. She felt his hands wrap around her thighs and pull her until her whole ass was hanging from the edge of the desk. If it wasn’t for him holding her then, she knew she would have fallen completely.

His lips kissed the inside of her thigh before licking along the crease of her ass and pussy. He murmured something against her skin as she moaned loudly. He continued kissing up her crease until he came to her clit which he lightly bit.

Charlotte bucked from the desk. Her hips came up high from the wood and the sharp, intense pleasure that coursed through her pussy. She wanted more, and she groaned when she felt the weight of his hand on her stomach holding her down.

“Please,” She whispered which made him chuckle even more. He slowly licked up and down her slit before sticking his tongue in the opening of her pussy. She was moving back and forth groaning then.

She felt him slowly rise above her and then she felt his cock at the entrance to her pussy before he was pushing inside her. Her whole body was on fire as he pushed inside her a little at a time. She was tight she knew. It had been a while since she had sex.

“Oh, my gosh. You are tight as hell. SO fuckin tight. Damn.” His face had a look of euphoria on it as he pushed in even more. When he was completely inside her, she looked up at him. He had a smile on his face as he looked at her. “Hold on honey. Now I am going to fuck you.”

She didn’t believe what he said and just smiled up at him. She soon realized that he was going to do just that. He began moving inside her then as he stood and wrapped his hands around her legs. He rammed into her over and over causing her to moan and scream her need. She begged for more and more as he took her over and over.

They both screamed with the massive orgasm they experienced together and then she laid there with his head resting on her chest.

It took them some time to compose themselves again. When they did, he stood up and smiled down at her. She smiled back as he helped her up and they both dressed.

“Well,” He said. It wasn’t a question or even a statement. It was just a word.

She smiled at him. “I need to get home to my son. I should have been home by now, and Britney is probably worried.”

“Ok.” He walked over to her and kissed her lightly on the lips. “That’s fine just as you long as you know that this isn’t over yet.”

She didn’t say anything to him but just looked at him. She nodded slowly knowing that it wasn’t the time to talk about it and let him walk her to her car. Before she could get in, though, he grabbed her and kissed her hard before holding the door open.

Charlotte pulled from the parking lot and was surprised that she had a smile on her face. She heard the ring of her phone and quickly pulled it out of her bag. Thinking it’s him, she quickly pushed the button to answer.

“Hello. I just left you.”

“Charlotte it’s me.” Her heart stopped at the voice. She hadn't heard her ex-husband’s voice in a long time. She finally got her shock under control to answer.

“What is it you want now Robert?”

“I think I made a mistake.”

“Yeah? Well too bad. I’ve moved on.” She hung the phone back up with a smile. For the first time she had stood up for herself, and she couldn’t feel any better than she did at that moment.


22. Kate and the Intern: The MILF's Bondage Sex by Lora Lane

When you work for the same company for the better part of two decades, the routine gets to be a little bit repetitive at times. That doesn't mean that I don't like my job because I actually like it very much. Its just that when something, or someone rather, comes along to shake things up, it can be the most pleasant surprise. A young college intern came to work with me recently and he was stocked full of surprises from the moment he walked into the room. The end of his first week came with quite the explosive finale and one of the most incredible moments of my life.

It was a Monday when everything changed for the better around Miles and Cook Financial Services. What started as a mundane and brainless day with more stress and more work than my Monday mind could handle, took a promising flip drastically towards a new path when my boss walked in late in the afternoon. I wasn't asleep when Mr. Cook came into my office which is a good thing chiefly because I had just done a series of those nearly-asleep head bobs that sometimes get me in the hours after lunch. When he walked in with a stiff knock to my office door, I was working away on a financial report and looked every bit the part of a near-partner in the company.

I started with the same place almost seventeen years ago when I was just an intern from the local college and working on starting a family. With a business degree, tons of school loan debt and a willing attitude for hard work, Miles and Cook put me to work immediately, and it was a match made in heaven. My relationship with them has outlasted my marriage that barely made it past a decade and only served to give me two of the most awesome kids anyone could hope for. The steady job and respectable pay made it easy to get custody of the children with my ex-husband only getting one weekend each month for visitation, and I will always be thankful for that as well as the job putting consistent food on our table.

Nathan is good with the kids for his weekend, but he honestly doesn't want more time with them than that. It was a huge problem and point of serious contention when we were married, but now that life has settled into this new single-parent normal, it actually works out well. He doesn't pull any of that bull of trying to one-up me or put me down, and I don't tell the kids what an asshole he is. It works out pretty well in the end because the kids love living with me and love their father well enough at the same time.

So, anyway, Mr. Cook knocked on my door, and I gracefully glanced over at him as if barely able to pull myself from my hard work for even that brief moment. It wasn't entirely untrue, just a little misleading if he had been unlucky enough to see my head bob those few minutes before. “Yes, sir?”

“Working hard I see,” he said with a smile. “I have something that I need your help with if you're up for it.”

“Certainly,” I smiled, “Anything at all.”

“Well,” he put one finger up in caution, “Don't agree until you hear me out.”

“Uh, oh,” my face soured, “What's going on?”

He waved for me to follow him as he walked out of the room, “Come on. I'll show you.” I followed him down the hall and around the corner to a small conference room. The door was closed with only one small window at the top allowing me to see inside. Mr. Cook motioned for me to look inside and when I did I saw something I did not expect. He was an inch or two over six feet with short blonde hair shaved into a close cut style. He was dark complected but not too tanned so that it looked natural more than like he spent too much time in the sun. His body was covered nicely by a business suit and tie, but I knew what was there underneath. It was fairly obvious by the way the suit fit him that he was a strong young man in very good physical condition. He was hot as hell.

I knew that wasn't probably the reaction that Cook was looking for however so I backed away and asked, “A new intern?”

“You guessed it,” he said, “But I didn't just bring you down here to see him.”

Suddenly I understood what he meant and looked from him to the window and then back again, “No,” I said and then quickly amended my order, “I mean please no, sir. You can't seriously want me to drag him around with me all week. I have a ton of work to do.”

“You have a ton of work to do,” Mr. Cook said with a smirk on his face, “You're great at your job, a model employee I might even say,  and you know all about what it takes to be a successful intern.” I put my hand to my head because what he said made so much sense there seemed to be no good way to talk him out of it. He took advantage of my pause to pile on the reasons he had chosen me to show the kid around. “You were an intern once just like him. All these years later and you get to show him what it is like to be successful from the intern spot.”

Quickly I looked up, “Hey, it hasn't been that many years.” Then an arguing point suddenly occurred to me, and I snapped my fingers, “It won't work because I'm not a model employee.”

“Yes you are,” he quickly said.

“No,” I whined, “I nearly fell asleep just thirty minutes ago. Seriously I was doing the head-bob thing for a solid five minutes.”

“Jenkins down the hall actually put his head down and slept for a while this afternoon. Can't send the kid down there,” he said. “Look, Kate, you are in the position you are in for a reason, and there is nobody better suited than you to show this kid the ropes. We have a good thing going with the college kids that they send here, but I'll be honest; its been a while since we've had a success story. We need another one. Just think of how loyal you are. Don't you want there to be other loyal college success stories around when you take that big next step up the ladder?”

“I'll quit!” I said with a serious expression.

“No, you won't.”

“I will!” I said sternly.

“Can't fool me Kate,” he said. “I understand why this is a problem for you. There is this big schedule that you have for yourself every single day, and you can't stand the thought of dragging some kid around with you keeping you from getting your work done on time.”

Way, way, way off! I said inside my head but out loud I nodded, “True, true. So you understand why I can't be the one to do this?”

“No,” he said with a smile, “Now you understand why I am making you do it instead of having him hang around me for an entire week. Keep up the good work Kate and you'll find yourself delegating just like this in the near future. Go ahead and introduce yourself. He's waiting on you. Name's Darrin Johnson.”

I just bet it is.

With a deep and regretful sigh, I opened the door to the room and walked inside. I'd been so focused on trying to get myself out of the spot I was in that I forgot how messy my hair could get. Thankfully it was pulled back into a ponytail that day so all I had to do was brush a few brown strands out of my face and look up to the hunk, “Darrin Johnson,” he looked up with a smile and I continued, “Come with me.”

“Yes ma'am,” he said with a little too much excitement for my taste.

I looked over my shoulder as he followed me down the hall, “Don't be so excited. Its late on a Monday afternoon for gods sake.”

“Oh,” he said, “Yes ma'am.”

“And stop saying that. My name is Kate. Call me Kate. I'm thirty,” I paused, “Something, not one hundred and thirty something.”

“Whatever you say, Kate.”

At the door to my office, I paused and pointed farther down the hall, “Down at the end of the hall, take a left and the break room is the first room on the right. I need coffee. One cream, two sugars.”

“Yes, ma…” he stopped himself, “I mean sure thing, Kate. Be right back.”

I sat in my office and realized that I had something in both chairs. Quickly I stood and tossed the folders out of one and the binders from the other all into a stack in the corner and then turned around to nearly get scared slam to death. “Holy Christ!” I yelled as I saw Darrin standing there with a coffee in both hands. “Don't sneak up on me like that!”

“Sorry,” he shrugged, “At least I did spill it on you.”

His eyes went down my shapely figure as he said it and I snatched the coffee from him to draw his gaze back to my face, “Have a seat.” After the fact, I was happy that he had gone to the trouble of putting a lid on them, or I would have spilled the mess on myself when I snatched it. As it was, I kept my cool and walked around to the other side of the desk.

He sat down on his side of the desk and began to sip his coffee, “Ah,” he breathed out with a sour expression, “Tastes like shit.”

“I beg your pardon?”

With a shrug he said, “It was old and had gotten cold. I warmed it really fast, but it still tastes like coffee that has sat there all day. It tastes like shit. I thought maybe you'd like to know before you drank it.”

Strictly to spite him, I took a long sip and followed it by another before setting it down, “I like it.” Darrin only shrugged and pushed his back on my desk. I then glared at the cup and back at him until he picked it back up. “Now,” I said with a glance at the clock, “Its nearly time to go so I have nothing else to teach you today. Hopefully, you took notes on the walk down the hall to the break room.” Darrin smirked, and I knew he was probably wondering why he got stuck with a mean old gal like me, but I didn't care. One thing I planned on not doing was allowing myself to have real conversations with the hunky college hot piece of hotness. The more mean I was, the easier it would be to ignore the way he looked. I handed him a stack of three folders, “These are financial records on a case I am working on. I want you to study them and find out any glaring problems you see in the records then take notes on your own paper and bring it all back up here in the morning. That will save me time and teach you something.”

“Wow,” he laughed, “I wasn't expecting homework.”

“Yeah, well,” I shrugged as I gathered my things, “I wasn't expecting an intern.”

The next morning Darrin came in with a wonderful surprise. He actually did the work, and it resulted in me not having to double-check him. I could tell that he knew the basics about what we did around the office and that he was actually qualified to learn more about what we did. These revelations were a crushing blow to my intentions to simply use the hunky college kid for coffee runs for the rest of the week. Sure, I kept being irrationally mean and treating him like a goon, but he handled all of that like a champ and did twice as much work as I imagined he would be capable of doing.

There was something else under the surface that bothered me, however. It was like he knew what I was thinking at certain times and had no problem flaunting it. Whether a downward glance here or a light touch to my shoulder there, he seemed to have a knowing way about him that suggested he was on to me, that he was aware of the thoughts I had been having about him when I went to sleep during the nights of that week.

More than once I had found myself waking up after a wonderful dream where he was doing all kinds of naughty things to me. Once he took me on Mr. Cook's desk, and it was so crazy because I knew we were going to get caught, but I didn't care. Another time he had tied my hands and feet together with some soft rope he had found in my desk drawer and fucked me hard over my own desk. The dreams kept coming night after night and with each one it became more difficult to meet his solid handsome stare.

Then Friday came along, and I thought I was going to make it through the week appearing to be completely in charge of my intern, wash my hands of the erotic dreams I'd been having and move on with my career with nobody ever having to know. Darrin would probably get hired by the company if he wanted a position there but he would certainly not start on my level so that wouldn't really be a problem. It all was going to work out, and I would be better for having forced my way through it.

That was my mindset and my plan, but it did not work out that way at all. Friday is casual dress day at the office, and I wore tight jeans, matching and flashy belt and shoes and a blouse that showed a little cleavage without looking slutty. When I walked into my office, Darrin was already there with two cups of coffee made to order. One look from his lusty eyes to my body and I knew it would have been better to wear a damn tent than what I had naturally chosen.

“Holy crap,” he said as he extended my coffee towards me, “Excuse me for saying so but you look even hotter today than you have the rest of the week. Good god, I'm not going to be able to concentrate all day.”

“Would you rather me take it off?” I asked in an odd attempt to lighten the situation with humor.

He glared at me and then looked away, “Fuck, no. I'd get in all kinds of trouble with my girlfriend if you did that. I'm meeting her for lunch, and she really would like to meet you. Is that okay?”

I brushed my hair behind my ear and walked around my desk towards my chair, “Girlfriend, huh? Lucky girl, I guess, but no, I have a long meeting over lunch today, so I won't be able to play meet and greet.”

He smiled in spite of my refusal, “Oh, well that's too bad. Maybe some other time.”

“I doubt it,” I snapped, “We have three different cases to finish work on today. Better get to work.”

Though I tried not to allow my frustration and jealousy at his mentioning a girlfriend to get to me, it clearly did. Why was I surprised? He was a stud and in college. Of course, he had a damn girlfriend! It was that fantasy, the same one that had sneaked its way into my dreams that week, that was the real problem. In some way I knew that Darrin and I could never be together in any of those wild ways, it sure was fun to pretend. His mentioning that he couldn't have me taking off my clothes – even in a joking way – or he would get in trouble with his girl just shattered all of those wild and crazy fantasies.

By the time lunch came, I had to take a longer one to be able to pretend that I was seriously unavailable to meet his best girl. So I enjoyed treating myself to a fancy lunch and even took a few minutes to stop by the local strip mall to look through a few stores. When I walked back into the office, I could see Darrin saying bye to someone but to my surprise, it wasn't a girl. He did some odd handshake with the guy and slapped him on the shoulder before walking back towards my office but caught sight of me as he did. A wide smile came to his face when he saw mine, and he continued towards my office.

When I walked in, I had put on my best face of indifference and simply said, “Your girlfriend is ugly, Darrin.”

“Yeah,” he laughed, “I guess I lied. I don't have a girlfriend.”

“Curious,” I looked up at him, “Why would you lie about something like that?”

He took a seat and appeared completely relaxed, “You don't want to know.”

“Yes,” I sat and clasped my hands in front of me, “I do. You may tell me now.”

“Well,” he smirked, “What if I don't want to.”

“I'm your boss for the week, and I told you to tell me,” I shrugged. “You don't have a choice in the matter.”

“There is always a choice,” he countered.

“No, there is not.”

“Sure there is,” he said. “I could choose not to stare at the way your ass sways when you walk, but I don't. I could choose not to stare at your chest every chance I get, but I don't. I could choose not to tell you.”

“Don't be silly,” I said with a smile that might have had a hint of blushed cheeks in it after his words, “I can tell you want to tell me.”

“Very well,” he said, “I guess you know me fairly well after only a week around me.”

“It's been a long week,” I said.

“Not for me, it hasn't,” Darrin said and then leaned forward. “Okay, the truth is that you've really been busting my balls all week long, but I saw the way you looked at me a few times and at least figured you didn't find me detestable. So, I decided to use an old trick I learned from a buddy of mine and mention a girlfriend to see if it made you a little off-balance or maybe even a little jealous. I think we both know how that turned out.”

“Yep,” I said flippantly, “I wasn't jealous at all.”

He smiled, “Yes you were. Look, you don't have to date me or kiss me or even go to lunch with me, but at least you could admit that you are somewhat attracted to me. Would that be so hard?”

I glanced up at his eyes and though I kept a strong look on my face, melted a little bit inside, “Okay, you're a little attractive. Maybe in another life, I'd even have gone dancing with you or grabbed a beer or something. Happy?”

“Not really,” he said as he leaned in, “I think something else was behind that jealousy that sneaked out of you. You didn't want a beer or to go dancing with me. I think you wanted something far different than that?”

Butterflies began to form in my stomach, and I couldn't keep the surprise from my face, “Darrin, you might need to stop talking like this. It could cost you a position here if someone heard you or if I turned in a complaint.”

“Would you do that, though?” he asked. “I see it in your eyes and even in some of your body language. You want me for more than case reports or beers and dancing.” He glanced over his shoulder and then leaned in, “I think you want to fuck me like crazy.”

I stood up in shock that he had actually said it and for a moment was thinking of slapping him or ordering him out of my office, but I didn't. I couldn't. He was right, dammit, he was so right. Instead, I calmed my features and tried to ignore the smile on his face as I sat down and nodded, “I do. It's a shame you wouldn't be able to handle an older woman like me.”

He laughed, “Shit, I know exactly what I would do to you. I've played it through in my head several times each day. Half the time I can't stand up right when I need to because I think someone will see me tenting my pants. Give me the chance Kate and I will do things to you that you will never forget.”

With a glance at the clock, I noticed that it was just a little before quitting time. I glanced back at Darrin, “You have things in mind, do you?” He nodded, and I asked, “You have a place in mind?”

“I live off-campus, and my place is just up the road,” he shrugged, “Family money has its good points. Say the word and you won't regret it.”

It's almost as hard to believe as it is to put on paper but within thirty minutes I found myself at his apartment, a nice place in the high rent spot just down the street from the office. When I walked in, I tossed my purse to one side and turned around to start some manner of foreplay but never got the chance. When he closed the door, he nearly attacked me as he came across the floor and swept me up in a powerful but passionate embrace, throwing his lips across mine with a hunger that could only come from a college stud like him.

He moved me against the wall and jerked my blouse opened before he ripped his own shirt off. My hands ran over his chest after quickly removing my bra, and he unfastened and jerked down my jeans. He had to kneel all the way to the floor to get the tight pair of jeans off and surprised me again my ripping my panties off and lifting me up on his way back up, his face between my thighs. I moaned my approval as he carried me over to the couch and licked my already wet pussy while he inserted a finger into me at the same time. He pinched my nipples, and I scratched at his head wishing he had hair I could pull.

My back arched as he quickly but correctly paid attention to me in all the right ways. I wanted him to keep going, but I also wanted him to take me, to shove his big cock into me. As much as he so clearly wanted me, though, he also seemed to be in complete control of the situation and seemed willing to make me wait for what I really wanted. Not that I didn't almost cum from his tongue and finger working me over alone. God, he knew what he was doing, and that much was certain.

When he pulled away from my thighs, he reached into a drawer near the couch and pulled out a pair of handcuffs. They were black with leather on them and clearly for pleasureful purposes alone. My eyes went wide, but I didn't stop him as he closed them around one wrist and then led me from the couch across towards his bedroom. Inside he pulled me to one side of the room where a hook hung from the ceiling. I didn't resist as he cuffed my hands together through the hook, allowing my feet to touch the floor just barely.

Quickly he went into the other room and came back with more toys. These were leather cuffs with a chain attached to each one. He leaned down and cuffed each of my ankles and pulled them out to either side where he connected them to something I couldn't see. When he stood back up, he had a look of pure lust in his eyes, “I told you I knew what to do with you.”

My teeth were bared as I nearly growled at him, “Take me! Fuck me!”

He positioned his cock at my pussy and glared up at me, “You want me inside of you?”

“Yes!” I demanded.

“I know you do,” he glared and then shoved his cock into me rough and hard. Whatever pain at first was short lived as I was moist and my pussy expanded around his shaft quickly as he took me. I could tell this college guy had wanted to fuck me so bad all week long. He had probably masturbated to the thought of doing this to me the entire time. The satisfaction he felt for getting to fuck me just the way he wanted and having me love every second of it, showed clearly on his face.

He pinched my nipples hard again as he slammed himself into my pussy over and again. Faster and faster he took me and used me for his own needs and I loved every second of it. I'd wanted him to fuck me all week long too, and it was even better than I thought it would be. I jerked at my bindings as I felt an orgasm blow through me powerfully and quickly. Another followed right behind it as he continued to fuck me harder and somehow even faster than moments before.

His face was red, and he began to slap the sides of my ass with each thrust. Finally, he took my hands off of the hook and removed my cuffs so fast that I wondered how many times he had practiced the movements. My arms he placed over the bed post, and I stood in the floor bent over. Instead of filling my pussy immediately from behind he walked up and slapped my ass hard. I yelped in pain and pleasure as he rubbed in circles and then slapped me again.

Then he quickly grabbed my hair and jerked my head up and back hard as he slammed his cock into me. I growled in want for more and more of his incredible passion for me and wished I had let a college stud fuck me before. But then most of them probably weren't this good. His cock worked me over like a regular slut, and I couldn't stop yelling and screaming as orgasm after orgasm slammed over my body. It was like water to a starving woman as he lifted me from the bed post and I turned around to see his big cock in my face.

Quickly I took it into my mouth and sucked it hard and fast as he came inside of my mouth and then still more on my chest. I relaxed to the floor, but he kept standing with his hand on his solid cock. He shook his head, “I'm not done with you yet.” Then he picked me up and laid me across the end of the bed, my bound hands still cuffed above me. His somehow still rock hard cock jammed into my pussy harder and faster from behind than it had before.

I only thought that I felt crazy levels of pleasure earlier as this time he took me like an animal starving for more of my dripping wet pussy. He clawed at my ass and pulled my hair as he fucked me so hard it made my head spin. I was literally dizzy by the time he stopped slamming his hips into my own and came all over my back. That time he lowered himself to the bed beside where I had turned over and breathed slowly and silently.

“That was amazing,” I said breathlessly. “I wanted you so bad, but I never thought it would be...”

“I know,” he said with a smirk, “Me neither.”

We sat there for a few minutes before I reminded him that my hands were still cuffed together. He laughed and released me, and I went to redress myself as well as I could. He gave me a lift back to my car and asked me if we could do it again sometime soon. I smiled at him and kissed him on the mouth, “Just you try and stop me. Next time though I get to tie you up college boy.” He agreed and said he couldn't wait.

It turned out that he chose to wait on taking a job at the place because he had a couple of other things lined up. He did joke that he got more out of the internship than he ever imagined possible. I didn't tell Mr. Cook, but I certainly got a ton more than I expected out of it as well. The next time I'm forced to drag an intern around would probably mean me dealing with a whinny little bastard but that time it was oh, so amazing. I can't wait for my next scheduled meeting with that intern.


23. Under the Table: The MILF Does the Lawn Care Stud by Kaylee Jones

When Alisia suddenly finds herself a single mom, she starts to rebuild her life.  Her friends try and convince her to come to terms with dating again but she is hesitant after so many years of being off the market.  When she requires a little help around the house, she gets a little more than she bargained for.

I was one of those stereotypical housewives who was completely floored when my jerk of an ex-husband ran off with his secretary.  Overnight, I was left with two high school aged kids and a mortgage.  I had worked years before but had finally quit because daycare was eating through my entire salary and it just was not worth it anymore.

So I had been a stay-at-home mom and wife for about ten years when he decided to trade me in on a younger model.  I went through the entire roller coaster of emotions, sometimes in one night.  I tried to stay strong in front of the kids, though, and they were so busy with their high school lives that it did not really seem to affect them drastically.

I went back to work and landed a pretty good gig that paid nicely.  We moved into a smaller house still in the same school district, and everything seemed to be moving smoothly.  I found a nice support group of other divorced moms and we got together on a regular basis.

They were a hoot, some of them had sworn off men completely, and others were sleeping with anyone who came along.  I respected both sides of the fence, but by default ended up being one of the ones who never dated.  It was not intentional, it just was not a priority.  I joined a gym to get back in shape, and within a few months, I no longer felt like the clumsy old lady.

A couple of the other moms were pushing me hard to date, but I just found one excuse after another.  It is not like I was missing a whole lot; the ex and I had not really had an active sex life in years so I had long ago written off that part of my life.

One afternoon I completely freaked out my daughter, though.  At the encouragement of one of my friends, I was checking out some online dating websites.  I did not realize she was still awake, and she wandered into the kitchen when I had one of them up.  She completely freaked out, telling me how gross that was and it was weird to have her mom dating.  I shut down the windows and laughed, trying to play it off like I was just messing around.

But the truth of the matter was – the longer I looked at those websites, the more I wanted to play that game again.  I was lonely.

Sure, I had the kids and my friends, but I wanted someone for me.  With hard work and a healthy diet, I had lost almost all of the weight I had put on as a housewife, and I guess I looked pretty good.  I mean, I was still my age, but I think I looked okay for my age.

At our next divorcee's meeting, I finally broached the topic.

“So, I’ve been thinking about getting back on the horse,” I tried to be casual about it.

Suzanne chuckled, “If you find a horse, you have to share him!”

I rolled my eyes and swatted her arm, “That’s not what I meant.”

“Well, why not?  If you’re looking for fun, horses are so much more fun than chipmunks.”

And let’s just say the conversation went downhill from there.  It only got worse as we opened more bottles of wine, and by the end of the evening, I think that same daughter might have disowned me.

Luckily the next day was Saturday, and after I dropped my daughter off for swim team practice and my son off at band practice, I had the rest of the day to myself.  Their father was picking them up and taking them for the rest of the weekend, and I was looking forward to my time alone.

I took my fancy new tablet to a local diner and settled in for a nice morning of coffee and pancakes and online searching.

Firstly, I signed myself up for one of the dating sites but immediately logged off.  I half-assed the profile form and picked a picture that I was not really excited about.  I was certain that my friends would re-do the profile as soon as they found out.  I was not ready to fully commit to the idea, so I was going to start the process passively.  The last thing I really wanted was someone to step into the role of father and husband, just as my kids and I were settling into our new routines.

The second chore I had to get done was finding a lawn care service.  It was probably not money I needed to spend, but I just did not seem to have the time or the motivation to take care of it.  I found a site that offered good rates and flexible timing.  It apparently hired college guys who were looking for extra cash.  I did not really care who mowed my lawn so I signed up for weekly service.  The email confirmation said that someone would be coming by that afternoon for a consultation which I was fine with.

I stopped at the grocery store for wine and nibbles since a couple of my friends were spending Saturday evening at my house for a movie night.  I got home just in time to put the food away and run a brush through my hair.

The doorbell rang and when I opened it, my poor heart skipped a beat.  I was not prepared for the tan and muscular young man who was grinning on my front porch.  He was tall and blonde with biceps that bulged and twitched every time he moved.  He was wearing a tight white tank top and loose khaki cargos and looked like the all-American poster boy.  His eyes sparked when he saw me, and I swear he looked me up and down with a cocky smirk.  And despite the fact that he was closer to my kids’ ages than he was mine, my tummy shivered with feelings that I had long forgotten.

****

I moved out of the way to usher him into the living room, and his musky cologne tickled my nose as he passed by me.

“I’m Cory,” he introduced himself with a wink.

“I’m Alisia,” I replied.

“Nice to meet you.  I hear you are in need of some service?”

I guess my eyebrows flew up at his innuendo because he started chuckling nervously.

“I mean, well, what I meant was, lawn service.  Mow your yard.”

I laughed and patted him on his bulging bicep.  I could not stop myself from squeezing it lightly.

“You work out,” I smiled.

“Yeah, landscaping helps me stay in shape,” his tanned cheeks flushed slightly pink.

“I can see that,” I was almost embarrassed by my forthrightness, but at that point, I had nothing to lose, and he was damn sexy.

I escorted him through the house, and we walked around the yard including the small pool.  He quoted me a very reasonable price and said that they could make it work weekly.  I was excited not to have to mow again, and I signed his contract that afternoon.

After he left, I phoned Suzanne, giggling like crazy.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” she laughed.

“You should see my new yard boy!” I cackled.

“Oooo, did you find yourself that horse?”

“I don’t know yet, but give me some time.”

The next day turned out to be his first visit, and I gave Suzanne a call as soon as he showed up.  She swooned when she saw him, and we both nearly dropped our wine coolers when he stripped off his tank top to start mowing.

His biceps did indeed bulge while he worked, and his so did his back muscles.  His abs were almost perfectly cut, and the deep V of his torso just peeked out over the waistband of his low-slung shorts.  His skin was smooth and deeply tanned, with just a smattering of chest hair.  The dark sunglasses and blonde hair just perfected the image.  As he sweated in the sun, his skin started to glisten, and Suzanne kept poking my ribs with the point of her elbow.

“Damn girl, you have got to sign me up with this service,” she whispered as she popped another wine cooler.

“You live in an apartment,” I reminded her with a giggle.

“So?  They can service something at my place…”

Our uproarious laughing caught his attention, and he shut the motor off.

“You ladies okay?”

I waved my fingers at him, and he returned to his work.

“I’m coming over every Sunday,” Suzanne threatened.

He finally finished working, and we pouted when he left.

The next week, Suzanne was running late, but Cory showed up right on time.

“Ma’am,” he greeted me with a cocky grin.

“Please don’t ma’am me, that makes me feel like my mother,” I ran my fingers down his arm.

Suddenly, as he started to pull his tools out of the pickup truck, the skies opened up, and it started pouring.  He grabbed a backpack, slammed the door closed, and we made a break for the house.  We were both dripping wet and laughing as I closed the front door.

“Now what?” he looked around expectantly.

“I can get some towels for us to dry off.  And you can borrow some clothes; I think I have some that will fit.”

I tiptoed delicately over the carpet so as not to leave too much water behind, and returned with two towels plus a tee shirt and some running shorts for him.  He stood there for a long moment until I realized he wanted to change.  I turned around and heard the rustling of clothing.

“Ok, we’re good,” he finally said.

I turned around, and my eyes widened when I saw how snug the tee shirt was and how short the shorts were.

“A little revealing, hmm?” I giggled.

“A little,” he laughed.

“So now what?” I did not want him to leave.

“Maybe I can hang out and do some homework or something, see if this lets up.”

“Sure thing, you can use the kitchen table.”

Once he got all set up, I tossed our wet clothing in the dryer, made us some sandwiches, and sat down next to him at the table.

“What are you working on?”

“Statistics,” he groaned.

“Maybe I can help, I’m an accountant.”

I leaned over to see his papers, and my breast brushed his forearm.  I felt him tense, but he did not pull away.  As I leaned further over, both of my generous breasts were now pressed against his bicep and forearm.  I was trying my best to focus on the papers he had spread out in front of him, but my eyes kept drifting downwards to the twitching in his shorts.

He started shifting in his chair but obviously could not adjust himself with me leaning over him.  I turned slightly towards him so that not only was I pressed against him, but now he had a great view down the front of my tight tank top.  It felt like my tits were going to pop right out of their shirt and I watched as the twitching in his shorts became swelling.

“Cody?  Are you okay?” I let my fingernails tickle his arm.

“Y-Yes, ma’am,” he stuttered, trying to look anywhere but my tits.

“I don’t know about that, you seem a little tense to me,” my fingernails still tickled his arm.

“Maybe,” he admitted.

“Do you need some help relaxing?”

He looked me square in the eyes for a long moment, and then leaned in and kissed me hard.  His hand slid up to grip my breast firmly, and I let my tickling fingers wander down to his inner thigh.  As they crept up higher towards the hem of the shorts, he squirmed more in the chair.  He broke the kiss, gasping for air.

“Alisia?” he looked just a little nervous.

The borrowed shorts were already tenting noticeably, and when my fingertips grazed the roundness of his balls, he gasped.

“Did you want me to stop?” I asked him softly as I rolled them lightly in my fingertips.

“Hell no,” he grinned.

****

With my heart pounding, I slipped my fingertips into the hem of the running shorts and discovered that he had shed his wet underwear too.  The thin nylon running shorts were stretched tightly over his balls and clinging to his swelling cock.  Now he was squirming intensely as I found his heavy balls with my nails.  I scratched and tickled them lightly until the poor boy was gasping for air and clutching at the edge of the kitchen table.

Still teasing him delicately, I leaned over until I could graze his stubbled jawline with my lips.  I kissed my way back to his ear and let my tongue trace the outer curve lightly.  I had no idea what I was doing, but I thought I would feel a whole lot better about it if the poor guy was beside himself with lust.

“Touch it,” he gasped, his body taut with need.

I giggled, “Touch what sweetie?”

“My dick, touch my dick,” he pleaded.

I forgot that men usually cannot stand to have their balls touched without somehow stroking their cock at the same time.  I rolled the spheres a few more times until his hips started thrusting at my hand.  When I closed my fingers around his throbbing shaft, he groaned loudly, and I could see him relax, just from my touch on his cock.

My fingers moved loosely up and down, stroking him frustratingly slow.  The young man was thrusting wildly into my hand, but I never tightened my grip to give him any satisfaction.  The hem of the shorts was cutting into my wrist as I stroked and I decided it was time to bite the bullet, so to speak.  I released his swollen cock and winked at him mischievously.

“Aw, c’mon,” the poor guy moaned.

His young tanned face lit up brightly when I dropped to the floor between his spread thighs.

“Oh, ok!”

I laughed, “You sure?  I can stop if you’d prefer…”

“Hell, no!”

He wriggled out of the running shorts and his thick cock sprung into view, as eager for attention as he was.  He seemed to be already fully hard, and glistening drops of pre-cum were sliding down his shaft.  I ran my tongue through the salty drops, and he groaned again.

Just then, I heard my front door open and sharp stiletto heels on my hardwood floors.  We both froze in place, him with his shorts on the floor and me kneeling in front of his cock.

“Hi!  Do you remember me?  I‘m Suzanne, Alisia’s friend.”

“H-H-Hi,” Cory stuttered nervously.

“Is she around?”

“Um, yeah, somewhere,” he was stalling until I gave him a sign.

I heard the chair legs scrape against the hard wood and then I saw Suzanne’s legs and heels appear under the table.

“Maybe I’ll just wait for her here.  Whatcha working on?”

“St-St-statistics,” I heard the papers shuffling over my head.

“Well, that sounds dull,” her voice rang with laughter.

“It is,” he admitted, slightly distracted by what I’m sure was an eyeful of her big tits.

“You know, a young man like you should be out with your girlfriend instead of doing homework or mowing lawns.”

She was rambling, and I could not figure out her end game.

“Yeah, maybe,” he did not sound convincing.

“C’mon, a nice little college girl to play with?  I’m sure you could have any number of cheerleaders in their little skirts.”

When she mentioned cheerleaders, I saw his cock twitch, and I had to stifle a giggle.  He shifted slightly in the chair and Suzanne nailed him on it.

“Oh really?  You like cheerleaders?”

“Yeah, I guess so,” he was still very confused and probably very aware of his precarious situation.

“Those tight sweaters and short skirts?”

His cock bobbed again.

“Most of them seem to have nice figures.  You know, I used to be a cheerleader myself,” Suzanne giggled.

More bobbing and twitching.

“And the football players loved me in high school.  I was always up for almost anything.”

Bob and twitch.

“You know,” she whispered conspiratorially, “several times I almost got caught blowing the quarterback in the locker room.”

That time his balls tightened up.

“Oh, they loved it, the thrill of maybe getting caught while I sucked their cocks.”

I was a little surprised at her forthrightness, but Cory really seemed to enjoy it.

“R-Really?” his voice was hoarse with frustration.

“Oh yes, they always came hard.  Well, eventually.”

“What do you mean?”

“I was a huge tease too.  Tickling and teasing and tormenting before finally letting them cum.”

The bobbing and twitching was more than I could handle.  I wanted to play too.  He jumped when my hand closed around his shaft.  I guess he was caught up in her cleavage and her story and had nearly forgotten I was right there.

“Teasing?” he sounded so anxious.

“Oh yeah, using my hands in a light grip, moving them slowly up and down.”

I followed her description to the letter, gently encircling his cock with my fingers and sliding them very slowly up and down his shaft.  His hips shifted and squirmed in the chair.

“You seem to like that idea,” I could almost hear the smile in her voice.

I guess he nodded his agreement because she continued her graphic description.

“Most of them liked to have their balls played with too, you know, tickling and such.”

My fingertips returned to tickle the heavy pair that rested in front of me.  His thighs were tense as my hands played with all of him.

“You were mean,” it was almost a moan.

She laughed, “Probably, but they never regretted it by the end.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because once I got them good and warmed up with the tickling, they would buck so hard as I lowered my mouth around the head of their little cock.”

With my hands still playing, I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock and sucked firmly.  Poor Cory gasped loudly and then tried to cover it with a fake coughing spell.

“You okay there big guy?” Suzanne was faking sympathy, “Maybe I should stop talking about this.”

“No!  I mean, no, it’s okay,” he sounded needy.

“Oh, if you say so.  Where was I?  Oh yes, hands still playing with my mouth around the head of their cock.  And tongue, you have to use your tongue you know.”

I flicked the tip of mine against that sensitive spot just below the head and saw his thighs twitch with self-control.

“Oh Cory, you would not believe how you can make a football player beg with a little teasing,” she chuckled.

“You think that’s a little teasing?” he was surprised and a little nervous.

“Well, some could handle more than others.  Some of them would shoot off at the first touch, but I never went back to them.  I liked the ones that could hold on.”

I kept sucking the head of his cock, letting my mouth take more of him with each stroke until my hand, and my mouth had completely engulfed him in a hot tight slippery tunnel.  My other hand held his balls firmly away from his body, staving off the inevitable explosion.

“I mean,” Suzanne continued, “sometimes I would get them riiiiight there and then stop altogether.”

I followed my instructions again, releasing his balls so they could tighten up against his body and then stroking him fast and firm.  His ass tightened and lifted off the chair and just as I felt that last swelling in the head, I released everything.

He fell back to the chair, and I heard a stifled groan in his throat.

“Cory?  I don’t know if I should continue.  You seem so tense,” Suzanne was acting coy, as though she had no idea that this talk would turn on a college boy.

“N-No, I’m fine,” he stuttered, gripping the sides of the chair tightly as his balls relaxed away from his body.

When I blew cool air across his wet cock, his hips thrust forward, and he wrapped his own hand around his shaft.  I pulled it away firmly and gave him a firm tap on his balls.  He jumped and went back to gripping the chair.

“If you’re sure…  Where was I?  I’m distracting myself,” she laughed.

“St-st-stopping, I think.”

“Oh, yes, stopping when they were right on the edge.  Did you know that you can get a guy right at that moment and then hold him there?  You really can, I promise.  You get him right at that point and then change your stroke.  You only pull outward on his cock, not down.  It’s the down stroke that sends him around the bend.”

I stared at the hard cock in front of me, mesmerized by what she described.  I made fast work of getting Cory right back, stroking fast and sucking wetly until the head swelled again.  This time, when I released him, I tried what she described.  Using a hand over hand method, I pulled outward over and over.  His abs were rippling with concentration, and his thighs were tense with need.  But I just kept stroking outward over and over, as fast as I could manage.

“Cory?” Suzanne broke into my thoughts as I stared at his throbbing cock and tight balls.

He made some kind of grunt but could not formulate words.

“Did you know you could do that?  Tease a guy that badly?”

I heard a rustle so he must have shaken his head.

“You can.  If you keep doing it, he will nearly go mad.  It’s like pulling your dick out of the longest slipperiest pussy you can imagine.  Or at least, that’s what they’ve told me.  He would be on the edge of explosion for however long you hold him there, just a millimeter from cumming everywhere.  All it would take is one tight firm downward stroke…” her voice trailed off as though she was verbally holding him on that edge.

I was still stroking out, amazed that he had not smacked my hands away and just finished the job himself.  I could see his chest rising and falling rapidly as he struggled against the edge of orgasm.

“And then just when you think he can’t take anymore, you suck on his balls,” her laugh was wicked.

I enveloped his swollen balls in my mouth, running my tongue over the tight surface, playing with each one in turn while still slowly stroking outward.

“Then you stop for one long moment…”

I followed my instructions again, still unseen by Suzanne.

“And then, bam, suck him off right then and there before he can really recover.”

And I did.  I enveloped his throbbing hard cock with my warm wet mouth and wrapped my fingers around tightly.  Moving them outward together and then down just once.  And Cory unleashed his pent up frustration straight down my throat.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned deeply and quietly.

Jet after jet shot out of his cock as I stroked his shaft and kneaded his balls.  Finally, I saw his chest and abs collapse down, and I licked him clean.  His breathing was quiet but heavy as he tried to conceal his relief.

“Well sweetie, I should let you get back to your homework.  But maybe we can chat again some other time?”

I saw her legs get up from the chair and walk away.  When I heard the front door close, I slipped out from under the table to look at Cory.  His young tanned face was flushed as he was still panting for air.

“Ma’am?”

“What is it, Cory?” I casually strolled to the fridge to grab us something to drink.

“I don’t think I’ve cum that hard ever.”

I laughed, “So I still got it?”

“Oh fuck yeah.  Between the two of you, I’m surprised I didn’t fucking pass out.”

I popped the tops off the beers and set one down in front of him.

“So you’re not gonna quit the job over this?”

He shook his head in a violent no.

I took a long swig of my beer and looked at the sexy young college man who seemed to be sitting in awe of me.  It was an amazing feeling for this newly single mother of two high schoolers.

****

We finished off a few beers together, and once the dryer went off, he put his own clothes back on and returned the tee shirt and running shorts with a grin.

“Same time next week?” He looked so eager for more play time.

I ran my hand down the front of his shorts with a gentle squeeze, “Maybe we can try something else next time.”

He nodded eagerly, “Anything you want.  Ma’am.”

About thirty minutes after he left, Suzanne showed back up.  This time, I could see what she was wearing, and I knew Cory had to have been going crazy.  Her pale pink tank top was painted on, and she obviously was not wearing a bra.  And Suzanne is generously endowed.

“Hey there,” I tried to act casual.

“Don’t ‘hey there’ me you little slut,” she giggled.

“Excuse me?”

“Oh come on!  I figured out pretty quick what was going on!”

“Really?  Oh my gawd…” my cheeks flushed hot with shame.

“Oh c’mon, that’s why I was saying all that.  To get him all riled up and to help you along.  I wish you could have seen his face, though.  He was so nervous that he was going to get caught.  But he was loving every minute of it too.”

I laughed, “Seriously?”

“Oh hell yeah, having me talk dirty to him while you sucked him off?  He was so turned on and terrified at the same time!”

I had to sit down I was laughing so hard, “I had no idea that you knew I was there.”

“Is he coming back?” Suzanne seemed very eager.

“Yeah, I think so.”

“Maybe next time we can switch,” she winked at me.

“I don’t know if I can talk like you were doing.”

“Hmmm, we’ll figure something out.  I don’t want to get all worked up each time with nothing to show for it.”

I chuckled, “It’s not like I actually got anything out of it, if you know what I mean.”

Suzanne winked at me, “Maybe next time we can make use of the pool out there.  Or I can convince him to eat me out on the table while you hide underneath.”

“Hey, I don’t always want to be hiding under the table!  And holy crap, who’s the slut now?”

She laughed, “This summer, we’ll give that boy a lifetime’s worth of fantasies and letters to the dirty magazines.”


24. Cindy's To Do List: The MILF and the Hot Young Neighbor by Sofia Miller

After 10 years of marriage I find my husband in bed with another woman. Two days after I fling all his stuff on the front lawn I get a package hand delivered to me. Yep. Divorce papers. Now a newly singled woman I am ready to get out there and have some fun. I watch my new neighbor shirtless in the front yard but he is way too young for me. Or so I think until he shows up at my door and before you know it he’s helping me cross off the things on my list one by one.

My mind was made up. I looked down at the papers in front of me. I was free. Finally, free. Not that I hadn’t loved my husband at one time or another. It’s just that when you catch your significant other in bed with another woman, It makes all the feelings that you once had disappear. It made it so that everything had changed.

Walking back into the kitchen I stopped at what I saw out the window. My eyes gazed upon perfectly sculpted muscles. The sweat dripped from his back as he lifted a box and carried it inside. My mouth watered at the sight. The basketball shorts that he wore hung from his hips in just the right spot. I could see the deep V in the front that disappeared into the shorts. He was perfection. I watched as two other men came around from the back of the truck. One was a little older than the other two but still way younger than I was. The other two weren’t wearing a shirt, but the one that was older was covered. I know all my dirty thoughts were on my face. I wondered what it would feel like to run my hands across his skin, to kiss down his perfect back.

“Mom. You said you would take me to practice today.”

I turned and sighed at my daughter. “Ok. Let me run upstairs and get dressed. It will only be a minute.”

Julie was my oldest. At 15 she was just learning to drive and told me repeatedly how she would be happy when she got her license so her dad could buy her a car. My youngest Samantha was 10 and at a sleepover. I knew she wouldn’t be home until tomorrow evening. Something about a camping trip. The Johnsons have been friends of ours since before the girls were born and I knew she was in good hands.

“What are you looking at?”

“It seems that we have new neighbors.”

Julie walked over to stand beside me, and I heard the intake of breath. Yeah, they were closer to her age than mine, but my daughter ogling at some men that I was just looking at just didn’t sit right with me. Something was very wrong with that. I shook my head as I moved from the window to head towards the stairs. After throwing on some shorts and a shirt I pulled my hair into a ponytail and headed back downstairs to see my daughter still standing at the window, practice forgotten.

“Maybe we should go say hi. You know, introduce ourselves and welcome them to the neighborhood.” She said it as she looked out the window still, not moving.

“Julie Anne stop looking at those boys and let's go. You have practice remember. You like to tell me how you will get in trouble if you are late so come on.” Reluctantly she pulled herself from the window with a sigh.

“You’re right. Maybe we can go over later.”

I shook my head as I finally pulled her from the house and out the front door. We were just about in the car when I saw him walk over.

“Hello.”

“Hello,” I smiled at him sweetly.

“My names Jake. I am moving in next door.”

“I am Cindy. It is nice to meet you. This is my daughter Julie.”

“I have to say that you don’t look old enough to have a teenage daughter.”

“Oh. Thank you. That is sweet of you to say.” I felt my cheeks begin to burn as the blush crept into them. I didn’t know how I was going to be the sex vixen I wanted to be on my list. I couldn’t even take a compliment from a guy apparently. I felt the heat spread down my neck as he continued to stand there and look at me with a piercing gaze.

“Well, I can see that I got you while you were about to go so I will leave you to it. It was nice to meet you. I am sure I will be seeing you around. I hope.” He smiled and nodded at Julie before turning and walking away.

“Gross mom.” I turned to look at Julie who was giving me a look of disgust before she plopped down into the car.

Slowly making my way into the car, I turned and looked at her then. “What in the world is gross now Julie?” I could never understand teenagers. They were the most confusing human beings on the planet.

“I saw how you flirted with him. I mean really? He’s half your age. And then you were staring at his ass.”

I felt the frown crease into my forehead as I looked over at her. “First of all, watch your mouth. Second of all I was not doing anything bad, and I wasn’t flirting. I was having a completely honest talk with a new neighbor. You have a wild imagination.”

“Yeah. He looked like he wanted to jump your bones right then and there.”

“Really?” My mind swirled then. She had to be wrong. He was just being pleasant and nice to me because he was new to the neighborhood. He wasn’t interested in an old woman like me. Was he?

“Oh my gosh. Can we just get to practice? Don’t forget to write the check for camp. It starts on Monday.”

“It’s in the front of my purse in the little zipper. Go ahead and take it with you today so it’s taken care of.”

She reached into the pocket and pulled out the check then sighed when she saw it.

“I thought dad was going to take care of it.”

I just gave her a smile. “It’s ok. I can take care of it, honey. You just make sure you have fun.”

“I’m sorry mom. I don’t’ have to go this year really.”

“You are so going.”

“But we can’t afford this.”

“Don’t worry about that. I have it covered.” I smiled as she sighed and pulled herself from the car. I had stopped in front of the school five minutes before.

“You know mom you do deserve a little fun you know. If you want to knock boots with the guy next door, then have at it. Dad’s dating someone half his age. Why can’t you? He was obviously into you.” She smiled.

“I don’t think so. As you pointed out, he is way too young. That is the last thing I need in my life right now.”

“I don’t know about that.” She laughed as she winked at me before turning and walking away.

That was the last thing I needed. To be compared to by ex-husband. I wasn’t anything like him. I kept telling myself that all the way home. Both girls would be gone that night and the next. I had the house to myself, and the first thing I wanted was a long shower and a bottle of wine. I wanted to drown my sorrows. I would tell Julie that the camp payment had set me back a couple months. It was something she has gone to every year for the past 7 years. I would not let her miss it. Ever. Samantha would be doing swimming this year as well. Which meant both girls would be gone most of the time during their school break. It felt lonelier than ever knowing then that I would be alone for a lot of the summer. At least I had the pool in the back yard. I smiled when I thought of lazy days out there in the sun and drinking my wine. I got a rush to do just that then.

I quickly stopped by the store and picked up a couple bottles of wine. I would be alone for the rest of the night. When I got home, I noticed that the sun was going to start going down soon. Shrugging I didn’t care. I ran upstairs and slipped into my bathing suit before grabbing a towel. I filled the pail I bought with half the bag of ice I had picked up and threw the rest of the bag into the freezer. Pushing the bottle down into the bucket, I picked up a glass on my way out the back door. I smiled as the warm air hit my skin. This was just what I needed. Some relaxation.

As I got to the pool, I sipped on my drink for a couple minutes before standing and making my way to the edge of the pool. I slowly sank my feet into the lukewarm water. I began walking forward, Sinking into the swirling water more and more. N it came to my waist I dove under and swam to the other side before turning and swimming to the other side. When I came up from the water, I gasped.

Jake, my new sexy neighbor, stood there in front of me smiling with his head cocked to the side.

“Hello, neighbor. I just came over to see if you wanted some company.”

“Oh, huh, sure. Come on in.”

He didn't’ say anything else. He cocked an eyebrow at me before diving under the water and coming up right behind me.

I could feel the warmth from his body as it seemed to radiate to me.

“So where is your husband.’

“I’m divorced.”

“And your daughter?”

“They are both gone right now. What do you want with my daughter.” I turned to look at him then.

“I don’t want anything to do with your daughter. I want you.”

“What?”

“I want you, Cindy. I saw you today, and I can’t tell you the thoughts that went through my mind. Just tell me you don’t’ want it, and I will leave you alone.”

“I…” I couldn’t get my voice to come out. I was standing there looking at him. I couldn’t have drank too much wine yet. I was only on the second cup. Before I could say another word, his lips dropped to mine. I couldn't’ say no if I wanted to and at the first touch, I didn’t want to.

I heard the moan come from my own mouth as he continued to kiss me harder and harder. His hands were soon wrapped around my waist, and he lifted me, carrying me to the steps. It was almost dark as his lips covered mine again and he started to kiss down my neck leaving a trail.

“So you want this?” I looked up at him with wide eyes, confused.

“No. I want more than this. I want to put you on those steps naked and suck your nipples while I sink into your pussy. How long has it been?”

I felt his tongue trace the back of my teeth and beckon mine to join his. I gave him what he asked for and moaned deeply when his hands gripped my ass and brought me up against him even closer still. I felt his cock pressed into me. His hands weren’t smooth but roughened with hard work as they slipped over my ass and the bikini bottoms I wore. I moaned again as he kissed me deeper and harder still. He was no longer beckoning me but demanding and taking from me everything I had. There was no way to not respond. No way to let myself dive into the passions he was evoking with his body. His knee went between my legs to rub against my pussy which was aching with need now, wanting to be filled and plundered. I pushed down, grinding against his knee, needing the release that was suddenly building within me.

“Wrap your legs around my waist.” Doing as he commanded, I felt him press against me even more in this position. His lips were suddenly on my neck and biting the long expanse of skin from my chin to the top swell of my breasts. My moan was long and deep when he sucked my earlobe into his mouth to nibble it. Suddenly my bikini top was flung to the side.

I looked down to see my breasts heaving with the panting I was suddenly doing. My nipples were a deep shade of pink and were hardened into little pebbles. I gasped when he brushed his palm against one. Stepping forward he gathered me close again. Wrapping my arms around his neck, I brought his head back down to nibble his bottom lip then suck it into my mouth. Looking at one another we grinned slightly before our hands started moving.

I didn’t care anymore. I needed some fun. I needed to let go and let myself enjoy the moment. My body was burning with a need so intense that I needed his help to put the fire out. 

Our hands grabbed at his shorts nad my bottoms yanking with a fierceness we both felt. It was like we couldn’t get naked fast enough. His cock sprang forward, and I grasped it sighing with the feeling of my hands wrapped around it. I felt his chest brush my nipples causing another groan to escape my lips.

When we were both standing there completely naked, he grabbed my shoulders before pushing me back against the side of the pool. He followed me then and leaned over me as he took my nipple into his mouth. He nibbled and sucked at it until it was painfully stiff and then gave the other one the same kind of attention he gave the first one.

“I love your tits. I could stay just like this. Sucking on your nipples and hearing your moan. It makes my dick get harder and harder.”

My hands dipped into his hair to grip his head. I pulled him closer as he gave attention to my breasts. He moved me to the stairs then and laid me so that I was half in and half out of the water. I felt him push my legs wide apart, and then he nestled his hips there. I felt him rise away from me , and I whimpered with the feeling of loss. He came back a minute later, and I watched as he stroked his large cock. It was ready to give me what I wanted, and I grinned up at him before biting my lip. I looked down at his cock again and felt a shudder of need course through me. It was large and erect, and I felt myself grow even wetter just thinking of what he was planning to do with it. He sank down between my legs again and nudged my opening with the head. I moaned and tried to push upwards to take him inside me. His fingers were on me first, though. I felt him slide his finger along my slit picking up my juices along the way. I was writhing with need by now. He rubbed my clit before sinking a finger inside me. Another finger quickly joined the first, and I heard him moan. 

“Oh dear god. You are so fucking tight.” His forehead touched mine, and he panted and then he was slowly sinking inside me. Nothing else was said as I took him in inch by inch. I felt my walls stretching to accommodate his size. It had been so long I thought I was going to pass out with the rapture that I felt with the invasion. My body was building, and the sensations quickly ran through my body causing goose bumps to pop up all over my body. 

I could tell that he knew he needed to be careful. I hadn’t had sex in so long that my walls were tight as hell. If he didn’t be careful, he would lose it and then fuck me like a madman and probably hurt me. My warmth enveloped him, and he panted with the exertion it took to stay in control. When he was completely inside me, he exhaled the breath he had been holding and looked at me. I laid there with my eyes closed and my mouth slightly parted. I could feel the heat in my cheeks as I looked up at him to see him staring at me. 

He gave me a minute to accommodate myself to his size and then he began to move. Slowly he moved within my and I felt the slow ache began in the pit of my stomach. It was an old feeling that I had missed. Sure I got myself off every once in a while, but nothing was like having sex. I moaned when his pace picked up, and he was taking me faster.

He turned us then so that I was leaning forward and then he sank back into me again, slamming into me so hard I almost fell forward.

“Hold on baby.” He slammed into me harder and harder.

He got faster and faster making me moan and groan, searching and seeking for my impending orgasm. He began a rhythm of slow and easy and then a few quick and hard thrusts before going back to slow and sensual. He was driving me mad, and I didn’t know how much more I could take. Finally, he had mercy on me and started thrusting hard and fast. The scream that escaped from my lips echoed around us. I could never remember having such a large orgasm in my life. I felt him shudder above me before stiffening and letting go with his own release.

We both sat on the stairs for a few minutes before he looked over at me and smiled.

“What do we do now?” I looked at him with the question. “I mean I don’t want a relationship or anything. I am just now getting through a divorce.”

“Look how about this. How about we just have fun right now. How about we explore each other and enjoy it. Don’t’ make it anything serious. I am sure you have some things you have never tried before. I know I do. We can do them together.”

My eyes widened at him. Did he know about the list? I smiled slowly. “Well, I do actually.”

“Like what?”

“Well, I kind of have a list.”

The smile spread across his face then. “I knew you were the one for me. Let’s see this list shall we?”

“Well, I don’t really have it written down yet.”

“Ok. How about this. You take tonight and write it down. When are your girls going to be home?”

“Not until Monday for Samantha my youngest. Julie will be back Sunday night, and then she leaves for camp on Monday. Samantha starts going to her father's every other week starting next week.”

“Good. I mean not that I want your girls gone or anything. I would love to get to know them. But you can take tonight to write up the list while I unpack a few things and then we can start tomorrow.”

“OK.”

“Alright, beautiful. I will see you tomorrow then.” He kissed me again deep before standing and leaving.

The next day I had just woke up when I heard the doorbell ring. Thinking it was the package with Julie’s new uniform in it, I went to the door and opened it without thinking. There stood a smiling Jake.

“Hello. I was just coming to see if you had the list.”

“Oh. I haven’t finished it yet.”

“Let me see what you have. I want to plan something for tonight.”

“Ok. Come in please.”

He followed me in. I didn’t know how I felt about this. The night before I had spent a lot of time thinking about what I was doing. I still didn’t fully comprehend what happened the night before. I knew it was good, though. Really good. I also knew that I wanted more. I didn’t want to stop. I had made a deal with myself. I was going to do the things I wanted to do. Things that I never thought of doing with my ex-husband. Then again he didn’t have time to do any of them anyway towards the end.

I handed the piece of paper to him and watched as his face split into a smile.

“Whipped cream?” His eyebrows rose then. “Ok. I got it. How about dinner tonight?”

“Oh. Ok.” I didn’t think I wrote dinner on the list, but I shrugged. What the hell.

“Good. I will pick you up at 7. Where a dress, preferably short and nothing underneath it.

My eyes widened as he smiled before turning and leaving.

That night I wore the short black dress that I had bought for the Christmas party last year. Roy had told me that it was too short and made me look trashy so I never wore it. Tonight would be different, though.

I opened the door, and Jake’s eyes looked at me appreciatively. “That is one dress. You look amazing. So amazing that if we don’t leave I’m going to bend you over that couch and fuck you into next week.”

I felt my breathing quicken. I didn’t know if it was his words or the way he was looking at me like he was going to eat me alive. Either way, it was too much. I quickly made my way from the house and shut the door behind me. As I turned to lock the door, I felt his hand make its way down my stomach and under my dress to rub my pussy lightly.

“Glad you don’t’ have anything on under. It will make it easier.”

“What?” I said in wonder.

“You will see.”

Dinner was perfect, and as we got back in his car, I smiled at him. “Where to now.?”

“First, I want you to raise up and push your dress around your waist.”

I did as he said and saw that the dress no longer covered me. He smiled as he looked down.

“Spread your legs wide now.”

My eyes widened as I looked at him.

“I want you to sit Indian style so that you are completely open for me.”

Biting my lip I slowly did as he commanded and looked down to see myself wide open. His hand slipped between my legs and then he was rubbing my pussy as he began to drive. I knew that if we got too close to people they would see. We rose up beside a large truck then, and I know the guy got an eye full of Jake’s hand diving into my pussy as his fingers entered me to stroke me over and over. The thought of someone seeing us made it even more thrilling. I would never have thought that but it did. As we pulled away from the light, I felt myself come close to the orgasm again, but he pulled his hand from me.

“We’re here.”

I looked up at the huge sign. We were at the stadium. Before I could think about what was happening, he pulled me into the stadium and down the hall. It seemed that everyone we passed knew him and said hello. He finally took me out onto the field and then on into the dugout.

Before I could say a word, he kissed me and say down, bringing me over him and then down on top of him. I hadn’t even noticed that he had opened his pants as he kissed me. I felt him fill me completely. I looked around then, shocked that we were in a stadium having sex. The fear of getting caught mixed with my desire and placing my hands on his shoulders I let him guide me as I fucked him. I moved up and down on his cock pushing hard and fast. We were both panting and I felt the orgasm coming again. As my body continued to slam into him, he unzipped my dress and took a nipple deep into his mouth. He sucked it hard sending sparks of need straight to my already wet pussy. He rose and bent me over at the waist, coming into me from behind. He slammed into me hard and fast until we both screamed with our release. He continued to move inside me still. I felt my body tremble with the release. It wasn’t enough though because he continued to slam into me again and building his pace again he was soon fucking me in a frenzy as I orgasmed for the second time. When I didn’t think I could take anymore, he slipped from inside me.

Taking my hand, he smiled at me as we made our way from the dugout. Looking up I saw as people were beginning to come into the stands for the game. That with the slick feeling of what just happened between my legs made my cheeks go bright red again. My breathing was still rapid from the sex, and my body was trembling.

We made our way from the stadium, and he pulled up outside his house. He looked at me with another grin.

“Come on. I have another thing on your list planned for tonight.”

I followed him inside the house and was amazed at how beautiful it was. Without a word he unzipped my dress and took my hand. After removing his clothes, we stepped into the bathroom and then into the shower. He took his time watching us both, kissing me and touching me in all the right spots to make me moan with desire. I wanted him again already. My body was warm with need again when we stepped from the shower, and he took me to what must have been his bedroom.

“Lay down. I will be right back.”

“I nodded and did as he commanded. Before long he came back. In his hand was a can of whipped cream. He squirted it onto his hand and then came over to where I was. I felt the coldness from the cream on a nipple and then the hot velvet warmth from his mouth as he sucked it off. I could think as he continued to run the cream over my body and then I felt his hands on my legs as he opened me to him and the whipped cream. His mouth licked along my pussy and sank inside me. I felt the cold cream on my clit, and I almost jumped when his tongue licked me before sucking my clit into his mouth. The harder he sucked the more noise I made. I felt two fingers sink into me then as he repeated the process on my clit. Finally unable to take it anymore I exploded onto his tongue.

I felt like a thousand fireworks went off inside me. It was almost more than I could take as my orgasm hit full force. Slowly I opened my eyes to look up at him with a smile.

“That’s two off your list. Next weekend we will try for two more.”

“Wow. Ok.”

“Now get some sleep.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m going to be waking you often tonight so I can fuck you. You are going to need that rest by the time I’m done. When I let you go home tomorrow, you will be thankful and happily sore baby.”

I sighed with a smile as again doing what he said I rolled over and closed my eyes. I felt him curl against me as he slept himself.


25. Bachelorette Auction: The MILF and the Young Millionaire by Riley Davis

I hate the idea. The last thing that I want is to be on display for hungry eyes. Even if it’s for a good cause. Yet I like the way I look in my little black dress. But no one is going to pick me. Until there is this boy who says sweet things and sets my heart racing. What can he really do? I find out sooner rather than later. And since the night is still young, anything is possible.

“This is not going to work.”

I stood in front of the full-length mirror. Twisting my head over my shoulder, my eyes scanned the blue beaded dress that came to rest just above my ankles. The garment hugged my body in all the wrong places, and I started to fumble with the zipper when Chloe grabbed my shoulders and forced my gaze back into the glass.

“It looks fabulous,” she assured me. “You’re just not wearing the right bra.”

“Or the right everything else,” I said. “Besides isn’t it… don’t you think it reads a little young?”

“Oh I’m sorry,” Chloe smirked. “Are we treading into caftan territory?” Rolling my eyes as I swatted her arm away, I flopped back on my bed.

“Cute,” I scoffed. “But you’re not too far off.”

It was a fool’s errand to be sure. And somewhat medieval to boot. But the girls in the front office had practically squealed at the idea of a bachelorette auction when it came to the annual fundraiser. Of course, they relished the opportunity of the highest bidder paying for the privilege to take them out for a night on the town. They said it was for a good cause, but most definitely wanted something else.

And as the senior stateswoman of the group, I’d be lucky to bring in a hundred bucks and get a burger at the Blue Mist Diner.

“You never give yourself enough credit,” Chloe said. “And there are men who want a more mature woman.”

“Maybe someone with dentures and a cane,” I said. “So maybe I’ll get a trip to an early bird special for my troubles.”

“Let’s see what else you have hidden in here.” Chloe dove into the closet, and I glanced out the window. Why did this have to happen at the height of the summer? Were it winter, maybe I could get away with a shawl. But if I was going to keep from sweating under the unflattering lights, I’d have to opt for something sleeveless. And I hated my arms.

“Don’t you have a little black dress?” Chloe asked as she tossed a paisley skirt and a cream colored shell over her shoulders.

“Maybe,” I muttered. “But it still won’t look---”

“Now hold up!” Propping up on my elbows, I lost sight of Chloe until she popped back into view with the desired dress in hand and a crooked smile crossing her face.

“Where have you been hiding this number?”

Black and short and far too low cut to wear to work, I searched my mind for when and why I’d bought the dress and started to shrug Chloe off when my mind fixed on the memory, and I bolted away from the bed.

“Not happening,” I said as I tried to snatch the dress away from her hands.

“What’s the big secret?” Chloe teased.

“That was something for Daniel,” I said. “My last gasp at hanging on to him.”

“And he turned it down?” Chloe asked. “Babe, you must have killed in this.”

“Guess I couldn’t compete with the co-ed between his legs.” The soap opera fan in me wished that I had actually found them in bed so I could fling a glass against the wall and tear her bleached blonde hair out by its roots. But Daniel preferred to slip me the divorce papers across a dinner table and simply say that it was time for a change.

“Hope you ordered the priciest items on the menu and made him leave the tip,” Chloe said.

“I wasn’t that cool,” I said. “Just got drunk and went home to a pizza and come cookie dough ice cream.”

“That sounds fun, too!” Chloe chirped. “Don’t look so down.”

Maybe I should laugh. It was never going to last. The man had looked like a deer in headlights the second he recited his vows. And then he found a sweet young thing that would never ask him to put a ring on it.

“The pizza was hot,” I said.

“Same can be said for you,” Chloe said as she pulled me to my feet and held the dress against my frame. “Let’s have a look.”

Sighing as I stripped, I stepped into the little black number. Surprisingly it still fit in all the right ways. The skirt flared out over my thighs, my knees, and I did a little turn as Chloe clapped her hands.

“Daniel was an idiot to pass this up,” she said. Patting her shoulder, I sighed but still avoided the mirror.

“I… the dress does look good,” I murmured.

“Show up looking like that, and you’ll put all those young girls to shame.”

I started to tell her that she still had it wrong when I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. This dress accentuated the good bits and concealed the parts that made me want to crawl into a hole and never come out. I flipped my hair over my shoulders and smiled as Chloe hugged me from behind.

“Who’s the prettiest girl up for sale?” she whispered as she sighed into my neck.

My tongue was like sandpaper, and I found it hard to nod my head when I pushed away and looked closer. I wasn’t half bad; maybe Daniel was the fool for not realizing as much. Tucking a few loose strands of my hair behind my ears, I turned on my bare heel and winked at my friend.

“Maybe it is me,” I said. “Sort of feels strange saying as much.”

“Sounds just right to me,” Chloe countered. “”Now let’s find you a pair of shoes so you can knock 'em dead.”

The community center was decked out with faux flowers and strips of metallic ribbon meant to resemble magical curtains. What was behind door one or two was hardly the question; it was whether or not the façade could hold out without tearing at first touch.

“Olivia?”

I whipped my head over my shoulder at the sound of Kristin’s voice. Tall and lean with short dark hair that never looked out of place, she still smiled and seemed to size me up like I was a fresh discovery in the wake of her unexpected safari.

“In the flesh,” I said. “Here to raise a lot of money.” I did not include the word try. I suddenly felt so sure of myself in the best dress and on account of the curls that Chloe spun into my hair.

“You hardly seemed this excited when we were in the planning stages,” Kristin challenged. I watched her turn just far enough around to show off her ass barely hidden under a tight pink skirt. Maybe there was a time when I would have dared for such a look without fear. But even in my younger days, I wouldn’t have had so much cellulite creeping just under the hem.

“Well I’m looking forward to this now,” I said. Kristin smirked and hurried off, leaving me on my own as the crowd started to fill the room. Too many men with their wives; so this was going to be a pity party and nothing else. At least we would raise funds for the school, and I took some small joy in that fact when the sound of someone clearing their throat raced up my spine.

“She sure took off like a shot in the dark.” I turned my head to see a tall man with dirty blonde hair and bright blue eyes. His nose was long, and his smile featured a set of perfect white teeth locking together in a flawless pattern. My knees knocked together when he curled his lips over those teeth and pushed his palms into his pockets.

“Excuse me?” I muttered.

“Your friend,” he answered as he pointed in the direction of Kristin’s departure.

“She’s not my friend,” I quickly corrected him. “Coworker. Like someone you have to smile at if you want to keep the steady pay and the medical benefits coming in.”

I expected the stranger to nod and sympathize with my plight. No doubt he had his own stories to tell. I envisioned him toiling behind a counter and trying to earn a commission by getting boys with more money to wear knockoff designer duds. Bet he borrowed the suit and vest combo along with the paisley tie for the event.

So the only question that remaining was why the hell was he here?

“You don’t have to put up with it,” he continued. “Why not give her a piece of your mind and like let the chips fall where they may?”

I barely stifled a laugh at the absurdity of the idea. He joined in with a giggle of his own, and I was prepared for him to stay that I had a point when his blue eyes narrowed.

“Life’s too short, sweetheart,” he said. “Never know what might happen if you take a chance.”

Just like that, I sensed that I had sized him up wrong. He was only talking like this because he didn’t have to worry where his next meal was coming from. Maybe the clothes were his purchased on Mommy and Daddy’s dime. I rolled my eyes and started to turn away when he grabbed my wrist.

“What the hell do you think you’re…?” My voice trailed off as one long finger traced a path up my arm. When his touch neared my elbow, I shuddered and imagined a world where I could buy a boy like him for the night and make him do anything and everything that I wanted most.  I started to speak when Kristin called me towards the stage.

“Excuse me,” I said as I reluctantly left his hold. “But my public is waiting.”

“Wouldn’t want to deny the people all this.” Taking a step back, he framed me with his long fingers and smacked his lips on the back of a sigh.

“Bet you’ll go to the highest bidder,” he continued.

“I don’t know about that.” Turning on my heel, I took the place at Kristin’s side. A girl like her lived for the spotlight even as she spoke of the good that the money would do for the school’s need for a cleaner courtyard and better benches. Not that the kids would do anything but scribble dirty words under the wood in the end. But maybe the thought counted for something.

“Thanks for coming out, ladies and gents!” Kristin squealed. “We’re here to bring a lot of green into Westwood High. And just look at the pretty girls you get to choose from!”

Standing at the end of a line of five other girls, I felt foolish despite the little black dress and wished I had called out sick or never agreed to this at all. The single fathers in attendance drooled over my young, taut coworkers, and I felt like a rock out of place in a garden as I ducked behind the curtain and spied a small bed that had obviously seen better days. Why couldn’t we at least have done this at the school so I could run back to my office for a quick dose of liquid courage? Drinks flowed freely in the community center, but I didn’t have a chance to take a taste when Kristin called my name.

“We are raising more cash than we ever could have hoped for!” she shrieked as the room erupted in applause. “And now… here’s Olivia.”

She spoke my name like an apology, and it took all of my strength to toss my shoulders back and march down the makeshift catwalk like a piece of meat on parade. The sound of the claps lightened, and I sighed under the spotlight when Kristin began the bidding at twenty-five dollars.

Every other girl got to start her show at fifty. It was a subtle swipe, and I knew it. Wanting to scratch her eyes out for the insult, I held my ground and listened as twenty-five turned into fifty followed by a hundred.

And then… nothing. Who the fuck was I kidding? Divorced dads and big brothers with some cash to burn knew better. Everyone wanted a chance at the pretty young things, and I was almost ready to run off and bury my head in a red velvet cake when a strangely familiar voice rang out from the far side of the room.

“Ten. Thousand.”

Everyone gasped, And I followed suit. I couldn’t have heard it right; it had to be a prank. Yet I still peered in the wake of the harsh spotlight hanging over my head and felt my lips swirl into a small, curious smile when I saw the source of the sound.

It was the boy who could suggest quitting because he had something brimming in his back pocket. Was he simply trying to look important or have some fun at my expense?

“Come again?” Kristin asked. She seemed to want it to be the latter so she could pat my shoulder and get back to double digits. Maybe she was on to something. At this point in my life, I shouldn’t have to be on display when the stranger slid a leather sheath out of his pocket and waggled his eyebrows.

“Will you take a check from Peter Murphy?”

A low roar rushed over the room, and my mind took all of two seconds to click to a point of understanding. This was the wunderkind from two towns over who had scored a fortune with an app that let people design meals before selecting the best restaurant in a ten mile radius. Something so simple had earned him a fortune.

Did he really want me?

“Mr. Murphy,” Kristin stuttered. “I… that’s a lot more than we were expecting this evening.”

“So be grateful that you saved the prettiest girl for last.”

As he handed the check over and took my hand, I hardly minded being labeled a girl. Something about it seemed oddly sweet, and the sight of Kristin’s fire engine red blush only added to my pleasure. Taking Mr. Murphy by his arm, I seized her microphone with my free hand and smirked.

“Sold,” I said. Letting the microphone fall to her feet, I walked out on the handsome boy’s arm. Had a captain of industry truly picked me? Maybe the dress was more than something special, and I longed to see what he would do with it as we stepped into the dark of night.

Peter led me to his car, and my body buzzed at the feel of his fingers pressing into my sides. He rubbed a sensuous circle into the black dress, and I suddenly wanted nothing more than to be naked so I could feel his hand meeting my flesh.

“But wait,” I whispered. His body stiffened, and I twirled around to face him. My hands were on his cheek, and I watched his lips part with the beginning of a question.

“And don’t speak.”

Kissing him quickly, I melted into the feel of his tongue pushing past my teeth, and the light sound of his moan caused my legs to tremble. He steadied my stance with his hands on my hips, and I when I broke away for a breath, I saw his blue eyes sparkling in the moonlight.

“So are we starting the date right now?” he asked. His long fingers traced my breasts threatening to plunge through the black lace, and as his touch crept closer to my heart, I clasped his wrist and pushed his palm closer.

“Maybe it’s your dime,” I purred. “But don’t you want to get your money’s worth?” The sound of his laughter caused me to sway into his chest. I might have fallen if one arm didn’t lock around my waist. His free hand trailed up my skirt, and I sighed as he stroked my thigh and placed a soft kiss on my hair.

“This way then.”

Before I could ask another question, he hoisted me into his arms. Winding my arms around his neck, I clung to his strong frame and wondered where we were going when he turned the corner and kicked open a small red door.

“Back inside?” I asked in a breathless voice. “Don’t tell me your shy?”

“Hardly,” he said as he bit down my neck. I stifled a scream and struggled to adjust to the shadows when I spied the narrow bed again and did a quick double take as I gripped his collar.

“We’re… this is just behind the stage,” I murmured. “Why the hell is this even---?”

“Kids did a play or something,” he smirked.

“And how do you know that?” I asked.

“Make it my business to know where I’m going,” he said. “Glad that they hardly struck the set.” Peter silenced my next question with another kiss, and I fell back to the thin sheets as he shot a quick glance through the hole in the thick curtain before he fell to me side.

“Here,” he said.

I curled into the paltry mattress and almost wished that I could just get back home when Peter planted his knees against my thighs and fingered the lace just concealing my breasts.

“Don’t you think someone will hear us?” I nervously asked even as I instinctively reached for his collar and pulled him close for another kiss. His mouth quenched my parched lips, and our tongues swirled together when he moved up the side of my face and pressed a husky whisper into my ear.

“Depends on how loud you are,” he said. “I can keep quiet. Think you can do the same?”

His challenge lit a fire under my soul, and I pushed him back to his knees. Peter’s paisley tie unraveled around my quivering fingers, and I started to play with the buttons of his vest when he helped me along to reveal a taut chest lined with just the right amount of silky hair.

Was it manscaped or just him?

“You really want to test your luck?” he asked. My fingers drifted down his toned lines, and when I found his naval, warm and heaving over his stomach, I bowed down for another kiss. Surrounding his skin with my tongue, I felt his chest moving in time with my desperate licks, and my hand worked its way past his belt.

No mistaking the bulge in his pants for the real thing; this was all him.

“Do you want to test yours?” I shot back. Our eyes locked as he nodded his head, and I slowly lowered his fly. His cock sprang forth as if it was pushing through a velvet curtain and ready to take a bow. With just one touch I could tell that he was worth the most thunderous applause, and I slowly licked the underside of his strong shaft.

“Didn’t take you for a tease, Olivia,” he groaned as he planted his hands on my shoulders. His veins bubbled against my tongue, and I felt his slacks slide away from his hips. He felt just as firm there, and I stroked his sides and let my fingers creep around towards his tight ass. Peter’s flesh melted against my hands, and I gasped at the feel of his cock growing larger inside my mouth. As my throat opened wide to take more of him in, I lost track of where his mouth began and my body ended. His pulse made me dizzy, but I suckled him harder, faster. Only a light whimper left his lips as his lust started to dot my tongue.

And suddenly I could think of only one way to truly make him scream.

“Christ,” he muttered as I pulled back and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. My heavy breathing matched his as our eyes locked, and I took some small joy in his frustration.

But somehow he kept his screams at bay.

“I’m the one that paid for this,” he said as he tilted his head and lifted one eyebrow. “Remember?”

“How could I forget?” I whispered. “You made quite a show of it.”

“And I’m going to get my money’s worth.”

I was ready for him to gather me into his arms when he forced to my feet and snapped his fingers.

“Lose the threads,” he ordered.

“Don’t you like the dress?” I asked as I played with the hem of my skirt.

“Think I’d like what’s underneath a hell of a lot more.”

The gleam in his eyes made me bold, and I reached behind my back for the slim zipper.

“Pretty sure I paid for that, too,” he said as he moved closer and turned me around. Peter buried his head in my hair, and I bit down on my bottom lip as he kissed up and down the length of my neck. His hands cradled my breasts as he used his teeth to force the zipper down.

And his kisses trailed down my spine until he reached the black lace panties that felt just right.

But without them…

“Hold up,” I demanded. Whipping around, my body nearly bare, I started to conceal my curves with my arms when he stretched towards me and kissed my shoulders.

“Don’t keep it hidden away,” he said. “You look…” When he seemed to struggle to find the words, I wondered if he wished he’d put his money to better use. Maybe my body wasn’t that bad, but the little black dress carried the illusion of perfection.

The real me was far from it.

“Olivia?” The way he spoke my name caused me to tremble, and I blinked back a few tears. Maybe I would scream when he realized his mistake, but my cries were stifled when he moaned into my breasts.

“You are so fucking sexy,” he growled. For a second I couldn’t be sure if he was truly speaking about me. But his head slipped down past my waist, and I sighed as he showered my thighs with kisses until his lips settled between my legs. He kissed me there and caressed the small of my back. Had I ever been this wet? I didn’t have a chance to decide when he pushed my panties away and dropped deeper into my pussy. My cunt shuddered as he brought my desire to the point of climax, and when I was ready to fall apart in his mouth, Peter was the one to pull back with a lustful grin.

“Don’t stop. I…” I started to smack my hand over my lips when he gave me a quick kiss and nestled his head in the crook of my neck.

“And yet you still didn’t scream.”

“So it’s a draw,” I said. “Are we going to go on like this all night or---?” My voice came to a halt when I heard a rustling just beyond the curtain. People were breaking the room apart, and it would be nothing for someone to move to the back and see me naked in this glorious boy’s arms. I huddled against him and savored his embrace when the sounds grew duller, and Peter nipped at my cheek.

“Close call,” he said. “But then I did like the look of you in front of an audience.”

I pushed back and expected a smirk when his face suddenly seemed in earnest. I swallowed hard as his finger grazed my cheek.

“So why not keep it out by the car?” I asked. “Don’t you want someone to see you fucking the middle-aged broad?” I felt my eyes roll back in my head at the end of the question. Was it because I was too much on point?

Or was it next to impossible to believe that he could need this as much if not more than I did?

“Get back on the bed,” he said in a thick voice.

“Peter, I---”

“It’s my dime.”

Sighing as I fell back to the mattress, I stretched my arms over my head and spread my legs. His fingers fondled my hair, and I was ready for his cock to come quick and fast when he placed a light kiss on my brow.

“And even if you don’t scream, I’m going to know what you really feel like.”

Before I could ask him to clarify and possibly confirm some faint hope, Peter smothered my mouth with a kiss. His cock settled between my legs, and I arched my hips as he crashed into my body.

“How… how do I feel?” I panted. He stayed silent as he throbbed, and I relished the pressure building in my core. My cunt clenched around his length, and I shot up on the edge of my climax to fling my arms around his neck. As I dug my nails into his back, I panted in rhythm with his ragged breaths.

And I started to scream.

“More,” I cried. “I want… you… all of it!”

His cock swirled against my pussy, and I fell into his bare chest. My teeth pinched his sides as he guided me back into the bed, and as I wailed into his hair as my eyes shifted in search of his smile.

“Told you I could make you scream,” he murmured. “I win.” I lingered inside him as he softened and slipped back to my side. The sound of a few giggles from behind the curtain made me blush, but I let them roll off my back as I fell into his arms.

“Why me?” I asked.

“Because you were the only one there for the right reasons,” he said. “Think I got so far in life without lovely ladies letting me off the hook?”

“What does that mean?” My heart came to a stop as he placed one hand just under my breast.

“Means that I never showed up to class on time,” he whispered. “Too busy sizing up restaurants. The ladies that got it covered for me… they were the best. And now… well, here I am.”

The idea of him so sure of himself when he was a true child touched my heart. But it dissolved just as quickly when I felt the man next to me and brushed a few stray hairs from his face.

“Here you are,” I whispered. “In charge of your own destiny.”

“How does it look on me?” he asked.

“Like you were born to the task.”

And I wanted to know more of it. I liked how sure he seemed and how marvelous he felt. But my attempt to speak fell by the wayside when he lifted me away from the bed and helped me back into my dress.

“So is that… is that it?” I asked. “I mean… since you got your money’s worth.”

“And then some,” he said. “But the night is still young.”

What more could he do to me? Would he take from behind and press me against the wall? The idea caused my body to tingle when he simply shrugged his shoulders and grabbed my hand.

“I hear the Blue Mist Diner is good around these parts,” he said. “You want to get a burger with me or something?”

And just like that, something had once seemed like a last supper on the way to the gallows held the possibility of tomorrow in the wake of his words.


26. This is Strictly Business: MILF Sex with The Hot Young Boss by Roxy Rhodes

I’d worked at the corporation long enough to see guys like him rise to the top, over and over...and over the heads of assistants like me, who knew how to do the job, but never got promoted. Now, I had the chance to show this kid, this smart-ass kid, who could be boss. I’m sure they never taught him this in his Ivy League business school classes.

“I can’t believe we have to sit through this again, Jenna.” Marcy leaned over, poking me in the arm as she whispered in my ear. “Each time we get a new account manager we get a new strategy. And a new presentation.”

“Shhhh...this one’s paying attention. Not like old Mr. Burton. You could at least sleep through his presentations. This one...”

This one. I looked up at the man standing at the front of the conference room, at him pointing at the numbers on the screen behind him. David Secrist was young, really young to be an account manager. Too young. There had to be some skeleton in his closet; a family member somewhere in the corporation, a man—or woman—who’d given him a helping hand so he could walk over someone else. Or a helping something else along the way. No one got to this point on just sheer ambition and smarts.

“So, with this new campaign, we’ll be putting in some late hours...”

“I’m sure we will...I know I’d like to put in some long hours. And have him put in something...” Marcy poked me again. Her words were tinged with laughter, and I knew if she kept this up she’d lose control altogether. When it came to men, since her divorce she was hopeless. I couldn’t really blame her; her ex had been a real prick. When she’d dumped him and his abusive ways, she’d discovered that even though he’d told her for years, she was a fat, dumpy bitch, she was, in fact, a curvy beautiful woman. The door slamming as he’d left her had awakened her inner slut.

It occurred to me the room had gone silent. I looked up to see Mr. Secrist, in his corporate suit and tie, staring right at me. Somehow I’d lost track of where I was. I looked down, tried to will him into looking somewhere else.

“Is there something you’d like to add, Ms. Carter?”

Oh, shit. I looked up, found he was still looking directly at me. I cleared my throat. “Well, it’s just...” It’s just that my friend thinks you’re sexy, and I tend to agree. No... “There’s a number that’s off in your projections.”

A murmur ran through the group, the sound of sharks circling the lone swimmer. I was out there on my own. No one at my lowly level—assistant—questioned senior account managers. No one. Even if I knew more than him. But he had a mistake in his presentation. And I decided maybe it was time someone took on one of these wet-behind-the-ears know-it-all kids and let them know that even though I was old enough to be his mom, I knew more than he did. At least in this case. 

“Would you care to give us your interpretation then? Point out my mistake?” The emphasis was on me and I knew I’d gone too far. But it was too late.

“Oh...sure.” I stood up, my knees just a little weak as I walked up to the front of the room. From the back, where Marcy and I had been, so I thought, safely hidden in the dark, Mr. Secrist had looked like any tall, dark and vaguely handsome man. But up close I got to see the deep blue eyes, the straight nose, the full lips. How his dark hair, carefully combed, still managed to look a bit unruly.

“Ms. Carter?”

“Right.” I turned to the screen. It was warm up here, under the one big overhead light From here the numbers looked huge. But I found what I was looking for, pointed, and started to explain. It wasn’t complicated, just a matter of...

When I was finished explaining the room was silent. I turned back to Mr. Secrist, expecting a frown, a disapproving look. But he was smiling. A nice smile, not a condescending one.

“Thank you, Ms. Carter. I appreciate your attention to detail. You can return to your seat. But if you’ll stay after...” He winked. I swear he winked at me. What the hell?

Marcy was practically vibrating with suppressed laughter. I sat down beside her, and she grabbed my arm, leaning close to me. “What does he smell like? You were close enough to touch him...”

“Stop it. I’m under the microscope already. Leave me alone.”

She sat back, but I could hear her beside me, giggling under her breath. I tried to pay attention, tried to focus on the rest of the presentation, but her question rattled around in my head. What had he smelled like? I did know the answer. He smelled...pretty fucking amazing. Spicy aftershave, subtle, not overpowering. Bizarrely, a hint of Sharpie marker. And underneath that...a scent that I knew was him. Brought out by the heat of the overhead light in the front of the room, it was rich, deep...and sexy. If I closed my eyes and took a breath, I could just bring it back.

Then the lights came up, and there was scattered applause. I opened my eyes as Marcy stood up. “Come on. Back to the salt mines.”

“I have to stay...he asked me to stay after.”

“Oh, like a bad girl staying after class?” She giggled again, but I frowned. I already had images of him in my mind that weren’t strictly business, of reaching up to run my fingers through his hair, winding my fingers through it, then grabbing a handful and pulling him down, until he was on his knees in front of me. And then making him do...

“Ms. Carter?”

I jerked my head up. Mr. Secrist was standing at the front of the room. Everyone else was gone. He reached over and flipped on the lights. I blinked, and he laughed.

“Prefer the dark?” He leaned back and flipped them off again. The light went back to the dim lighting of the presentation. The only real light still shone on Mr. Secrist.

“So, Ms. Carter...”

“Jenna, please. My mother is Ms. Carter.”

“Then call me David. My father is Mr. Secrist. And he’s a real asshole.”

I blinked in surprise, but he just smiled, moving to settle himself on the edge of the desk that held his laptop and the projector it was hooked up to. He extended his hand, and I took a few steps closer and took it. His grip was warm and firm, and a few of the images came back, of him sliding off the table, to his knees...I shook my head.

“Okay. David, then.”

“Okay. Jenna, then.” He smiled, and I felt my lips curving upward despite the butterflies in my stomach. But I didn’t want to fall under his spell. I wanted him to know I could be just as tough in my job as he was in his, that just because I was an assistant I wasn’t a pushover. I was damn good at my job, and he was just another new account manager.

“So, you’re pretty quick with numbers.” He gestured up at the screen. “I’ve had three different people look at this presentation, and not one of them caught this.” He looked at me, something passing over expression. I wasn’t sure what that was, that look he gave me, but I was pretty sure it didn’t have too much to do with numbers. But it passed as he straightened.

“You know, this might be easier if we took it back to my office. I have all the supporting documents for this...” He pointed to the laptop. “And I have chairs that are far more comfortable than they have here.”

“Alright.” I watched while he packed up his laptop and briefcase. When he was done, he looked up at me. “I want you to know I’m offering you a position working for me. This isn’t just a short-term project. This is for the long run.”

I stared at him for a minute. I was currently assigned to the float pool—the dead pool, more like—picked at random to work with whoever needed help. It was...okay. Never boring. But I never got to sink my teeth into a real project, get ownership of it, show what I could do. As soon as I got to know who I was working for, what they were doing, I was rotated off to work for someone else. This, working for David Secrist, would give me the chance to get out of the float pool and show what I could do with spreadsheets and earnings statements.

“Then I have one condition.”

We’d started walking down the hall to the elevators. The doors opened, and he pushed the button for the top floor. I’d never been assigned to work with anyone this high up at corporate, either in status or floor level. He must be more than just an account manager. Leave it to this company to keep all of us in the dark.

“And I have my own conditions.” The elevator rose smoothly, quietly. “But not until we get to my office.”

It seemed to take forever to reach the top floor. I wanted to know what his conditions were, if it included a raise, a new office. Of if I was going to have to schlep my stuff up here at his every beck and call. I would have to add those to my conditions, come to think of it.

“Here, this is me.” He pushed open the door to one of the suites. Behind that door was an area for a secretary, where a petite blonde sat. She looked up, gave him a bright smile. He nodded.

“Jenna, this is Ruby. Ruby, Jenna. She’ll be working with me.”

“Jenna. From the float pool.” Her smile had taken on a cold edge, and I knew in a heartbeat I was encroaching on her territory. But I didn’t care. I wanted to get my teeth into my work, sure. But now I wanted to get my teeth into something else. I discovered I wanted David Secrist. And if she thought she was going to have him, well, she had another guess coming.

“Yes. Ms. Carter, if you don’t mind.” I held my chin high, throwing a glance at David. Whatever his relationship was with Ruby, it was clear from his look that it didn’t include everything she wanted. She was just a little girl. No threat to me.

“Jenna, let me show you your office.”

Ah-ha. One condition knocked down. He held the door to a little room to the side. It had a desk, a chair, and a window. I’d never had a window of my own. It seemed indulgent somehow.

“I’m across the hall, obviously.” He pointed over his shoulder. Those doors were double doors, and I knew behind there was where I really wanted to be, for more than one reason. But today, I wanted to make him understand just who he was dealing with...and now, working with.

“Drop your stuff and come find me.”

I put my purse on the desk, took a minute to look out my window and then crossed the hall. One of the double doors stood ajar, and I paused. I glanced at Ruby, saw she was glaring at me. I flashed her a big smile, took a deep breath, and knocked.

“Come in.”

David was standing behind his desk, suit jacket off, loosening his tie. I walked through the door as he looked up. I stopped, then with my foot, kicked the door shut behind me. David’s eyes went wide.

“Is that one of your conditions, that you get to slam my door?”

I walked toward him, my heart thumping in my chest. I’d never been this bold with any man before or any man I worked with, but it was time, time to step up to the boss, show him what I could do. This kid...this fresh-out-of-B-school grad, who thought he had the world by the balls. I wanted to show him life wasn’t really as easy as he’d had it so far. I knew how to do my work, but I could also rock his world in ways he’d never known.

“No. I can slam my own door, if I want. Thank you for the office. I appreciate that, very much.”

David was smiling at me now, standing relaxed with his hands on his hips. “You’re quite the outspoken person, aren’t you? Are you like that all the time? Or just when you think you can take down someone down a notch or two?”

“Do you think that’s what I’m trying to do?” It took all my willpower not to give away that’s exactly what I was going to do. I managed to keep my voice even, keep my eyes on his, not blink under his gaze. For a minute though I got lost in those eyes. They were intense, and they kindled a little burst of fire low between my hips. I felt heat rise, felt my cheeks flush. But I kept smiling at him.

“You know...that door behind you has a lock.”

“Good to know.” I reached behind me, found the door knob and flicked the lock. The click seemed loud in the quiet of the office.

“And now that the door is locked, what did you have in mind, Ms. Carter. Jenna, sorry.” He stepped around behind his desk. It was pretty clear from his smile, the way his eyes drifted just

“I think it’s time you stopped talking and let me show you why you just made the best decision of your day.”

“Really? And that would be bringing you up here to work with me?”

I closed the difference between us, reaching for his tie. It hung loosely around his neck, the knot down past the first undone button of his shirt. I gave it a tug. “That, and what I’m going to do to you, now that the door’s locked.” I gave the tie a sharp tug. “I have a feeling Ruby wouldn’t be too happy if she knew what was going on in here.”

“Ruby has delusions of grandeur. She thinks answering my phone and typing my memos makes her somehow special. It makes her a secretary, not a very good one. But that’s all.”

“But what will I be? Just your assistant?” I wasn’t going to be very happy if he said yes.

“I think you’re already more than my assistant. It wasn’t just because you saw the mistake no one else saw and had the balls to speak up.” He looked down at my hand on his tie. “I’ve had my eye on you since the day I started.”

That was news to me, good news, actually. I pulled him closer, reaching up to pull the knot loose on his tie. I slid it through his collar, then wrapped it around my hand. “That’s interesting. What made me stand out from the crowd? My typing speed?”

We were standing toe-to-toe, my breasts brushing against his shirt. There was definitely something hard and hot rubbing against my stomach. I wiggled my hips, just to make sure. David breathed out a little sigh, his hips rolling against mine. He reached between us, fingers playing with the top button of my blouse. I shook my head.

“Right now, I’m the boss, okay? You do what I say.”

He looked into my eyes and smiled. “It’s that attitude that I noticed. Not your typing speed.”

“Fine, got that cleared up. Now...” I did what I’d imagined in the meeting. I reached up, running my fingers through his hair. It came undone from that perfect corporate look, strands separating into waves that slipped through my fingers. He grinned and then I tightened my grip, jerking his head back. His smile faltered for just a second, but he recovered.

“Okay. You want it like that then? Now what...”

“Down...” I tugged harder, putting just enough pressure on him to give him the right idea. He bent his knees, reaching out on the way to grab my hips. It wasn’t part of my script, but it felt right, so I let him get away with it. For now.

He was on his knees, smiling up at me. That smile alone probably got girls like Ruby to spread her legs for him. I wanted him to work for whatever he could get, whatever I was going to let him have. Whatever I wanted.

“This is strictly business. Nothing personal.” I looked into those blue eyes and wondered if I could keep my word. For now...yeah.

“Whatever you say. You’re the boss, Jenna.”

That made me laugh. “Okay. Then pay attention.” I tugged his hair again, and he gasped. “You do what I say, when I say. Nothing more, nothing less. Understand?”

“Understood.” He grinned, eyes sliding from my face to the rise of my breasts. From his viewpoint they must look pretty lush and full, pushing against the tight fabric of my blouse. They were, and right now they were aching for the touch of his hands, his lips, tongue. But that was for later. Right now...

“Undo the zipper on my skirt.”

He obediently reached behind me, tugging down the zipper. Without asking he peeled it off my hips, letting it fall around my feet. Maybe I’d had a premonition this morning, but I’d put on a pair of barely-there panties, black silk. I watched as David, with a crotch-eye view, took in everything I had to offer. Then he looked up,

“Next?”

“Next. Kiss me.”

“Where...”

“Wherever. But right in front of you would be a good place to start.”

He was already leaning forward, his lips brushing against the skin just above my waistband. I wasn’t quite ready for the jolt those lips on my skin sent through me. I jerked, my hips slamming against his face, my fingers tightening in his hair. A flood of heat washed through me, and I knew my panties were already wet. I heard his laugh against my skin and then the trace of his tongue as his tongue flicked out, tracing a circle on my skin. If I was going to get this hot from one kiss, then I needed to move this along.

“Okay...that’s great...” My voice came out in a hoarse whisper. I took a breath. “Okay. Panties off.”

His fingers slipped beneath the elastic, easing them down my thighs. His lips followed until I tugged his head away. I wiggled my hips, letting the panties whisper to the floor. I shook one foot, getting free of my panties. Then I slid one foot to the side, giving David a clear view of me and everything I had to offer.

His hands moved slowly, very slowly, up my legs, caressing the backs of my thighs, then moving up to my ass. He was getting ahead of me, moving a little faster than I was prepared for. I had no idea he was going to do this to me. Time to take control...

“Stop. Undo your zipper, pull your pants down. I want to see you. I want to watch you.”

I mourned the loss of his hands on my ass. He had just started exploring the crease where my thighs met the curve of my ass. I wanted his hands there, but later, on my terms.

He smiled, then leaned back as he undid the zipper on his pants, then the button. He untucked his shirt, undoing the last button or two. It wasn’t enough; the fabric fell back, covering the view.

“Take off your shirt.”

“Yes, ma’am.” The buttons came undone quickly, and he pulled the shirt off. The crisp white cotton gave way to muscular arms, a broad chest, and a flat stomach. And below the wonderful smooth flat space below his navel rose one of the best erections I’d ever seen. Long and straight and thick, standing at attention. I wanted that, most definitely. And I’d have it, in my own good time. David rolled his hips, an open invitation, his cock flexing, muscles of his thighs tensing. I knew just what that cock would feel like, sunk into my wet snatch. I think I let out a little whimper. David laughed, reaching down to wrap his fingers around his cock.

“No touching, not yet. Hands out in front of you.”

David gave his cock one long caress and then slowly raised his hands in front of him. I took the tie and began wrapping it slowly around his wrists. For a minute his brow creased with confusion. He looked up, a question in his blue eyes.

“Don’t worry. You’ll be able to touch. When I say so. Right now...you only use your mouth, and you only use it where I say.”

His lips curved in a smile. “Yes, ma’am.” His voice was low and soft, but something dark lurked underneath. Whatever that was sent my heart racing into overdrive. This might turn out to be better than I’d ever imagined.

“Kiss me again. And then move lower.”

He leaned forward, and I took a step toward him. His lips found me again, hot against my skin. I waited to see what he’d do, if he had the imagination. And he did.

He also had patience. It took him whole minutes to kiss a line from where the edge of my panties were to the place where he could slip his tongue between my legs. He did it slowly, gently, teasing me until my legs were quivering. I grabbed his hair, not hard enough to make him gasp, but hard enough to let him know I was still in charge. He blew out a hot breath against me, and I whimpered.

His tongue delved into me, finding my clit, circling over and over, just skating the edge, teasing me. Teasing me with his tongue and hot breath, his lips brushing against my shaved pussy. It was heaven and hell, pleasure and torture in the same instant. I rocked my hips once more, my knees giving way so my thighs quivered open. It was supposed to give him the not so subtle hint I wanted more from him. But he refused, or he didn’t understand. Or he’d decided to take matters into his own hands.

I tugged hard on his hair, pulling him away from me—taking away the physical pleasure—but giving me a rush of power as I looked down into his eyes. Looked past his face, down his chest to that beautiful cock, now ramrod straight, pointing up the flat plane of his belly. His thighs were spread, tensed, his hips moving slowly up and back. It was his own invitation, without words, but just as wanton as mine: Let me fuck you...

“In a minute. Finish what you started...and we’ll talk.” My voice had gone low and throaty. David smiled up at me.

“I just think you might have wanted something a little more...” Another flexing of his hips, another thrust of his cock in the air, another glimpse of that rock hard cock rising up from the apex of his muscular thighs. I ran my tongue over my lips. The urge to just lay down on the floor and let him have his way was almost overwhelming. But...I reached out, resting one hand on the desk for balance, then set one high-heeled foot on his shoulder. The heel of my shoe dug into the skin of his shoulder. He grinned at me, and I pressed against him, just a little harder.

“And I said not yet.”

He held my gaze for a moment, and I could see what he wanted, see how hard it was going to be for him, hands tied, to put his face back between my legs. He was weaker than he thought, his self-control being tested here. I smiled, shook my head, pressed just a little harder with my foot. He winced, then nodded.

“You’re the boss.” He leaned forward, his tongue sliding over my clit. This time, there was no teasing, no gentle circling. He used his tongue like a weapon, probing, licking, rubbing...I felt his mouth on me, felt him sucking on my clit. I reached out, grabbing his head, more for balance than anything. My legs were shaking, my body wracked with shudders of pleasure.

“Yeah. Like that. That’ll get you what you want. After I have what, I want...”

The edge of his teeth grazed my clit, and I yelped. He sucked harder, his face buried, his breath snuffling against me. It took only seconds, but each second seemed like an eternity in miniature, full of heat and passion and arousal, each second that left me hanging on the edge, ready to let go, throw my head back and scream at the fluorescent lights overhead.

But he was right; I wanted to come with him inside me, fucking me with that cock of his. I wanted to come all over that big cock, to know what it felt like to have him sliding through all my juicy wetness.

And all it took was one push with the heel of my shoe to tip him over onto his back. He landed with a thud, his head hitting the floor, and for a minute the look of surprise on his face was comical. I laughed, then bit it back, imagining Ruby listening outside the door. Well, to hell with Ruby. This was my meeting, not hers.

“I knew you’d want me. I knew you couldn’t resist.”

“It’s not that...not all that.”

He’d gotten his legs spread out, and I stood between them, looking down at him, at all that smooth skin, those taught muscles. That beautiful cock sticking up, waiting for me. It was that...

“I have another meeting, and I don’t want to be late.”

A flicker of something like doubt, a little flash of uncertainty, was there in his eyes. And then it was gone.

“Well, I wouldn’t want to keep you from your meeting.” He held up his hands. “Do I still need this?”

I nodded. “Yes, you do. Still your mouth...and that nice big cock of yours.”

I sank to my knees, straddling his hips. He held his hands over his head as I lowered myself over him. I reached out, never looking away from his eyes, as I wrapped one hand around him. He drew in a sharp breath, his eyes going wide for just a second. Then I put my weight on him, feeling that first delicious slide of that hot hard cock into my dripping pussy.

I blew out a breath as my ass hit his thighs. God, he was long. I felt like he was in my chest, hot and already throbbing.

“God, you’re tight.”

I smiled. “Thanks. You’re doing great in the compliment department. Keep it up.”

“Your tits look amazing, even though you’re still dressed. Can you do something about that? I want to see them bouncing while you ride me.”

“Maybe next time...” The words were out before I thought about them. But he only smiled, and I thought next time might be different. “Maybe next time you can be the boss.”

“Deal.”

He left his hands over his head, still tied with the tie. I leaned forward, resting my hands on his chest, letting his cock slid out of me. I held him there, just the end of him buried in my pussy. Then I sat back again, slowly, just to feel him filling me up again. I breathed out another sigh.

“Oh, fuck...you’re pretty amazing yourself.”

“Yeah. So I’ve been told.” He flexed his hips, his cock moving inside me. “Am I allowed to do that? I can do that, right?”

I grinned down at him. “Yeah. You can. Go for it.”

Hands beside his shoulders, knees on either side of his hips, I let him pump up into me, over and over, hard and fast. I could hear the sounds, the wet slapping noise as he plunged deeper into me, my ass slapping against his hard thighs.

We were sweating, panting, me on the edge so many times I lost count. And then I came down hard on him, one last time, and I was there, head back, orgasm tearing through me. I ground my hips down on his, over and over, back and forth, circling him, pulling him deeper. He came hard, filling me with heat and wetness. I could feel our juices on the skin of my thighs, on his hips and thighs. It felt amazing, slick and hot, and something I could get used to, very quickly.

Finally, I fell over him, breathing hard. I reached up, undid the tie, and he put his arms around me, holding me against his chest. His cock was still inside me, and I felt the last pulses of his orgasm and then he was still.

The ringing phone jarred me upright. He laughed, then put his hands on my hips and pushed me off of him. Casually he rose, reached for the phone. Spoke into it as if he weren’t naked, with a half-dressed woman lying on his floor. When he hung up, he grinned down at me.

“So, boss. That was Ruby. My next appointment is here. I told her to stall. You’ll have about five minutes to get dressed and back to your office.”

“Same for you.” I grabbed my skirt and pulled it up, tucked in my blouse and ran my fingers through my hair. “You smell like sex, you know.”

He had his shirt on, unbuttoned, just pulling up his pants. He glanced at me. “You do too. I can smell you from here.”

I turned to the door and undid the lock. Behind me I could hear David moving around, putting on the last of his clothes. “I’ll tell Ruby to send them in, shall I?”

“No...wait.” There was a thud, and I imagined him stumbling, looking for a shoe or his tie or something. With a smile, I walked out into the hall, and into my new office. When I looked back he was dressed, more or less.

“Okay. Send them in.” The confident smile was back on his face, the kid with the world-by-the-balls smile. I smiled back.

And then I looked down. On the floor between the chairs on this side of his desk were my panties. Black, sheer, and there for all the world to see.

“Yes, Boss.”


27. My Sexy Secret: The Cheating MILF and the College Stud by April Fisher

I was only at my son's college play to see him perform. I was sexually starved and my husband didn't seem to notice nor care, but I never intended to meet with one of my son's friends. But I decided to meet him, and what followed would be the most enlightening night of my life.

They tell you that sex isn’t the most important thing in a relationship. And in most respects, it isn’t. But what if it isn’t important at all? What then? What if, instead of having sex, you do what I and my husband do?

Right now, I was sitting in a row in a theater, watching my son perform on stage. My husband sat next to me. He wasn’t even holding my hand. He had a camera in his hand, filming the entire play. But he only required one hand to do that. Here I was, unsatisfied and unloved, and he didn’t notice. Of course, it’s not like I hadn’t said anything… but it’s just that while he tried to please me, he tried in the exact wrong ways. I appreciated his intentions, but nothing he’d done so far had made me happy.

And that was because, at night, we didn’t pay any attention to each other. When we were around other people, we addressed each other for our opinions or our plans – but that’s all. We were just someone to work within the hard thing we call life. We were partners, but we weren’t lovers in any respect. Of course, I’d asked for a little more physical affection – kisses, or hugs, or holding hands. But he only did it when I asked. I was starting to feel neglected and taken for granted. I knew that he was a busy man, but was he always too busy just to kiss me goodnight or hold my hand when we were walking? Or, dare I say, make love to me?

That was another thing that was sorely lacking, but I didn’t even want to think about it. I figured, if I could increase physical attention, I could work my way up to it. But I was frustrated. He didn’t notice at all, and it felt like I was getting nowhere fast.

The lights went up, indicating that the first half of the play was done. My husband stopped recording and turned to me. “Isn’t he doing great? He’s only sixteen years old, Grace.”

“I know how old he is, Jeff,” I said, forcing a smile to play it off. To be truthful, I was watching my husband more than my son. I felt terrible for it and decided that after intermission I would pay more attention. “Yeah. He’s practiced a lot. But he’s perfectly capable; he’ll be in college in a couple years.”

He furrowed his brow, the pride he felt as a father put aside for the moment. “Are you okay? You look like you’re a little sick.”

Truth be told, hiding things wasn’t exactly my strong suit. My face always gave me away, so that I had to tell him eventually. But I stuck to my guns this time. I would hold out at least until we got home, so that my son would get my full attention. “I’m fine; I just need a painkiller when I get home.”

“I can go buy you some, there’s a convenience store down the road,” he said. “I won’t be long.”

He left before I could say anything to stop him. I sighed in resignation, but it was my own fault. I hadn’t been completely honest with him. At least, I’d just been trying to get what I wanted slowly but surely, hoping to guide him with small requests and hints. I realized now it probably wouldn’t work. But I had never been the type to lay it all out on the table, simply because I had always been ignored before when I did. Being straightforward only got you so far when you were dealing with clueless men. Sometimes, even spelling it out didn’t work. So I stopped doing it. But this is what happened when all I did was give clues and hints. No one ever recognizes that, right?

“Hey! You’re Ross’s mom, yeah?”

A boy of no older than twenty sat next to me where my husband had been previously, shattering my depressed thoughts. I stared at him for a while before I realized I knew him. His name was Monty, a nineteen year old college student who’d made friends with my son over their shared love of programming and video games. They met at one of Ross’s college-level classes. I smiled at him. His black hair often got in his eyes just a little, simply because he had the rest of his hair cut but his bangs they left alone, so he could comb it to the side to get a swooping effect. Unfortunately, it almost never swooped very well. “To what do I owe the pleasure?” I asked him.

He shrugged. “I just came to see him perform, and I recognized you. Where’s the old man?”

I shrugged. “Nowhere near me, can I tell you that.”

I instantly felt guilty as soon as I finished saying it. I wasn’t supposed to dump my problems on a person as young as Monty. I could talk to someone my own age with problems similar to mine, but not someone so early in life. They didn’t deserve it. I waved my hand in the air. “Ah, he’s just gone to get me some painkillers.”

Monty leaned forward in his seat. “Things not going so well then?” He looked like he was remembering something from another time. “If I knew from experience, I’d say it’s probably doomed.”

He leaned back and smiled at me, the faraway look that was just in his eyes now gone, replaced with a youthful optimism. “But you know you’re not my mom so… maybe you’re up for some fun if it’s actually doomed?”

I blinked while I wrapped my head around his request. “Fun? You mean… sex?” I asked, rather bluntly. I blushed as I asked, feeling nervous that I had misinterpreted his meaning. If I did, I would feel even more like a fool than I already did.

He shrugged. “Sure. I’m legal, so why not? You’re gorgeous.”

I wondered for a moment if I should. I was certain my husband wouldn’t do the same to me, but he didn’t seem to care on whether I was loved enough or not. He took care of me when I was sick, but… any regular family member could do that. I wanted to feel like his wife, not his medical case or his client whenever things went wrong. I didn’t want him to be my therapist when I wanted to rant about things. I wanted him to listen and comfort me, not offer silly suggestions and advice. I realized, he would probably never change, so what was the point in staying in a loveless marriage?

I pursed my lips. “When do you want to meet, then?”

He stood up. “Intermission’s almost over.” He took out a notepad from his pocket and began writing, then ripped off a page and handed it to me. “This is my address. I don’t have a roommate, so you don’t have to worry about us getting walked in on. See you tomorrow, anytime? I don’t have class.”

I stared at the paper. It wasn’t very far from the college campus. I looked up at him and nodded nervously. “Yeah… probably earlier on since my husband’s working and Ross is at school.”

He gave me a thumbs up. “See you then.”

He left me alone, and I watched him go back to his seat, a little further up the rows. I blushed and looked away at the stage. I could feel his eyes boring into me as I tried to ignore him. But for some reason, I was looking forward to it already. I wondered when I last felt so anxious to have sex. When I was a teenager, maybe? Back when you had to wait until your parents were away or to sneak off somewhere to do it before anyone noticed you were gone…

I sighed, feeling a little dejected at the same time that I had to go and get it from someone else. Just then, my husband shuffled his way over to me, holding a bottle of painkillers and two cans of soda. He handed me one of the cans and the bottle. “Voila.” He smiled at me, clearly proud of himself.

I smiled back weakly, feeling a little guilty already. “Thanks…”

I opened the bottle and took one. The lights faded out and the spotlight on the stage came on. I decided then to forget about it until the time came. Ross needed my attention.

Once I paid full attention to the play, I realized just how talented my son was. He had a dramatic flair, which he definitely hadn’t gotten from me. I was always so serious, so calm, and so responsible. I didn’t want to be like that anymore. I wanted to be free and spontaneous and fun. I actually hated myself a little the more I watched. Just exactly who had I become? I had married Jeff without a second thought to what it would do to me, and after that, I completely lost myself.

I wanted my personality back.

I smiled and clapped as the play finished, and the cast and crew came out to bow. Jeff did the same and leaned over to me. “He was great! We should treat him for doing so well!”

So we did. We took Ross to a buffet, where he went to town on everything. He tried a little of everything and we talked about anything and everything. I felt pride as a mother, but there still felt like there was something missing. Jeff was barely interacting with me at all. It was like I wasn’t even there, or that I was only there to look pretty.

Pretty? I looked at myself in the mirror that night as we got home. I examined my physical appearance. I was middle-aged; my long, dirty blonde hair was rather frizzy when brushed out, and I had lines along my eyes and a few along my mouth. My hazel eyes were tired, and I had bags under them. With makeup, I could hide a few of these wrinkles and blemishes. But there was only so much I could do to make myself look pretty.

Jeff caught me looking at myself in the mirror, and his expression made me worry he had found the paper with the address written. I prepared myself. “So what’s really wrong?” he asked. “You’ve been a little spaced out all day.”

I looked at him both resignedly and a little relieved, wondering what to say to him that wouldn’t give away my intentions to have an affair, let alone with one of our son’s friends. “I… I feel kinda old.”

It wasn’t a lie, but it wasn’t exactly the whole truth either. Jeff’s face relaxed, and he smiled at me. “We’re both old, Grace… that doesn’t mean I don’t find you attractive, though.”

He moved to the bathroom cabinet to get his toothbrush and paste. I moved aside. “I meant watching Ross today. He’s so grown up; I don’t feel like I have a purpose in his life anymore.”

Yet I had a purpose in Monty’s?

“He still needs his mother. He’s going to need someone to ask for advice when he meets a girl,” he chuckled.

I supposed that was true. But what advice could I give him that wouldn’t destroy his relationship? Clearly, I had given up on my own.

We went to bed, of course, without any kisses or even a hug. I cried a little in silence before I slept. I knew that tomorrow would be the end of us.

The next day I felt like I had accepted the end of my marriage. I was a little happier when I found myself alone in the house, and I was looking forward to starting my path to a new life. I applied makeup, did my hair, and threw on some clothes that would be easy to take off. I did a turnaround in the mirror. I still looked older than I wanted to, but at least I would look acceptable to fuck. And anyways, it wasn’t like anyone looked at your face while having sex with you.

Honestly, Monty probably only said I was gorgeous to get in my pants. He would probably have bragging rights, doing it with an older woman. But I was doing it for me, not for anyone else. Still, when I got there, I decided I would tell Monty not to tell anyone. If it got back to my husband, things could blow up in my face. Not that I much cared anymore, since my husband clearly didn’t, but I didn’t want to deal with the unnecessary drama.

I knocked on Monty’s door at eleven in the morning, feeling better than I had in a long time but not without a nagging voice in the back of my head. He answered the door in his pajamas – a plain black tank top and stretchy pants, but I wondered if he had been wearing anything before he answered the door. “Hello,” I said. It had been a long time since I had sex with anyone but my husband – and with anyone in general, frankly, so I was nervous, but my decision was made, and I wouldn’t be backing out of it.

He smiled upon seeing me with tired eyes. “Wow, you look great.” I guessed I had woken him up.

“You can go back to sleep if you want, I can come back later…”

“Sure, okay,” he said, to my surprise. I had been about to say goodbye and go back home when he took hold of my sleeve. “I was kidding. Come in.”

I followed him inside, and he closed the door. He approached me and put his hands on my shoulders before I had a chance to look around. “Can I get you anything before we start? I mean, I’m assuming you came here for sex and nothing else, right? But you don’t want to fuck on an empty stomach.”

I smiled at him. “Oh, maybe some water for after we’re done? I’m sure it’ll make me thirsty.”

He leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips as if it was completely normal, and he was my boyfriend. Then he went to the kitchen and took a small water filter container from his mini fridge and poured me a cup. For a small college kid’s dorm, he kept his place relatively clean. Except for papers on the desk and an unmade bed, there was nothing out of place on his dresser or on the floor. I commended him on such an orderly room.

“Yeah, don’t be fooled, all my junk’s in the closet,” he said, handing me the cup. “I just cleaned up so we’d have room.”

“Oh, well, I don’t mind,” I said, feeling transparent. “So… how shall we do this then, Monty?”

He took my hands. “Well, this is your day, so we’ll do what you want.”

“And how often do you use these lines?” I asked. He was saying and doing everything I wanted to hear and be done from my husband. Everything I lacked and wanted.

He leaned in and kissed my cheek. “Exactly zero times. I study hard, so I have no social life most of the time.”

“But you had time to come to my son’s play?” I decided to get my day started and roamed my hands up his arms to his chest and dragged a finger down his torso, just barely touching.

He shivered a little. “It’s not like I can’t tear myself away from my books to be there for someone… someone like you, perhaps.”

I suddenly felt a little angry. What was I to him, his pity case? I didn’t want pity, I wanted an orgasm, for fuck’s sake! “I wouldn’t have said that if I were you.”

Monty blinked at me, looking awake for the first time. “What do you mean?”

I leaned in and bit him hard on the neck. “I don’t need your help. This was my own decision.”

He cringed, but I could feel his cock spring up in response, which I slid my hand towards and groped. He moaned. “Hey… shouldn’t we-“

I bit him again, and he shut up. “I thought this was my day?” I asked, and smiled mischievously at him.

It felt out of character for me to be so forward. Monty had brought something out of me I didn’t know was there and now I didn’t want to stop it. He put up his hands. “Do with me what you will then,” he muttered, looking flustered already.

I took his hands in my own and pushed him back into his dresser, hearing his back thud against it. I heard it shake and with it, all the objects on top of it. Nothing fell, so I continued and kissed him passionately like my whole life depended on it, which it very well might have.

He didn’t struggle against me much, which made is all the easier for me to manipulate what he did for me. He ground up against me, and I felt my pussy throb a little in response. I pulled up his tank top and threw it across the room. He did the same afterwards, and leaned in to kiss my breasts. I stopped him and removed my bra, and tossed it on the top of his dresser. “Don’t keep me waiting then, Monty.”

He hesitated only a moment to gaze at my breasts, and then pushed me backwards onto his bed and clambered over me, nibbling on my ear and kissing quickly downwards. I pushed him off of me, enjoying the dominating feeling I had. I wanted to make him scream my name. I climbed over him, into his lap and ground my hips back and forth against his covered dick, dry humping as foreplay for my hungry body.

He moaned a little, biting his lip to stifle himself. He moved his hands to grip my hips and helped me along, and moved his hips in rhythm. “Wouldn’t you rather be here without clothes…?” he muttered, looking me up and down with lustful eyes.

“I would…” I said, and pulled off my bottom. He did the same, and his cock sprung up and ready to attention as soon as it came off. I decided I would get him excited, so I dove in on it and engulfed him with my mouth.

“Ah! I bit eager aren’t you…?” he said in surprise, but he didn’t stop me. I winked at him in response and sucked him off, letting my saliva lube him up enough to fuck me later.

He enjoyed it, moans here and there, and I couldn’t stop myself with how useful I felt. If I could still do this with how old I was, then why couldn’t my husband see how sexy I was? Monty sure seemed to recognize it. I licked his tip and dipped my tongue into his dick hole, lapping up the pre-cum gathering there.

“Let me feel you,” he said with a breath as I went down again, as far as I could go. He leaned his head back on the bed and arched into my mouth, gagging me a little. I lifted my mouth off, saliva spilling over his testicles. “Please…”

I smirked at him. “Well, since you asked so nicely…”

I climbed over him and with one deft movement, lowered myself onto his hard penis. I wasn’t even worried about birth control – I had my tubes tied as soon as my son was born because the birth was dangerous. But I didn’t want to think about that.

He rolled his lower torso to get into a good position and then gripped my hips. I could already tell you he was better than my husband – for one, his dick had more girth. I wondered just how long it would take to cum, but before I could think anything else, he started thrusting, and my mind went blank, only focusing on the pleasure in my pussy.

I moved with him, and I realized quickly how out of shape I was. My leg muscles burned after a few moments, but it was so worth it for what I was doing. I changed the way I was doing him several times – leaning forward, leaning backwards, and I even grabbed his balls and fondled them as I bounced my hips up and down on his cock. He continued moving in rhythm with me even as I moved to find the right spot for my orgasm, so much so that I thought he could read my mind.

He reached his hands around my waist and squeezed my ass cheeks, forcing me forward. My breasts jiggled in his face as we fucked and he made an effort to lick my nipples. When he finally realized my boobs were too big to handle without help, he moved one of his hands and grabbed my right tit, and sucked on my nipple. His tongue poked at it as he did so, and I felt the pleasure course through my body in a slow but strong wave, going from top to bottom and then back as his cock thrust into me.

I soon realized that I wouldn’t be able to cum in this position, so I slowed down and stopped, and whispered in his ear. “Fuck me sideways,” I said, in a commanding tone. I was quite enjoying being able to tell him what to do.

He obeyed without question, pushing me onto my side more aggressively than I expected and lifted one of my legs over his shoulder. He didn’t even hesitate in shoving his dick into me, and the moment he did so I knew I was in the right position. I felt so much better, and I was able to touch my clit from this position, so that’s what I did as he fucked me senseless. I moaned out his name as he did so. He panted and moaned a little, but was far less vocal than I was. Still, I knew he was enjoying it so I had no worries. I was sexy enough for him, so that was enough for me.

I was glad that even though I was having an affair, I couldn’t even think about it because it felt too good. I was worried before I started fucking that I would feel too guilty and back out of it. But now I realized there was another side to me – a shameless, bossy, sexy vixen side to me and I didn’t want her to go away anytime soon. I had spent my whole life being a good girl – it was my turn to be bad.

He decided on the spur of the moment to move my hand away from my pussy and replace it with his own. It took him a few moments, but he found my clitoris and mimicked the motions I had been making. He had been paying attention to me. That on its own was sexier than anything I’d seen in years, so much so that I felt my mind offer more pleasure than I was used to, and I came without inhibitions.

My orgasm was better than anything I ever remembered experiencing in my life. I arched my back as it hit me, crying out Monty’s name. It lasted only a brief moment, but he thrust harder and it brought me higher. My muscles clenched, and I soon found it hard to breathe. It took me another moment to notice, but I realized Monty had come as well. I felt the warmth inside me as I came down from my euphoria, and I felt this relaxing exhaustion come over me a moment later. He pulled out of me, and collapsed next to me.

“Hot fucking damn,” he said, and the room went silent for a moment.

I let myself enjoy the afterglow of the sex for a while, before I got up to dress. I wondered how I’d wound up here – from my husband’s negligence to Monty’s warm embrace. I looked over at him. His eyes were closed, and I realized he must have fallen asleep again. I guessed with the papers on the desk, he must have stayed up late.

So instead of overstaying my welcome, I got up and found the pieces of my clothing and dressed. I would have to shower when I got home and throw my clothes in the wash, but I wasn’t worried about Jeff smelling another man on me. He was oblivious, after all.

I realized then that maybe I had been going about it all wrong. The guilt swept over me then, and I saw the room with new eyes. I was an older woman, in a college kid’s room. Monty was legal, but only barely. I needed to get out of here.

I scrawled a note for Monty before I left asking him not to tell anyone, and slipped out quietly. I quickly drove back home and jumped in the shower. I had gotten back before anyone else, so I quickly threw out Monty’s address into the trash and covered it, and threw my clothes in the wash. Jeff was oblivious, of course, but I didn’t want to take a chance. The guilt for my actions was my own – I couldn’t just pawn it off on him. I couldn’t hurt him. I would keep it a secret, and I would fix my marriage.

Jeff came home as I came out of the shower for his lunch. I realized I could use the nakedness to my advantage, so I met him outside with nothing but a towel on. “Hey, Jeff. Looking for lunch?”

He turned around and looked me up and down, and then suddenly looked concerned. “What’s up?”

“Well… I know it’s been a long time since we’ve done anything, and I’ve been feeling a little neglected in the affection department…”

“But… I don’t understand. I am concerned for you when you’re in pain, and I help you around the house. I spend time with you and Ross. What more do you want, Grace?”

I went over to him and took his hand, and placed it on my cheek. “I know… but… I want to be touched. I’ve been trying to hint it at you, but it hasn’t worked. I was barely even noticed in the restaurant the other night…”

He moved his other hand to my towel and took it off of me, helping me dry the skin I hadn’t bothered with. He ran it along my face slowly, then down my neck and shoulder, and then put it over my heart and briefly stopped there. I felt an instant connection, and I also felt even guiltier for doing such a thing to such a good man. “I’m sorry… I didn’t realize you were starved for attention.”

I embraced him. “Just promise me you’ll kiss me goodnight from now on?”

He put his chin on the top of my head and wrapped his arms around me. “As you wish.”

My infidelity would stay my own secret, and I would carry it as a reminder that I’m not as good a person as I thought I was. But I also learned who I was, and I had no intentions of throwing that away. Because it could help me atone for what I did.

Make up for it just a little bit at a time, and then it would be all right.


28. Drinking Buddies: The MILF and The Hot Bartender by Joni Blake

I am normally the shy type. I keep to myself and don’t let others use peer pressure. Tonight however I want to get a drink. I really don’t care what happens one way or another. When I’m offered a night that I won’t forget from a bartender who looks like he isn’t much older than my son I throw caution to the wind. What the hell? Why not have one night of just letting loose? When I soon find myself having the best sex of my life I think about what I am doing. Especially in the park.

I looked over at the door and sighed. It couldn’t have gotten much worse today. It was a long day in the courthouse, and I felt the past few days of hard work begin to seep into my bones. The case had been long and grueling. The worst part was the outcome. We lost. I felt myself sigh and thought of the idiot I had been defending.

The girl was barely over 18 with the responsibility of a 6-year-old. She was what I would call a spoiled brat. Regardless, she was my client, and her parents were paying food money for me to defend them. The loss in the case was no fault of mine. Not that the prosecutor was that good either. Charles Sinclair was a pup on the block. I could beat him with my eyes closed. Well, that is if I didn’t have a big mouth for a client. Ms. Priss had put her foot in her mouth. Just as the courtroom was going to rule in our favor, she had to bust out a retort to the ex-boyfriend. I remembered it well. The crime had been vandalizing. The ex-boyfriend had accused the spoiled little rich girl of putting bologna on his brand new truck. This, in turn, fried in the sunlight and ruined the paint. The courtroom had felt sorry for the young privileged girl. I had painted the cheating he had done to her on thick. She was a helpless girl who was just trying to move on with her life, and he just kept coming back. I had copies of letters that he wrote telling her that he would never let her go. She would always be his.

I knew that the courts would look at it as borderline obsession, so I exploited it. He was determined to keep her in his life I had argued no matter what the cost was to her life. He was determined to have her, he said so himself. Then she had blurted out that she was sorry and that she still loved him too. We lost the case with her eruption of feelings, and the two of them had walked out happy together. Her father would pay for the damages, and the two kids would be happy together. At least that’s what her father had said as I left. I didn’t say much in the way of that just shook his hand before leaving the room.

Stepping through the doorway, I was immediately happy to smell the smoke and alcohol. Not that I was an alcoholic or anything, but I did like to enjoy a drink every once and a while. Especially, after a day like today had been. I sighed as I sat down at the vacant seat. Someone came to stand in front of me.

“What can I get ya?”

I looked up at the guy speaking. He was younger. He had to be in his early thirties and at least 10 years younger than I was. I smiled at him and thought of Jake. My son had been my whole world until he became a teenager and became a hellion. He lived with his father now, but I was lucky enough to see him frequently.

“Something strong,” I muttered as I sighed and leaned on my elbows.

He was back a few minutes later with a drink. He nodded at the glass encouragingly, and I lifted it to my lips. I almost choked as it burned down my throat. Taking a deep breath, I looked up at him to see his lips twitch a little. He wanted to laugh, I knew it. I cocked my head to the side. I was tired of cocky men. Taking a deep breath, I swallowed the rest of the contents in the glass in one large gulp. Smiling, I pushed the glass back over to him, the ice cubes clinking in the bottom. His eyebrows rose, and he did smile. It took me by surprise as I looked at him. He was really good looking. That or the alcohol was getting to me.

I watched as he brought me another glass and without thinking, I tipped it back.

“That bad huh?”

“What are you talking about?” I looked at him, frustrated with today and the way my panties were becoming wet looking at him. Ishouldn’t even think things like that. I was a mother and way too old for him, but I couldn’t think of anything more thatI wanted that to fuck his brains out right then and there. I really didn’t care. His eyebrows rose again, and he gave me a look that said he knew exactly what I was thinking.

“I was talking about your day. It seems you had a bad one huh?”

“You could say that.” I sighed and looked down into the glass. The amber liquid swirled around in the ice cubes, and I thought of the day. I thought he would just walk away, just making small talk but he came in closer.

“Shouldn’t you be at home and getting a nice massage or something after a bad day?” He smiled again.

“I would, but there isn’t anyone there to give me one.” I chuckled.

“I’ll give you one. Tell you what. My shift is over in two hours. How about you come back or hang out here and drink, and I will make sure that you forget all about your day.

I looked at him and chuckled while I shook my head. “Honey. As much as I would love to fuck you, you are way too young for me.”

He leaned over the counter, and I watched his eyes cast down the front of my shirt. Was this guy for real? “I promise that if you wait, you will not be disappointed.”

“What is it you would do for me?”

“First I want to give you a massage like I was talking about.” He stopped and gave me a look. I felt my pussy become wetter with the intense gaze he gave me and I took a deep breath. “I want to fuck you to next Sunday. Do you want me to fuck you like you need right now?”

“Yes. Yes, I do.”

“Good. Then stick around.”

I watched him walk around to another person and mix their drink. It continued this way for some time. I would occasionally look up from the glass he continued to fill for me and see him with one person or another making drinks. I sighed a little while later and thought about his proposal for a moment. He couldn’t be serious but every time I looked up there he was smiling at me. I was looking down into my glass again when I felt someone beside me.

“Come on.”

I looked up to see him standing beside me. “Where are we going?”

“You’ll see.”

“Look, honey, I don’t even know your name, and you want me to trust you?”

“Yes. We will walk from here. And it's Billy.”

“Hello, Billy.” He looked at me like he was waiting on me to say something. “My name’s Lynn.”

“Alright, Lynn. Follow me.”

I continued to walk behind him as we made our way down a hallway and out a side door that I hadn’t even noticed was even there. My mind was wandering now. Where in the world was he taking me and what did he have planned. We continued to walk through the parking lot to the back. It was dark here, and we were soon swallowed up by shadows. I wondered how many women he had brought back here to fuck. My mind was soon interested in other things as he spun me around and pressed me up against the wooden fence.

“I have wanted to kiss you since I saw you. Now I can do that and so much more.” His mouth dropped to mine, and I felt a shot of electricity shot through my body at the contact of his lips on mine. I moaned as his tongue made its way inside. Soon I was meeting each of the thrusts he made with his tongue with my own, and I felt his hands reach around to grab my ass and bring me tight against him. His cock pushed through the jeans he wore.

I felt him lift my shirt and tuck it behind my neck so that my breasts thrust forward. I couldn’t see the look on his face as his head bent down but I felt his tongue lick along my nipple making me moan again. His hand pushed the skirt I wore up and slipped across my panty clad pussy.

“You are wet. Good. I plan to fuck you until you scream my name, loud and clear. You understand that?”

“Yes. Please yes.” My mind was gone, and I didn’t really understand what I was doing. All I cared about was the feel of his hands on me and my skin. I writhed under him, and he chuckled before he dipped two fingers into my pussy, pushing the side of my panties away as he stroked my quivering flesh.

“That’s right baby. Purr for me.” Two fingers sank into me, and I wanted to cry out with my need. I wanted more. Suddenly he pulled his fingers from my pussy, and I heard him sucking them clean before he turned me to face the wall. “Come on. I have somewhere else that will be more comfortable than this fence.” I let him pull me away from the fence and towards the right. We began to walk through the grass for a few minutes until we came to a park. I looked at the swings and remembered how they were my son’s favorite. I felt his hand move from my lower waist to my ass where he squeezed it gently.

As we came closer, I noticed that there weren’t many buildings around and that two whole sides were lined with woods. He sat down on the stairs and pointed to the one under him.

“Sit so I can give you that massage.”

I did as he said and felt him move my hair to the side and stroke my back. His hands were skillful as they began to slowly massage my skin and sore muscles. I moaned briefly, and he chuckled. His hands stroked down my arms and across my back, each time coming closer and closer to the sides of my breasts. Finally, I felt his palms rub against my already hardened nipples, and I pushed against his hand involuntarily. I wanted more of the immense pleasure that he was giving me by just a simple massage. I moaned deeply again and sighed when he grasped my nipples between his fingers and lightly pinched them.

The jolt went straight to my pussy making me wiggle against the step, wanting to feel friction against me anyway that I can. I was now panting into the wind, my breath coming in short and rapid spurts. I felt him pinch my nipples again, this time, harder and I bit my lip as I turned in his arms to face him. My hands immediately went to his pants, and I unbuttoned the jeans and slid the zipper all the way down. I pushed the boxer briefs down and sighed with pleasure as his engorged cock came out to rest in my hands. He was huge. Maybe the largest I had ever seen and was definitely the largest that I had ever had.

I didn’t think about anything as I looked down at his long length. I just wanted to feel him and taste him. I leaned forward and licked along the head of his cock and smiled when he moaned. Taking my tongue, I slowly licked around the edge and sucked just the head into my mouth as tight as I could. His hands grab my hair and pulled gently. The slow burn that ran through my scalp only seemed to make me, even more, hornier as I felt him push his cock against my lips, wanting more. I smiled as I opened my mouth wide to take him in and sucked on his length. I barely fit him inside my mouth he was that large. My mouth hurt at first and slowly became numb as he fucked my face. He held my head tight as he moved it up and down on his cock. I obliged him and took as much of him in as I could. I felt his length hit the back of my throat and swallowed, smiling again at another moan he let escape from between his lips.

He suddenly pulled from my mouth and stood. He didn’t both to hide his cock, proud and erect, ready for what came next. “Take off your panties and then I want you to lean over that slide, hold onto the sides and put your face against it.”

I bit my lip as I did what he commanded. I leaned over and grasped the sides of the hard plastic sides. It came up to mid-thigh, and I felt the coolness of the plastic seep into my skin. He came up behind me.

“I bet your pussy is ready for me, isn’t it. I didn’t get to suck on your nipples like I wanted to but your mouth on my dick was too much. Now I want to be deep inside your pussy. I want to feel you grip me tight with your orgasm. Hold on honey.”

I felt his hands push my legs apart, making me all but fall onto the slide. There was no way I could stand upright in that position. My legs were too far apart. His hand rubbed down my ass, and I heard his chuckle when I moaned. I yelped with the burn that suddenly came across my ass with his smack. It sounded all around us, and I could feel my pussy gush again. I wanted him, no needed him and fast. His hand came to the small of my back and pushed me forward. In this position, I was pushing my ass up into the air. I felt his hand slip between my legs again to push against my clit. It was exquisite torture, and I wanted more. His fingers rubbed along my slit causing me to push back against him.

“You have a nice ass you know that. I wonder if anyone will be out here tonight.”

I realized where we were, and I was suddenly frantic as I tried to rise.

“Just think what people would think. Seeing your ass up in the air all nice and ripe and ready for the taking. Have you had someone fuck you in the ass before?”

I thought about his words. Yes, I had. I had enjoyed it as well. It was something that my ex-husband had loved to do, and although I was worried about it at first after hearing it hurt so bad, I ended up liking it just as much as he did. “Yes.”

“Hmmm. I can tell from the sound of your voice that you must have liked it as well. Maybe next time I will fuck you there. Tonight, however, I want your pussy. Now lean over. As you can see, I have a big dick and your pussy is tight. It may take me a couple minutes to get it in all the way.”

I bit my lip and sunk my forehead down onto the top of the slide. I felt the head of his cock push against my entrance and moaned as he began to work his way inside. I felt my pussy expand to take in his length and hissed at the burn of his entrance. I gasped as he pushed in further. It was torture. Not that it hurt that bad but I wanted to push back against him all the way. I wanted to feel him inside me completely, and I began to push slowly. I heard his chuckle and growled at him. I wanted more.

“I will give you more my sweet.” I realized that I must have said the words out loud and bit my lip even harder as he pushed a little more. “We have to take our time. I would like nothing better than to sink completely into that sweet pussy of yours at once but I do not wish to hurt you so we will both have to remain in control and strong. He continued to push through and I felt his length fill me up completely. I gasped as his long length pushed the final bit inside me completely.

“Oh god.”

“I know.” He leaned over me and kissed my back. I felt him pull his length all the way out almost and then push back again in one thrust until he was completely inside me again. I moaned at the intense pleasure running through me at the feeling. He began to move as he slid in and out of my pussy causing me to bite my lip and moan. I needed more. I wanted him to move faster, to do something else. It was killing me, this sweet torture of control that he was playing. I tried to push back against him again, but it did no good. He held my hips in his hands and chuckled as he moved slowly in and out of my body.

“More. Faster. I need…” I couldn’t catch my breath. I couldn’t say anything. All I could do was feel, and I felt it all as his body took mine. He began to move faster, and I groaned loudly, saying his name as he pushed against me. He was moving fast now, fucking me with a ferocity that was unmatched. He held my hips as he slammed into me, sending me into the slide and over and over he said my name as he fucked me faster and harder. My climax was coming. I could feel it burning through me. I could feel the tremors course through my body as he continued to fuck me with an abandon that was uncontrolled and unmatched. My scream pierced when my orgasm hit me. I felt my pussy clench him tightly in its grasp, milking him for everything he had as he groaned loudly and climaxed right after me. He continued to fuck me slowly, and I smiled as he finally pulled from my body.

I looked back behind me with a smile and saw him return the look and chuckle.

“That all you got?”

His head fell back as he began to laugh even more. “How about you come home with me, and I will show you even more that I have.”

I slowly rose up and moved my legs closer together so that I could stand up straight without falling over onto my face. Turning to look at him, I smiled again and pulled my shirt back over my head to rest where it should lay and thought about his words for a minute. Why not? It was just one night, right?

“Alright, hot shot. Let’s go to your place. That is unless you have some roommates that will disturb us or something.”

“No. Actually, my roommate just moved out so it is just me and Bubba.”

I looked at him for a moment, pondering what he was saying. Who the hell was Bubba? “Bubba’s my dog.” He laughed at my look. “I promise that he will be good. He won’t bite you.” He winked at me. “At least not as hard as I will. Come on and let’s get going. I want you naked and on my bed now.”

I followed him in my car and was glad that he only lived right down the street. Although the alcohol had worn off and I no longer felt it, I was not happy with driving at all.

I followed him into a townhouse and looked around. He must have money, family money because there was no way that a bartender made this kind of money.

“Bartending is my part time job. I used to do it through college and missed it so I went back to it for two nights a week just for fun.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“Then what is your full-time job?”

“I’m an electrician. A master.”

“Hmmm. A master huh?”

“I am a master at many things as you well know. You want a beer or something.”

I looked over his body. I wanted something alright, but it wasn’t’ anything to drink. “Sure.” I decided to take it one step at a time, regardless if we had just had wild sex at a park in the middle of the night. I heard something and turned my head to see a small bulldog come into the kitchen. He looked at me for a moment and cocked his head to the side as if he was trying to figure out who I was and why I was here.

“Hey, Bubba.” The dog immediately knew his own and flew across the room into the arms of Billy. The man chuckled for a few minutes and roughed around with the dog for a minute. I laughed when the dog pinned him down. He looked up at me. “You think that’s funny huh? Bubba go tickle.” The dog came at me, and before I knew what he was doing he was licking me, and his wet nose was pushing against my middle in just the right spot to have me doubling over with laughter.

“Truce. Stop.”

“Enough Bubba. Come.” I looked up to see the dog look at me happily for a moment before doing his master’s bidding and making his way into the living room where his bed was.

Billy handed me a beer and took a long swig of his. His eyes looked over my body, and he grinned. I knew he was remembering me leaning over the slide, and I felt a shiver run through me.

“I can’t wait to see you naked and under me. I wasn’t able to see much at the park, and I want to suck on your nipples. I didn’t get to do that either. Come on.”

I followed him up the stairs to the bedroom that was on the right. He pushed the door open, and I was surprised to see that his room was actually nice and clean. That was an accomplishment for any man especially one his age.

“Take off your clothes and get on the bed.”

I gave him a look and stood there unmoving. “I should tell you that I don’t’ like being told what to do. My ex-husband tried that, and it didn’t work too well.”

He smiled as he made his way closer to me. “Is that a fact. Well, my dear if you haven’t noticed yet. I am not your husband, and I don’t care what you think or say. Take off the damn clothes and get on the damn bed. Now.”

I shied away a little at the look he gave me. His hand slid up my arm.

“Please.” He kissed under my left ear, and it caused a slight shiver to run through my body. He knew all the right places to touch and what to say at the right moment.

“Alright.” I slowly removed my shirt and folded it before placing it on the stand beside the bed. I turned to look at him with a smile as I removed my skirt and folded it as well, placing it on top of my shirt. My bra came next and then my panties before I was slowly crawling across the bed and turning to look back at him. When I laid down on my back, I watched him come to stand over me. He looked down on my body, and his gaze was hooded and intense and held all the things that I wanted from him. The things I knew that he was going to do to my body. The things that I could feel he wanted from me as well. Tonight would be a night to remember.

He slowly lowered his jeans and pulled his shirt from his body until he stood in just a pair of boxer briefs. “I am going to make you scream again but this time, I will have you orgasm multiple times before I let you stop. I will not cum until then. Now first. I think you have nice tits as well. I wonder if they taste as sweet as they look.” He leaned over to take a nipple into his mouth. His mouth was hot and wet, and the feeling caused me to moan with excitement. When I thought I would die from the pleasure, he gently bit down on the hardened nub causing me to shriek. He did the same to the other nipple just as I felt him slowly slip inside me. His cock pressed into my folds and found the entrance to my pussy, dipping in slowly as before. When he was completely in he began to move but this time, he didn’t go slow and sensual. Instead, he fucked me fast and hard. I don’t know how he did it, but I indeed had three more orgasms before he finally exploded. That wasn’t all, however, He took me again later on after we fell asleep. I awoke to his kisses on my neck. I had more sex that night then I have had in the last year. It was amazing.

I didn’t know what tomorrow was going to bring, and I really didn’t’ care. I just wanted the sex. Hot, demanding and crazy sex.


29. Carmen’s Rough Revenge Sex: A MILFs Taste for a Younger Man by Jessica Silver

Carmen’s never denied her husband whatever he’s wanted in their sex life except for one thing. Experimenting with their active love-life is one of the reasons their marriage is so strong. The only thing Carmen has ever said no to is sharing. She feels that’s the worst thing that could ever happen until she discovers he’s cheated on her. Now Carmen is hell-bent on revenge and she finds the perfect way with a younger man.

I threw his cell down on the bed, and I wanted to cry, I wanted to scream, I wanted to knock his mother-fuckin’ brain out. How could he cheat on me? I did everything he wanted. Everything. Except share him. I drew the line there every time he’d casually mentioned it.

He was my husband. My man. My cock whenever I wanted it. I loved him more than anything else in the world and if he’d stopped loving me…I just didn’t want to think about that. Tears rolled down my face at the thought of my last five years of wedded bliss being over. How could he break up our little family? Poppy was just three. Lucky she at my Mom’s for the weekend.

Asshole. Asshole. Asshole.

“Carmen? What’s wrong, Babe? You’re crying.”

I picked up his phone again and threw it at him. He caught it which made me angrier. “You sticking your dick in another woman. That’s what’s wrong.”

“For fuck’s sake. Why the fuck are you snooping into my phone?”

“Is that all you have to say, Brent? You’re fucking another woman, and you’re worried about your fucking privacy, seriously?

“C’mon, Babe. It’s not what looks like.”

“Don’t even try and deny it, Brent. I read everything. So, just don’t blow smoke up my ass.” Deny it, please deny it. I want to be so wrong.

Brent’s broad shoulders drooped, and he let out a breath. Motherfucker. It is true. I was hoping it was all an elaborate joke. But I knew his body language too well. When he was caught out at anything, he always drooped.

“I’m going to the club.”

“I’ll come – ”

“Alone! I want to be alone. I probably won’t be home.”

“Tonight?”

“Ever.”

“Please, Carmen. I love you. I don’t love her. I could never love anyone else.”

“Don’t even try to make this better. Just don’t.” I picked up my handbag and stormed out the door, slamming it behind me.

I thought about seeing everyone at the club, our friends…all the questions. Where’s Brent? Is he ill? I’ve never seen you guys apart, is everything okay? No, everything is ruined. It’s fucked, and my marriage has gone down the toilet. I guess Mom and Pop would be proved right after-all. I sat in my car while the garage door went up behind me.

I should’ve married that accountant when I was thirty instead of having to settle for a forty-five-year-old player I’d fallen pregnant too. That’s what they thought of their old-maid daughter, left on the shelf at thirty-five and getting pregnant out of desperation. I was picky, not desperate and I wanted to find a man I had passion with as well still be able to go and party for fun.

I did think he never existed for a while, but then I met Brent. Why the fuck am I standing here thinking about him? It’s no point reminiscing. He’d had sex with another woman, and I was a fool. No, I wasn’t a fool. I’d show him that he’s not the only one who can get fucked on the side.

Let’s see how he likes it getting screwed around on. I was so mad right now. Mad and hurt and I wanted to make Brent feel the exact same way. But how could I? Everyone who knew us wouldn’t touch me for fear of getting beaten up by three-hundred pound of pure muscle. I reversed out, and the door went down in front of me. I wasn’t sure where I was going, but I knew I couldn’t go to our regular.

I was going to find a man to fuck me stupid tonight. It’d only been five years; I still knew how to pick up a man. Hell, sex wasn’t hard to get. I was only forty so it’s not like I needed a hip replacement anytime soon. I turned the car to drive the hour into the city center.

Maybe this was the wrong thing to do. Two wrongs didn’t make a right. How the hell would I know how many wrongs it’s been. He could’ve been fucking other women for a whole five years for all I knew. I didn’t even know who she was, but when I saw her, I was going to rip the hair out of her head. Husband-stealing bitch. The traffic was beginning to thicken up, and I struggled to keep focus on that and not get distracted by the things running through my head.

The last thing I needed was an accident. I’d been driving half an hour, and the traffic had slowed almost to a stop. Something must be holding it up. Typical. Just because I wanted to get there as quick as possible. It had started to rain, so that was likely the reason. Cars always slipped off the road when it was wet. Fucking useless drivers didn’t know how to slow down for rainy roads.

So the traffic had come to a complete halt now in my lane. “Great revenge, Carmen. Stuck in traffic for the night, that’ll really hurt him.” I banged my hands on the steering wheel. This sucked. Tears rolled down my face again. What was I going to do? My revenge plan was stuck in traffic, and how long for was anyone’s guess. I needed a strong drink. I didn’t want to picture my husband touching another woman. I needed to purge that out of my head.

After another ten minutes, the cars in front began to edge forward again. “Thank fuck for that.” It was slow, but it was movement. I looked over to the sidewalk and saw a tall, well-built male with a black hood pulled over his head. He was walking quite fast. What is anybody doing walking the highway in this weather?

He glanced up as if he knew someone was watching him and our eyes met. I knew him. Well, he was a friend of my nephew’s. I’d spoken to him briefly at my nephew’s 21st birthday party last month. He seemed nice. Interested in what I had to say although I’d thought at the time he was just being polite and humoring me. His parents obviously raised him with good manners.

He kept staring at me as if to place who I was. I rolled down my window…he’d catch his death out there. “Logan, right?” I called out.

“Mrs. Holloway. Hi!”

He remembered me. “Do you need a lift somewhere. It’ll be dark soon. I mean, I’m heading into the city, but I’m happy to detour if you live close. My car was still edging forward, and I did my best to watch the movement of the cars as I spoke.

“Really? I was heading to the city as well, but my ride didn’t work out so I’m heading back home.” He walked across the road, between the cars beside me and stopped at my window. “I don’t want to be any trouble or make you late.”

I shook my head. “I’m not on a schedule. I’ve all the time in the world. Jump in. If it was my nephew, Bobby, I’d like to think someone would help him out.” I’d forgotten how tall and well-built he was.

He ran around the back of the car and along the other side. He opened the passenger door and got in. “Thanks, Mrs. Holloway. I appreciate it.”

“Call me Carmen. Mrs. Holloway is my mother-in-law.” The mother-in-law who’d always thought I wasn’t good enough for her precious boy. Suck it, lady. He’s the one who isn’t good enough for me.

“Okay…Carmen.” He smiled, and his dimples creased inside his hint of a beard. Sparkling blue eyes shone at me, and everything inside me wanted to climb him like a tree. I was fucking off my tree…as if a hot, prime specimen of male was interested in his best friend’s old lady aunt. What the hell was I thinking?

“So where are you off to all alone? Girl’s night out?”

I kept my eyes on the traffic which was moving almost back to normal now. “No. I…um…I just felt like a night out.”

“Yeah…cool. I was taking a girl out, but she ditched on me.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

I wasn’t sure that made sense. Why would he be walking out here in the rain? “So you’ve walked back from the city?”

“Nah. I was driving her in her car. I back-ended someone. That’s what the traffic hold-up was.”

“Oh. So you just walked off and left her with a dinged up car?”

“She was hurling abuse at me. I told her to stick it and left. No time for drama like that.”

“But surely you owe her something for the damage…”

I felt the anger wash over him, and my hands tightened on the steering wheel.

“It was her fault. I told her not to distract me while I was driving.”

“I see. So you were arguing?”

“Not exactly. Not at first.”

I was completely confused now. “Okay. Well, the traffic is moving again now. So they must have it sorted.”

He gave a disbelieving grunt. “If she could use a bit of self-control. That’s the trouble with girls my age…”

“Look it’s none of my business. Just tell me where you want to go and I’ll drop you there.”

“Where you going?”

I shrugged. “I’m not too sure. I have a reserved park in the city. I might go to a movie or something.” What was I supposed to say? I’m looking for a man to fuck me because I’m mad at my husband? My cheating, lying, whoring husband. It’s not really a topic I wanted to bring up with a guy almost half my age.

“Dressed like that? What a waste.”

I looked over at him again, and he was showing an appreciative stare at my low cut dress which showed quite a bit of thigh. What? Did he think I was attractive? “Um…I was going to go to the club, but the truth is, I don’t want to go where I always go to. I’ve got some personal stuff going on, and I don’t want all the questions.” I veered off the freeway to take the outlet into the city.

“I get it. A bit like me back there. If I’d heard one more crack about young drivers being rev-heads and thinking we owned the roads and how we’re always causing accidents, I would’ve knocked someone’s head off.”

“Well, you did run up the back of someone…”

“Yeah, cos she had my dick in her mouth. I told her to wait until I could pull over off the freeway.”

I felt my face burn with embarrassment. Why hadn’t I just shut up? God. I didn’t know what to say.

“She’d read about it, and wanted to try it out but I couldn’t tell anyone that, could I? No. So I just had to stand there and cop the full blame. Which was okay until she laughed. That was it. I left. Alright, for her to find it’s funny, but it’s my driver’s license on the line. I need it.”

Seemed like Logan couldn’t stop his rant once he started.  I Just sat there feeling awkward while I imagine what his cock would be like. What it might taste like.

Damn it.

“Come out with me.”

“What?” He can’t be serious.

“I’m going to the bar on John St. It’s new. My University buddies have a rock band, they’re playing tonight.”

“You don’t want me hanging around.”

“Are you kidding me? They’ll be jealous as hell.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Oh come on. Let me at least buy you one drink to say thanks. Mr. Holloway won’t mind that will he?”

“Who gives a fuck what he thinks? I guess one drink won’t hurt.”

“I won’t even slip anything into it?”

I gave him a quick look. He was joking, wasn’t he?

He laughed. “Got ya.”

I smiled. I think I’m too old for these jokes. But hell if wasn’t going to play along anyway. Right now, I needed all the confidence boosting I could get. I was hot. I was sexy. Just because my scum-bucket husband preferred to get his rocks off elsewhere didn’t mean I wasn’t desirable to other men.

Of course, 21yr old men I might be stretching it a bit, but there was no harm in having some fun. “Have you ever slipped anything into a girl’s drink?”

“Me? No way.”

“You sound surprised I’d ask that.”

“Trust me, I never have a problem getting female attention. I’d never do that anyway. Not my style.”

“Good to know. What is your style, Logan?” I parked the car in my space. There wasn’t a lot of traffic in the city which surprised me.

“Are you hitting on me, Carmen?”

“What would you do if I was?” I was brave enough to look right at him as I asked. Who cared? A refusal never killed anyone. My nephew never had to know, and I’m sure it wasn’t something Logan would want to share with his friend.

“I’d say let’s get out of the car, and I’ll show you.”

I got out and so did Logan. My heart was hammering, and I had to admit my pussy ached a little. I didn’t think I could ever get excited by a man other than my husband. It never seemed right to consider such things. But now, it didn’t matter anymore. Logan could fuck me all night if he wanted.

As soon as he got to me, he pulled me against him and squeezed my ass cheek.

“You’re the sexiest fucking woman I know. I’ve been thinking about you since we met. This tight ass, your huge tits, that wild hair.” He touched between my thighs and I let him. “So good to fuck a woman who knows what she’s doing. Who knows what she wants.”

“I want you to take me hard. Can you do that?”

Logan dragged me with him over behind a large tree. “Oh, Baby. I’ll give you what you need, and I can come back for more whenever you need it.”

His mouth covered mine and my knees almost folded. Wow. His tongue dipped and tasted inside my mouth. I did the same with mine and dragged him in to deepen the kiss. Our teeth clashed in the frenzy of trying to get more and kiss harder. He pulled out of the kiss, panting hard and dropped to his knees on the ground.

“I’m going to tongue you out. I want to taste that delicious juice that smells so sweet.” He pushed my skirt up and dragged my panties down my legs. I stepped out of them.

“Open for me, Carmen. Step wide for me. Let me taste you.”

I did as he asked. He swiped my hardened clit with his tongue. “Fuck, you taste good. I’m gonna eat you out till you beg me to stop.”

“Do it. Lick me. Make me come.” I didn’t care that we were outside, practically in the car parking lot. I didn’t care that we might get caught any minute. I wanted to get caught, I wanted someone to see me. I wanted to prove that I didn’t deserve to get cheated on.

Logan gave me a few more rough swipes with his tongue and stopped. “Come here. Squat over my face. Use the tree for support. I need open access to your wet cunt.”

He moved onto his back with the top of his head about a foot away from the base of the tree.

“Really? I’m not sure…” I’d never done this before.

“Do it, Carmen. Put one foot either side, get your balance and squat down over my mouth.”

I did. It felt weird at first. He held me until my got my balance and I had my pussy directly over his mouth. I reached forward and used the tree trunk for balance.

“You okay?”

“Sure. Yes.”

“If your legs hurt, tell me to stop and let you up.”

“Yes. Okay.” Then he clamped his mouth over my clit and gently sucked. I was sure my legs would give out. The pleasure shot through me, and I wanted more. So much more. I groaned at how good it felt.

I never thought I’d enjoy any other man’s mouth on me like this. But I did. I loved it, and I wanted more. As if he knew just what I needed a felt his fingers sink deep inside me. He massaged the upper wall of my cunt with his fingertips as he worked his hardened tongue over my throbbing clit.

I wasn’t going to last five fucking minutes at this rate. The pressure built inside me and I tightened onto his fingers. Logan rubbed his tongue hard over my clit and began to gyrate with the rhythm he’d gotten into. He moaned and groaned in appreciation, and his fingers hit that sweet spot inside me as he worked his flat tongue against my clit.

I didn’t think it could feel any better until he pushed a finger into my tightest hole and ever so slowly breached my ass. I sucked in a breath. It burned and was amazing all at once. “Oh fuck. Logan, Fuck, fuck. Yes.”

He moaned and used the point of his tongue to flicker hard over my aching clit. I held onto the tree for dear life because I didn’t want to lose position and miss out on what he was doing to me right now. This 21-year-old man, pleasuring me, a 40-year-old married woman, and I was loving it.

“Yes, yes. More…more. Give me more.” I was out of control now, and my whole body ached for release. I wanted him deeper inside my cunt, deeper inside my ass, and I wanted him t shred my clit to pieces.

Logan never failed me, and as he pushed deeper inside me, I exploded. I cried out. I babbled curse words. I vibrated, and I came. I came so hard and so long. I squirted. I couldn’t help it. His pressure inside my ass and on my G-spot brought me undone.

I was out of control. Holy fuck. I’d never felt anything so good for a long time. Maybe ever.

He helped steady me as he moved from beneath me.

“Are you okay. Your legs?”

“I’m okay.” I straightened my legs and stood. Logan assaulted my mouth with his again, and I could feel his erection of steel pressed against me.

“I can’t wait to get my cock inside your sweet pussy.”

“Hurry. I want to feel you.”

“You’ll feel me, Carmen. You’ll feel me my long cock split you in half.”

I’d never had anyone Logan’s age. It probably wasn’t right, but I didn’t care if it was wrong. I wanted wrong. I needed it. He wanted me, and that’s all I cared about right now. Logan turned me around and hugged me from behind. He bit at my neck and earlobes. I writhed and pushed back against him.

His jeans were down now, and his boxers fell on top of them pooled around his ankles. His cock was long and thick and I felt it slide between my legs jutting out as he slid the length of is long my sodden pussy lips.

“Your cunt’s so hot, Carmen. You’re perfect. Tell me what you want me to do.”

“Fuck me, Logan. Long and deep. Make me scream. Make me come again.”

“Bend over a little, Babe. Let me inside you. I wish I had two cocks so one could fuck your ass at the same time.”

I groaned as I leaned forward and I gasped when the head of him pushed inside me. I was stretched wide, and I was sure he would break me in half.

“Don’t worry, Babe. You can take it. You can take all of me. Those young girls can’t. It scares them. They make me stop. Will you take me all, Carmen? Will I finally get to feel my cock deep inside a pussy?”

“Yes. Yes.” He had to go slow, though. I’d have to guide him. “Take it easy until I ask for more.” Fuck his cock was so big. Bigger than I’d ever had. It felt amazing as he eased it further inside my needy pussy. “Yes, that’s it. Let me relax. Let me feel it. I’ll open for you, Logan. I’ll take you all and beg for more.”

He tweaked my nipples and let out a cry. They’d always been the most sensitive part of me other than my fully engorged clit. I could come just from nipple stimulation. Stop, I couldn’t think about that. That meant thinking about my cheating husband. I refused to feel guilty. He’d made me do this.

“Carmen. Someone is watching us. Over in the shadows. I bet they’re masturbating right now watching you take my huge cock inside you.” I moved enough so I could put my hands against the tree trunk again for support.

It really got me turned on the think a stranger was watching me and enjoying seeing me get fucked. I was outside, it had only just gone dark, and the moon was rising. There was plenty enough light to see. I glanced up and away on the really dark shadows I could see a silhouette. I smiled and jutted my ass out while bracing myself with my hands on the trunk.

Give me it all, Logan. Give me every inch of you hard cock. Make it hurt, make me scream. We’ll put on a show tonight.”

“Oh, shit. I’m so close to coming. I’m gonna blow up inside you so hard.”

“Bury yourself into me first. I’ll touch my clit, and we’ll come together.”

I rubbed madly at my aching clit. With each thrust deeper the pain almost made me beg him to stop but I worked my clit in the way only I knew how and the pain became the pleasure that made me crazy.

“Oh, Babe. You’re so tight around me. I’ve never fucked so deep before.”

“Harder. Fuck me harder. Deeper. I need more. Please….more.” I didn’t care if anyone could hear me. I didn’t care if whoever was over there came and fucked me too. Having another man’s cock inside me felt amazing. Perhaps I’d been wrong to refuse sharing for so long. Logan thrust up into hard and fast, and I was ready for that. I circled my clit, and Logan grunted with the effort of being buried deep inside me and lifting my feet off the ground as he hammered me from behind.

“Fuck. Fuck. Carmen…I’m coming. I’m…” the rest was strangled out in a half cry.

I hit my peak again right then, and I cried out as my whole body tensed and my cunt clenched onto his pumping cock over and over. On his last stroke, he pulled me back against him and kissed my ears and neck. He babbled how beautiful I was and how I was so much better than any woman he’d ever had.

I really needed to hear that tonight. I needed to feel amazing, and beautiful and most of all sexy and desirable. I could still please a man. Any man. I looked up to see if the shadow was still there and it had gone. I wondered if it was a man or a woman? I don’t know, but I hoped that they left feeling good and remembering me for a long time.

As the high of orgasm receded and we parted our bodies, had a sensual kiss, and straightened up our clothes, I couldn’t stop thinking about all the times I’d refused to even consider sex with other couples. I couldn’t see how Brent could enjoy watching a man with the woman he loved.

I didn’t think I could enjoy seeing him touch another woman. But being watched was a huge turn on. Maybe I had a lot to think about.

“Man. Carmen. You’re the hottest fuck ever. Amazing.”

“I don’t have to tell you not to say anything to anyone. My nephew would be devastated.”

“I’d never do that.”

“I think I might spend the night alone.” I wanted to sort out how I felt now I’d evened the score. I wondered how Brent would react when he found out. I hoped he felt jealous and devastated. I hoped it hurt him like he’d hurt me. Then I hoped we’d work out our problems and explore a little more.

Sure I could see how you could have sex, fulfill a fantasy without being in love with another person. But going behind my back like that, that’s what hurt.

“I’m not sure what’s going on with you, but can I say that Mr. Holloway is one lucky man. You’re beautiful, and I hope we get to do this again one day. But I’ll never pressure you. Give me a call sometime.”

“Do you have somewhere to go tonight?”

“Yeah, I’ll go tidy up in the restroom and then hook up with the band. Don’t worry about me. You just get that pretty smile back on your face.”

“I think I will. Thank you, Logan. You’ve helped more than you could know, and you really know how to please a woman. I know a few cougars I can send your way if you’re interested?”

“Are you kidding? I’ll never fuck anyone under thirty again.”

I laughed. He was funny. Young enough to be my son but he had a vibrancy that you got caught up in. I really did think he’d be discreet about this.

“Anytime you need me. For anything. Call. I’ll get my number to you.”

“I don’t think that’ll be happening. It been amazing and I thank you for making me feel special again. But, I’m hoping to sort out a few personal things this weekend.”

“I hope all your dreams come true, Carmen. You just made my wildest ones come true.”

“You’ve allowed me to dream of things I thought I could never do.”

He took me in his arms and kissed the life out of me. His mouth owned mine, and my knees went weak. It was amazing. I kissed him back like it was the last kiss I’d ever get in my life. I wanted to make the moment last forever. I never wanted to forget how his youth and eagerness to please made me feel.

I had a lot to think about, and I couldn’t deny that this had opened up the thought processes about being with other men during my marriage. I still wasn’t sure if we could truly do it, or how it would make me feel, but I sure am a lot closer to giving it a go than I’ve ever been. I’d stay away for the weekend and then I’d go talk to my husband. My little family was important to me, and I wasn’t going to give it up without a fight.


30. Amy Has a Room to Rent: The MILFs Spare Room for a College Renter by Nora Walker

When Amy’s daughter Andrea goes off to college, Amy ends up with a renter in the spare bedroom of her apartment.  Tommy was sweet and polite until one evening when the beer started flowing and Amy found out just what sort of real estate he was really interested in.

It was just one of those things that happened, you know?  I did not set out to seduce anyone; in fact, I actually believe it was the other way around.  But perhaps that is subjective.  Especially when it comes to college guys.

My daughter was a senior in high school but spent most of her time with the college boys in town.  I can understand that; when I was young, boys my own age were never as interesting as older boys.  A lot of them had gone to the same high school as her but were juniors and seniors when she was a freshman.  She and her friends thought it was cool to hang out at the college parties, and I worried, but they always seemed to be safe enough.

I had been a single mom for most of her life and had really given up on having a life of my own since the divorce.  After about ten years, everyone said it was time for me to start dating but I felt so rusty at that point that it felt a little ridiculous.  Besides, her dad was still in the picture for child support and the occasional weekend so that would just be awkward.  And I had no idea how she would react.

But as her senior year started, I started to think about what my life would look like after she moved away to college.  We lived in a nice two-bedroom apartment, and I would probably keep that since I liked to think she would come visit me.  And the extra space was nice.  I think that the one-bedroom option would just be too small.  I had considered turning the extra bedroom into more of an office, but I rarely worked from home so I just decided to leave it as an extra bedroom.  The apartment complex was close to my job so I certainly would not trade the nice commute for something longer.  It was also conveniently located near my favorite restaurants and grocery store.  I pretty much had everything within a twenty-minute drive.  Why would I want to give that up?

While it was bittersweet for me, Andrea, my daughter, was excited for her last year of high school.  She talked about the parties and celebrations and whatnot.  I kept trying to tell her that she had to still study because college was just around the corner.  She would just laugh since we both knew her straight-A average was not in real jeopardy, and she had already been accepted in a school a few towns over.

She wanted to major in business, and I supported that wholeheartedly.  So many of my friends had children that majored in philosophy and fashion design and then had to move back home because they could not find a job.  A business major, on the other hand, had a lot of options and flexibility.  I did hope that she stayed in the area, but that was several years down the road.

The year progressed way too quickly, at least for me, and before I knew it, she was headed to her Spring Break vacation.  Before she left, I warned her to stay safe out there in Florida.  As she breezed out the door, she mentioned something about a friend of hers needing a place to stay next year, but I had no idea what she was talking about.

While she was gone, I spent the week cleaning up the apartment and sorting through the memorabilia to keep or to toss.  I had a bad habit of tossing too much so I ended up leaving most of it for her and me to look through together.

When she got back, I asked her about this friend she had mentioned.

“Oh yeah, Tommy,” she rubbed her wet hair with a towel after her shower.

“I don’t think I know Tommy.  What are you implying here?”

“You’ve met him, he was a senior when I was a freshman so I guess he’s a junior in college now.  He needs a place to live in his last year; the dorms were too expensive, and his roommate backed out without warning and his lease expired.  Do you think he could live in my room for a school year?  He said he can pay some rent, he just couldn’t afford the apartment on his own.”

“Well, Andrea, I just don’t know about that.  Having him live here with me?  Where would you stay when you come home to visit?”

“He can sleep on the couch, and I can have my room,” she laughed.

“But he’s paying rent, and you aren’t!” I pointed out with a laugh.

“Fine, I’ll take the couch,” she tossed her damp main over her shoulder.

Andrea agreed to set up dinner with Tommy before I made a decision about this.  He came over a few nights later for spaghetti so we could talk about things.  I was rather startled to find Tommy well-dressed, polite, and very good-looking.  I wondered why Andrea had never dated him.  He was tall and black-haired, with gleaming dark brown eyes, and an easy smile.

“Look, Mrs. Carter, I would not be a problem at all.  I work and study all of the time so even when I’m here, I’d be quiet in my room.”

“How did you end up nearly homeless?  I didn’t follow the story from Andrea.”

“Oh, that,” he laughed, “my roommate dropped out of school and didn’t give me enough warning to lock in a one-bedroom at the apartment complex.  And I can’t afford the two-bedroom on my own, so Andrea mentioned you might have a spare room for a renter.”

“Well, I have to admit that makes sense.  And that’s a little rotten of your friend.  I had not considered renting out the extra room, but the extra income would be nice.  How much do you think it reasonable?  It has a private attached bathroom, so basically we have two master bedrooms.”

“Would you find $500 reasonable?  Bills included?”

I considered what I could do with an extra $500 per month.  He seemed like a pleasant enough young man, responsible enough to hold down school and a job, and Andrea vouched for him.

I shook his hand in agreement, “We have a deal.”

****

Tommy moved in pretty easily and pretty quickly.  It turns out that a full-time college student with a full-time job actually does not have that much stuff.  He did not even bring furniture other than a small wooden desk.  It all seemed to work out, though since I had not gotten rid of anything in Andrea’s room yet.  And he did not mention not having enough space.  Luckily she took all her clothes with her to college so that he did have some closet space in there.  If she hadn’t, he would have been hard-pressed to find any space.

I had decided to take his rent money and keep it all in a separate savings account, like a Christmas club or a vacation fund.  I had no real outstanding debt so it seemed like the smart thing to do, especially with Andrea in college now.

And he was right, in those first few weeks, I saw him so little that I almost forgot he was there until the first rent check showed up on the kitchen counter.  That and there was beer in the refrigerator which I do not really drink.  He did not leave any messes around the common areas, and I respected his privacy so I had no idea what his room looked like.

One Friday night he startled me in the apartment as I was coming home from work.

“Hi Mrs. Carter,” he said softly from the couch.

I nearly dropped my purse and actually dropped the bag of groceries I was carrying.

“Oh I’m sorry,” he chuckled as he got up to help me collect the scattered soup cans.

“It’s okay, I just didn’t know you were there.  I hardly ever see you around this place.”

“You know, I hear the same thing from my mom too.”

He was wearing loose denim shorts and a tight tank top, and I could not help but notice the way his six-pack abs peeked out from the gap just below his waist.

He helped me put the food away and then popped open a beer.

“Did you want one too?”

“Oh sure, what the hell.  I haven’t had one in years.”

He popped the top and handed me a cold can.

“Thanks.”

“No, thank you.”

His chocolate-colored eyes sparked strangely, but I paid no attention.  In hindsight, I suspect he was peeking down my blouse as I bent over to fish my cell phone out of my purse.

He cleared a spot for me on the couch, setting his books and papers on the coffee table.

“What are you watching?” I pointed at the muted television.

“Oh, some silly movie I found.”

“Mind if I join you?”

“Not at all,” he smiled crookedly.

He stretched his long arm across the back of the couch.  His fingertips were barely brushing the back of my hair, and it made me shiver just a little.  I settled in and tried to ignore what I was certain was an innocent touch.  As I sipped the beer, I looked at the television screen and tried to stifle my gasp.  He was watching Lolita.

“Tommy, why are you watching this junk?”

“I just found it on cable.  Some old movie, about a guy who marries this lady to get to her daughter.  Really creepy actually.”

“Yeah, I think so too.”

“Girls my age never did much for me.  I’ve dated a few older women, though, they have it going on I think.”

I laughed, “Tommy, you might be a little nutty.  So we should be watching The Graduate instead?”

He looked at me long and hard before replying, “Yeah, probably, but I couldn’t find it.”

We had both finished our beers, and he went to fetch two more.  When he returned to the couch, he sat down noticeably closer to me and stretched his arm out again.  This time, his arm was distinctly behind my shoulders.  It felt like a cheesy date move like back in my teenage years so I played dumb and ignored it.  By the end of the movie, we had finished about ten beers between us.  It had been years since I drank that much in one sitting.  I was feeling giggly and trying to hide it.  I was the adult in this situation, and I had to maintain my composure.

“See?  No Graduate,” he fussed as he flipped through the channels.

“I can’t remember the last time I saw that one, it is so old now,” I giggled and then clapped my hand over my mouth.

“Mrs. Carter?  Are you alright?”

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

He looked down at the arrangement of empty beer cans and back up at me.

“I don’t believe you,” he grinned.

“Why not?” I stifled another giggle.

“Because you’re not normally the giggling type,” he laughed.

“Well, it’s been a while since I had a beer, especially that much.  Maybe it’s getting to me.”

He turned so that he was angled towards me with his arm still on the back of the couch.  If someone walked in at that moment, it would have looked very suspicious.  And yet, it still did not dawn on me.

His hand dropped from the back of the couch to the back of my neck.

“Tommy?” I was genuinely startled.

“Can I call you Amy?” he whispered softly.

“O-Of course,” I stuttered.

His fingers tickled the back of my neck, making me squirm and fidget.

“Amy?  Are you okay?” he whispered again.

“I-I don’t know.  Tommy?  What’s going on?”

I felt the rush of the beer merge with the sparking hormones in my bloodstream, and the combination was making me lightheaded.  And suddenly I was certain that I knew exactly what was going on.  Those ‘accidental’ moves and touches and peeks from earlier were not accidents at all.  His breath was warm on my ear, and it made me shiver again.

“I can’t help it, Amy, I think you’re very attractive.  And I’ve been thinking about you for a while.”

“Tommy, we really shouldn’t…”

My protests were cut off when his lips found mine.  They were warm and soft yet insistent.  And they made my whole body go flush and weak at the same time.  When his hand cupped the back of my neck, I was helpless to stop myself from kissing him back.

****

Tommy’s kiss became more insistent the longer his lips touched mine.  The tip of his tongue tickled my lower lip, and I moaned softly as I yielded to the gentle pressure.  His tongue explored my lips and my tongue slowly, as though it was his very first time.  His fingers tickled my neck, and I lightly rested my hands on his shoulders.

When I felt his firm muscles beneath my hands, I had a panic moment and broke the kiss.

“Tommy, I just don’t know…”

He ran his finger over my cheek and shushed me gently.

“Amy, it’s okay.  I don’t care what anyone else thinks, and it’s not their business anyhow.”

I looked at the way his biceps bulged out from underneath the shoulders of his tank top, and I lightly ran my fingertips over the cut of his forearms.

“Amy,” he breathed softly before crushing his lips to mine again.

This time, when he touched me, I committed to whatever was going to happen.  I threaded my arms around his neck and held him close.  He smelled of youth and cologne and a little beer.  His tongue was more aggressive now, entwining with mine as his hands slid around my waist tightly.

He broke the kiss reluctantly and slowly angled his body towards the floor until he was kneeling between my legs.  I must have grinned at him like a silly schoolgirl virgin because he chuckled and pulled me to the edge of the couch.  I felt his firm abs against the core of my body and shivered slightly.

His lips left goosebumps across my skin as he trailed from my chin across my jaw and down my neck.  The skin there was so sensitive to the slightest touch that I gasped and nearly swooned.  I could feel his lips curl into a smile as he lingered there, in that silky skin behind my ear where my neck starts.  His lips nipped softly, and his tongue flicked.  It spiked my body temperature until my breath started escaping in tiny gasps.  My body ached for more.  My heart pounded in my chest, and I could feel the pulse throbbing between my thighs.

“Oh, Tommy,” I whispered urgently.

His lips slid further down, across my collarbone and just inside the V of my blouse.  He slowly unfastened each button, in turn, kissing at every inch of revealed skin as he exposed it.  He kissed his way from my cleavage all the way down to my tummy.  When my blouse hung loosely from my shoulders, he lightly grazed the swell of my breasts with his fingertips, just over the line of my satin bra.

“Man, I’ve been looking at these since I moved in,” he breathed.

I giggled, causing them to bounce slightly.

“They’re gorgeous,” he grinned up at me.

Tommy slid his hands over my bare waist, tickling lightly so that I arched my back towards him.  He brushed my skin with his mouth again, and I felt the clasp of my bra release from underneath me.  He hooked his index finger under the center band and slowly pulled it down.  His tongue and lips slid from one breast to the other as they slid into view.  When the satin finished stroking my flushed skin, he tossed it behind him with a flourish and a grin.

My nipples stood out from my skin as tiny pink rosebuds.  Tommy brushed them faintly with his thumbs, and they tightened up more.  He rolled one between his thumb and forefinger as his lips closed around the other one tightly.  My head fell back as I groaned and ran my fingers through his dark hair.  I clasped his face tightly against my flesh, and he rubbed his tongue hard against the stiff peak.  He teased the other one the same, flicking his tongue fast and hard over it until I desperately needed to feel his tongue elsewhere.

“Tommy… please…” I begged him.

His mouth slid from one to the other and back again until I was seeing stars behind my closed eyes, a swirling galaxy of need and desire.  I tried to focus on his hands moving over the fly of my slacks but focusing on that only made me want him inside my clothing quicker.  He finally got them unfastened and slid them down over my ass and clear of my legs.  I was grateful that I had worn a nice bra and panty set that day.

The satin G-string was damp as it clung to me.  I wriggled as his lips traced tickling little lines up and down my inner thighs.  His warm breath tortured me when he exhaled on the wet spot that was continuing to grow inside my panties.  When he finally pulled them off my body, my wetness glistened in the flickering light.  He exhaled enthusiastically and slowly kissed his way back up one thigh.  By the time he reached the apex of my legs, I was squirming and nearly begging for his attention.

The first touch of his lips against my eager flesh made me buck on the couch and cry out.  And when his tongue slithered between my pouting folds to find my swollen clit, I dug my nails into the couch cushion and groaned.

He trapped the stiff nub between his lips and flicked his tongue hard and fast.  It had been so long that I could barely stand the intensity of his attention.  I had just a few moments of breathless anticipation before my climax crashed through my body.  I screamed out his name as a mixture of plea and prayer as I raked my nails over his shoulders and arched towards his face.  He slowly eased me down, leaving me panting and wet with the need for him to fill me.

Tommy stood with a self-satisfied grin and slowly removed his tank top.  His pecs stood out in hard flat planes, and his abs were cut perfectly.  In my daze, I reached up and slowly dragged my fingertips down his warm skin, making him squirm as he had done to me.

The trail of dark curls ran from his navel downwards, disappearing into the waistband of his denim shorts.  I dipped my fingers just inside to follow the trail, and he slowly unzipped the shorts.

“Naughty boy,” I whispered gleefully when I realized that he was not wearing underwear.

His cock was long and thick and eager for attention as it bobbed out towards my waiting mouth.

I slowly stroked up his shaft with just my fingertips, eliciting a pained groan from his lips.  I trailed my touch back down until I found his heavy balls.  As he slid his shorts completely off, I rolled the orbs in my palm, feeling the weight of his desire.

“How long has it been?” I giggled.

“Too long,” he groaned.

His cock bobbed eagerly, but I refused it attention.  Instead, I hefted his balls gently and slowly ran my tongue over the crinkled skin.

“Fuck,” he exhaled slowly.

I sucked them into my mouth, letting my tongue swirl and tease.  His hips shifted and squirmed as I tormented him just a little.  Very few men can tolerate having their balls played with and their cock neglected.

“Amy,” he moaned, pleading for more just as I had done.

I released him and stood up from the couch to take his hand.  With a giggle, I led him to my bedroom.  I could feel his eyes on my swaying ass as we went and I shook it a little more than normal just for him.  When we reached my bedroom, I firmly pushed him down onto the bed.  I climbed on top of him, letting my dripping pussy rub up the shaft of his stiff cock.

“Oh fuck, oh God,” he groaned.

“Did you want my mouth or my pussy?” I grinned down at him, letting my full breasts sway just above his face.

“Both,” he said hopefully.

I chuckled, “I’m not that flexible.”

He laughed and rubbed his palm against my pussy as an answer.  He produced a condom from out of the blue and slowly rolled it down over his cock, shivering when his own hand touched himself.  As I felt the head press up against me, I realized just how long it had been.

“How long has it been for you?” it was a fair question from him.

“Too long as well,” I admitted as I slid down to take him inside my body.

“Shit,” he growled as he bucked his hips upwards.

I threw my head back as my body slowly adjusted to the ways his cock stretched me.

“I…” he stuttered as he struggled for self-control.

“It’s okay,” I whispered as my ass fell against his thighs.

“Damn,” he exhaled as he dug his fingers into my hips.

He filled me completely, and I sat perfectly still, relishing the sensations of him inside me.  I gyrated my hips once, just slightly, and had to bite back a giggle when his hips kicked in full force.

Suddenly he was gripping my hips tightly and thrusting hard up inside me.  My tits jiggled as I bounced on top of him, and I could feel the swell of heat inside my body start again.  I braced myself against his muscled shoulders and started working my hips deliberately.  Riding his cock and grinding in circles, clenching with those inside muscles.  Every time his body collided with mine, I groaned.  He nudged me closer and closer to the edge, and I willed him to hang on until we were there together.

“Oh God,” he groaned as I rolled my hips back and forth.

“Hold on,” I begged him.

“I’m trying,” he admitted with a wince.

“Almost… there,” I gasped, bouncing and riding him as hard as I could.

“Oh shit, shit, shit,” he mumbled with a sudden look of panic on his face.

I froze and stared down at him.

“Fuck me,” he begged, frustrated at the sudden stop of his ascent.

I leaned back slowly without pumping my hips and slid my own hand between our bodies.  While he watched with wide, anxious eyes, I slowly rubbed myself for him.  Pressing tight little circles against my clit while he was still buried inside me, I felt the heat surge through my bloodstream.

“So fucking close,” he breathed, twisting his hands in the sheets to hold on.

“Me too,” I panted, “fuck me, Tommy, fuck me.”

My body snapped back forwards, rubbing my clit against the wiriness of his curly hairs and pumping my hips madly.  He dug his nails into my ass and thrust upwards, my tits rubbing and bouncing against his chest.

“There, there, there,” I chanted as the heat reached its summit.

“Amy!” he bellowed.

“Tommy!” I screamed.

And we exploded together.  His wild thrusts were hard as a rock as my pussy tightened around him.  We clawed at each other, moaning and screaming, bodies clashing together.  With one final shudder, I collapsed on top of his flushed body and gasped for air.

Eventually, I slid off to the side and curled up into his arm.  I must have dozed off because the next thing I knew, he was gently rubbing my shoulder and offering me a glass of water.

“I think I need a fucking cigarette,” I giggled.

With the flare of a magician, he produced a pack and a lighter from behind his back.  As he led me to a nearby open window, I swatted his firm young ass.

“Give me a just a minute, and we’ll be good to go,” he winked.

God, I love the younger men I thought to myself as I lit the cigarette with a smirk.

****

Tommy and I fucked like rabbits for the rest of the year that he lived there.  In my bedroom, in his bedroom, in the living room, in his shower, in my shower, on the kitchen table, even down in the communal pool one Saturday night.  It was magnificent, and I could not get enough of him or his cock.  He was a sweet young man and a very attentive and skilled lover.

It was almost torture to take breaks so that we could act like landlord and tenant whenever Andrea was in town visiting.  Then again, I also relished the torture in its own way.  I would make sure to bend over in front of him, emphasizing either my ass or my cleavage.  He liked to stand just where Andrea could not see him, and squeeze his cock through his pants.  And every time she went back to college, it was damn near explosive as we tore each other’s clothes off.

We did not really talk about where it was going.  Perhaps I was just having too much fun, or perhaps I assumed that there was an automatic time limit.  Either way, as his graduation date approached, we became more and more tense around each other.  While the sex was still red-hot, when we weren’t fucking, we were snippy and curt.  Finally, he had had enough.

One night after dinner, he said to me softly, “Amy, sit down.”

“What is it, Tommy?”

“Things are changing between us, and I knew that would happen.  Most people would tell us that we are not meant to have more than just fun because of our age difference.”

“Yeah, I know,” I knew my face was betraying my sadness at losing my special friend, but I understood.

“I get it,” I continued, “I really do.  You’re young and just starting your life.  You don’t need to be saddled with a woman who has a daughter about your age.”

He laughed, “It’s actually quite the opposite.  I don’t want to lose you at all.”

“Wait.  What?”

“I’m in love with you, Amy.  And I have found a job nearby so that I don’t have to leave.  Now, I can move out if you want, but I’m hoping you tell me to stay.”

“But what about Andrea?  What do we tell her?”

“You tell her that her mother is madly in love with this sexy man who can’t get enough of her.”

I laughed, “Oh really?”

“Well, only if it’s the truth.”

I smiled and twisted my hands in my lap while pondering my answer.

“Yes, Tommy, that is the God’s honest truth.”


31. Revenge is Right Next Door: MILF Revenge Sex with the Neighbor by Roxy Rhodes

My husband is cheating on me, and I’m home alone, while that prick is out with his little bimbo. My next door neighbors are home, a bunch of college guys. Young guys, young enough to by my...well, young. One is sexy. Unattached. And seems to enjoy casual sex. Did I say he was young? Well, he is. So what does a desperate wife do? The obvious: knock on the neighbor’s door. What I thought was going to be a quick wham, bam, thank you ma’am, turned into a night of having things done to me I’d only dreamed of. It made me realize how much I was missing, being married to a cheater.

I knew my husband was cheating on me. It just took me far too long to do something about it. Part of the reason was I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t just want to leave him, not without getting some kind of revenge. To just walk away might be the noble thing...the sensible thing to do...but I’ve never been known to be noble or sensible.

Jerry was out, either with the bimbo he was fucking, or with his buddies at a bar, talking about the bimbo he was fucking. Either way, I was in our apartment, curled up in my robe after a hot bath, with a book and a bottle of wine. Alone. The wine was good; the book was a wall-banger. Meaning it was so bad, I ended up wanting to throw it against the wall. It was a romance, which was the last thing I should have been reading, all things considered. And it was by a woman who wrote such passive heroines I wanted to scream. All of it set my teeth on edge. Finally, I closed the book and poured another glass of wine. There had to be something I could do other than sit here and get drunk, with a sappy romance novel.

I pulled out my laptop, with the intent of looking for a divorce lawyer in the area. But that seemed too depressing, even for me.

The throbbing beat of the music from the neighbor’s apartment distracted me from my search. I knew they were college kids, that at least two guys lived there, with a revolving series of girls, some who came and went, others who came back more than once. Sometimes I envied them, sometimes I resented them, both the boys and the girls, that they could just fuck whoever they wanted with no regrets. Maybe some broken hearts and a few STDs, but young hearts mend, and there’s always penicillin.

I heard the sound of their apartment door closing, and then laughter in the hall, a guy, and a girl. Next door, the music played for a minute and then the volume went down. I recognized the guy’s voice in the hall. He was the one with what seemed like longer term girlfriends. The other guy, the tall, dark and sexy guy, was the one with the revolving door on his bedroom. I thought about that, thought about it really hard, for about three seconds. And I came to this conclusion:

I was alone. He was probably alone, based on how quiet it was next door. He obviously enjoyed casual sex. And I was alone. Still. With a cheating husband.

So I did what everybody does when they’re bored and alone, and feeling sorry for themselves; they do something desperate.

I padded down the hall to my bedroom, dropping my robe on the way. I thought of dressing in the sexiest thing I had, but that seemed far too obvious. So I pulled on jeans and a t-shirt. But both the tightest I owned. I thought about going braless, but that seemed too slutty, even for a revenge fuck with the kid next door.

I ran a brush through my hair, fluffing it up, giving it a little spritz of hairspray. I was trying for the just out of bed look, a little messy, but not a complete disaster. Then I added a hint of mascara, a little lipstick, and then pronounced myself ready. When I set the lipstick down, my hands were shaking, and the lipstick fell to the floor. Maybe this was a bad idea. Or maybe I just needed another glass of wine.

But it was getting late, and if I was going to do this, I was going to have to do it now.

I dabbed on some perfume, just enough, and took one last look in the mirror. This was as good as it gets and if he wasn’t interested, then I’d just come home to my bottle of wine and finish it off.

I stood for a minute in the hall and then knocked. After a second the music stopped and I heard footsteps. Then the door opened. It was Mr. Tall and Sexy. Then my heart fell. From the peek I could see into the apartment behind him, he wasn’t alone. A petite girl with long black hair sat on the couch, feet tucked under her, a bottle of beer in her hand.

“Oh, sorry...”

“Hi...”

Our words collided and then we both stopped. He smiled, and I tried to look like I knew what I was doing. “Um...”

“Was the music too loud? I know we get loud sometimes. I can turn it down again...”

“No. It’s not that. I mean, that’s not why I’m here.”

“Okay.” He stood looking down at me...he was taller than I realized. And this close, seriously sexy. My heart was thudding against my ribs, and I was pretty sure I was staring at him like a complete idiot.

“Oh. I came to ask...” I glanced past him at the girl on the couch. “But I see you have company.”

He turned around to talk to the girl. I took the opportunity to look at him, from head to toe, the broad shoulders in a tight t-shirt, the way his jeans hugged his ass. “I wouldn’t call her company. She’s my sister.”

The girl said something and then laughed. The guy turned back to me with a smile.

“So, she’s company, but she’s still my sister. Anyway...is there something I can do for you?”

“Well...I...” This was not going the way I’d planned. Although I really didn’t have a plan, other than knocking on his door.

“Listen. Would you like to come in? We’re just watching a bad movie, having a beer.”

“Oh, no....well...actually, I kind of had a favor to ask.” Trying to seduce my neighbor was asking a favor? It was

“You know, I don’t know your name? I mean, other than Mrs. Benson. From the mailbox, you know?”

“I’m Callie. And your name?”

“Miles. My sister is Phoebe.” He took a step into the hall. “But I’m pretty sure you didn’t come here to meet my sister, did you?”

I had the strangest sensation that he was reading my mind. Or maybe it was just wishful thinking. But he was standing close enough that I could feel the heat of his body. I looked up into his eyes, and then I knew. The words I was looking for were there. And I said them.

“Would you like to come over for a drink? I’m alone...and I don’t like being alone.”

He blinked, once. Then he smiled. A slow sexy smile.

“Yeah.” Without looking away from me, he yelled over his shoulder into the apartment. “Phebes, I’ll be back later.”

I was pretty sure the emphasis was on later. He pulled the door closed behind him, which pushed him up against me. I didn’t take a step back right away. This was the single most amazing thing that had happened, yet. And maybe more was going to happen. But first I had to get him into my apartment.

“You said you’re alone? Your husband...”

I didn’t really want to talk about my husband, and I really didn’t want to have this conversation in the hall. “Well...come in and I’ll tell you...”

I turned around and walked down the hall, Miles behind me. I tried to be as suggestive as I could, give my hips enough sway to maybe give him the general idea of what I wanted. It must have worked, because as I stopped to open my apartment door, Miles was right behind me, and I swear he touched my ass. I jumped a little, and then he laughed.

“You know, it really doesn’t matter where your husband is, as long as he’s not here, right?”

My breathing went a little shallow, my heart beating faster. His hand...oh, wow...both hands cupped my ass, and this time, there was no doubt what he was doing. The feel of a stranger grabbing my ass set off a chain reaction of feelings and sensations that I didn’t think I would ever feel again. I went hot and cold, and then really hot all over.

“Right.” I finally managed to get the word out. “He doesn’t matter.”

“Right.”

Either I took a step back, or Miles took a step forward, but then it was more than just his hands on my ass. That hard bulge pressed against me could only be his erection. A shiver ran through me, and a little thud of arousal went off between my hips.

“Callie...can you open the door? I really want to fuck you, but not in the hall, okay?”

I opened the door, and we walked, stumbled, got into my apartment with his hands still on me. I turned around to close the door, but Miles kicked it shut with his foot. Now I was facing him, his hands still occupied with my ass, but his erection pressing into my stomach.

“So you were looking for something like this, right?” Miles dug his fingers into my ass, pulling me hard against his cock. Seductively he rocked his hips back and forth, rubbing himself against me. The thud in my belly went off again, harder this time, and my hips jerked in response.

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

If I had any words to say they were lost in his kiss. It started out like a normal kiss, his lips touching mine, mine touching his. But then his tongue flicked against my lower lip, just a brush at first, then more forceful. I let my lips part, and his tongue was there, sliding against mine, teasing me, inviting me. I gave back just what he gave to me. I thrust my tongue against his, circling with the tip, sucking him into my mouth. The kiss went just this side of brutal, something new to me, and for a minute a thrill of fear ran through me. This was crazy; he was a stranger. What was I doing?

What I was doing was getting ready to fuck this stranger, a guy decades younger than me. I’d worry about the consequences tomorrow.

I reached up, wrapped my arms around his neck and held on, letting him plunder my mouth with his tongue. The sharp edge of his teeth grazed my lip, the pressure intensifying, just to the point of pain. I pulled away, and for the briefest second he held on.

Then he let go and smiled at me. “You’re a feisty little one. I like that.”

No one had ever called me feisty, but I’d take the compliment. He reached up, touched my cheek with one hand. I can’t say the touch was gentle, but it didn’t scare me. At least, not much.

“Do you want to know what else I like? What I’d like you to do for me?”

I stared up. I sort of had the idea this would be him doing things to me that I wanted, which was basically having sex in my bed. But, hey, this might be a good ice breaker.

“What do you like? What can I do for you?”

The hand on my ass moved away, sliding between us. I heard the sound of his zipper. His other hand moved to my shoulder, pushing down. It was pretty damn obvious what he wanted. And I was perfectly willing to oblige. Sex with Jerry, when we had it, was plain old missionary, over in minutes. Sucking a guy’s cock, well, I’d think of it as an appetizer. And then I’d be the main course.

“You’re really quiet for being so bold to coming knocking on my door.” He’d gotten his zipper down, and I slowly lowered myself to my knees, looking up at him the whole time.

“I don’t think there’s a whole lot of need for words, if we’re on the same page, right?”

“I like how you think, Cassie. And yeah, right now that page is turned to suck my cock. Okay?”

I dropped to the floor and brought my eyes down to what waited for me. And gasped. Miles had the biggest cock I’d ever seen, long and thick. He held it with one hand, running his fingers over himself, hips rocking forward just a little. 

Swallowing hard, I wondered if I could actually take this and not choke. But I was willing to give it a try.

“Okay.” I reached up, wrapping my fingers around his fingers, and I swear he was long enough for both of us to hold. Miles took his hand away, and I slid mine down that long shaft, until my hand bumped against his body. Then I brought my hand back toward my face, bringing that cock up to my lips.

I ran my tongue around the head of his cock, flicking it along the underside, then swirled it quickly around the tip. Before I’d been dry-mouthed with nerves, but now I was practically drooling. With a nice wet slurping sound, I sucked the head of his cock into my mouth.

“Oh, yeah...” Miles put his hands in my hair, fingers tensing against me. “Yeah, just like that.”

I took more of him into my mouth, but there was no way in hell I could take all of him. I bobbed my head the best I could, pulling his spit-slicked cock back, sucking hard as I did. Miles moaned a low sexy sound that made my thighs quiver and a little rush of wet heat flood through me. I was pretty sure my panties were going to be wet by the time I was finished with him.

“Yeah, babe. Okay. Faster.” His hips started pumping back and forth, and I took more of him with each thrust. My hand was still wrapped around the base of his shaft, and I squeezed and teased him with my fingers, hoping to make up for the fact he wouldn’t fit in my mouth.

But he had other ideas. His fingers tightened in my hair, pulling me toward him. I opened as wide as I could, and he thrust hard, the head of his cock hitting the back of my throat. There was nothing I could do as he pulled back, then thrust again. This time, I gagged, spit running from the corners of my mouth. I gave up trying to hold on to him and braced my hands against his thighs. For a minute I was afraid he was going to come in my mouth, and that would be the end of whatever I thought this was going to be.

“Oh, fuck...you’re so good at this...too good.” He gritted his teeth, made a growling sound, and then suddenly I was falling backward, and he was dropping to his knees on the floor between my legs. I caught a glimpse of his cock, wet and hard, the veins standing out, rising up from his muscular thighs like something carved from stone. I got the feeling he wanted nothing more than to cum right then and there. He was breathing hard, his hips moving back and forth, making his cock twitch and jerk. God, I wanted him.

“Fuck me, Miles. Come on...” I was fumbling with the button and zipper on my jeans, suddenly cursing myself for wearing skin tight clothes. But Miles solved the problem by reaching up and stripping them off. My panties went with, and I sat up, yanking my shirt over my head. As Miles did the same with his, I undid the clasp on my bra and flung it away.

“Yeah...in a minute.”

“What minute?” I stared up at him, but he wasn’t looking at my face. He leaned down, grabbed my knees, and pulled my legs apart.

“Time for a little taste of what you have to offer.”

Before I had time to do more than lay back he had his mouth on me, his tongue sliding over my clit, thrusting inside of me, licking and sucking. It felt like he was doing everything at once, and I closed my eyes, fingers dug into the carpet, thanking whoever was looking out for me that I’d found a guy who knew how to go down on a woman.

Because Miles had mastered the art of eating a woman perfectly. He knew what to lick...pretty much everything. What to suck...my clit, hard and greedily. And he knew when to back off and when to go at me like a madman. In minutes I was arching and twisting, wanting him to keep going, wanting him to stop because it was too much. Wanting everything.

Then suddenly he pulled away and was thrusting two fingers inside of me, curling them, finding some long-forgotten spot inside of me. I arched up hard, screamed, and came so hard I thought I was going to break into pieces. I knew hot juices were pouring out of me, and for a minute I was totally embarrassed to think there was a strange guy between my legs watching while I made a puddle on the carpet.

“Oh, God, you’re a gushing. Fuck that’s hot...”

I was still coming, my body going into some kind of weird overdrive. Weakly I pushed at his hand, but he didn’t stop. If anything he thrust harder. I could hear the wet sounds his fingers made, and I didn’t care anymore if I was soaking the rug. This was the most amazing thing that had ever happened to me.

Miles was breathing hard, and I lifted my head just enough to see him kneeling between my spread legs, stroking his cock while he worked me over with his fingers. His hips were moving up and down, driving his cock through his clenched hand. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.

“I want to watch you come...but I want you to fuck me.”

It shocked me that I’d actually said that out loud. Miles looked up at me and smiled.

“I can do both...”

With a wet sucking sound, he pulled his fingers out of me. For a second I relaxed, but then he was pushing that cock into me, and that cock was a hell of a lot bigger than his fingers. I cried out as he thrust home, burying himself to the hilt. For a second he stayed like that, but then he leaned back, pulling me up his thighs, so my ass was off the floor.

And then he really went to work.

I guess young guys have stamina or Miles just had a talent for sex. Because for the next, I don’t know how many minutes, hours, days, he fucked me like those proverbial rabbits. I was a limp rag doll in his hands, fingers dug into my ass, holding me up while he drove his cock into me, over and over, faster than I thought humanly possible. Then again, the only person fucking me recently had been a middle-aged man, so there was that.

Something about the way we were positioned ground his body against my clit, starting off another wave of what could only be called the best orgasm of my life. But it never seemed to end. Every thrust brought on a new wave, and he was pounding into me so hard, and fast all those waves just collided, turning into one big tsunami that threatened to drown me.

Miles’s chest was covered with sweat, and he was making the sexiest noises I’d ever heard, groans and grunts, moans, and the occasional swear word tossed in for good measure. I thought I could listen to him all night making those sounds.

But something started to change in his rhythm, everything going a little erratic, a little rough around the edges. His grunts started to sound a little rough too, and I had a feeling he was reaching the end.

And seconds later he pulled out of me so fast I slid off his legs, my butt hitting the floor, and I rolled on my side. He grabbed my hips, turning me on my back, straddling my hips with his knees. From this angle his cock looked even bigger, shiny and hard, the veins standing out on the surface.

“I want to come on your tits, yeah?”

I nodded. “Wait...” He looked at me with something like alarm in his eyes, like I was going to tell him he couldn’t come. I pushed up on my elbows.

“I want to taste myself, okay? I’ve never done that...” Until that very moment, I’d never even thought of that. But I wanted to and didn’t think I’d ever have the chance again.

“Okay. Yeah...sure.” Miles was already moving forward, his knees alongside my torso. I wiggled up just enough so I could reach him. “No, too long, though. I’m on a hair trigger here. And you suck cock like no one I’ve ever known. So, you know...”

“Yeah. I know.” I wanted him to come, wanted to see that. But first this.

I licked the end of his cock, and a shudder ran through Miles. He moaned and tipped his head back, hips jerking toward my face. I ran my tongue down the length of him, tasting my rich juices, salty and musky, and a little strange. Not what I expected, but not terrible.

It was hard not to pull him into my mouth, to stop licking and nibbling at him. But he was jerking and shaking now, the taut muscles along the insides of his thighs tightening and twitching, and I knew he was close. As much as I wanted to tease him, I wanted to see him come.

I gave him once long last lick and then lay back. Instantly he had his cock in his hand, jerking it almost frantically. I let myself lay back and took in the view of him, that giant hard cock, wet and slick, moving through his hand.

The grunting and moaning reached a crescendo and then he stopped, head back, eyes closed, totally silent, hips pushed forward. Either this was it, or something was wrong.

But that was it. Seconds later the first thick stream of creamy cum arched out of his cock, splashing down on my right breast. I jerked, surprised how hot it was. Then I got wrapped up in watching as he basically covered both breasts with more cum than I thought a man could possibly hold.

During the first few seconds he was dead quiet, but then he started up with the deep grunts, each one rising, getting louder with each thick stream that spurted out.

Finally, after what seemed like minutes, things started to trail off, the thick streams trailing off to spurts and dribbles. Miles gave one last deep grunt, and then collapsed on his back on the floor beside me, breathing hard.

“Well, that was pretty amazing.” Now that I was covered with a quart of cum, I didn’t know what to do. Sitting up meant it would run off. Staying here meant...staying on the living room floor.

“I’m not done yet.”

For a horrified but ecstatic moment, I thought we were going to go at it again. That was fine with me, but I wasn’t sure how Miles was going to accomplish that. But if he was up for it, no pun intended, so was I.

He pushed up on one elbow, looking down at me. “You don’t know how amazing it is to do this...” He reached out, running his finger through the sticky mess on my tits. He held his finger out to me, and I opened my mouth, sucking the creamy cum from his finger. It was hot and salty, and totally unexpected.

Miles leaned over and kissed me. I ran my tongue over his lips and flicked it against his. When he pulled back, I looked up at him.

“Can you taste yourself?”

He smiled. “Yeah. Not as good as you, though.” He flopped back onto the floor. “So, you want to tell me the real reason you knocked at my door?”

“Oh. Well...” I wasn’t sure I was ready to tell him the whole story. He might have just fucked me like a champ, but that seemed too personal.

“Your husband’s having an affair, right?”

I sat up, completely shocked. “How did you know?”

Miles put his hands behind his head, looking completely at ease on my living room floor. “He’s brought her home, on nights when you must be working late.”

“Oh.” I was crushed. And then I was pissed. He’d been having sex in our bed with...that bitch.

“I didn’t think you knew about that. I had a feeling you did knew he was cheating.” He cleared his throat. “There’s been a lot more wine bottles in your recycling.”

“Well, yeah. That I what, he was doing. Just not where.”

“So I was your revenge sex?”

“Yeah. You were. Sorry. That’s kind of shitty thing to do, right?”

Miles sat up. I could smell the heady musk of sex around us. I hoped that whenever Jerry finally decided to come home, he’d smell it too. Miles reached out and pushed back the hair from my forehead.

“Not at all. I’m all being used for casual sex, or revenge sex. Or whatever this was supposed to be for you.” He leaned forward and kissed me. This kiss was so sweet and gentle I felt tears well up.

“Hey, you’re not regretting what happened, are you?”

I shook my head. “No. Just...you’re being really nice.”

He started to laugh. Standing he reached down and took my hand. “Well, if you’re interested, anytime you want revenge, just come find me. You know where I am.”

“Thank you. For...this...” I made a gesture that generally encompassed me, him, and the mess we’d made. “And for understanding.”

“No worries.” He reached down and grabbed his jeans, pulling them up. I was sad to see that beautiful cock disappear. “Personally, I think he’s a jerk.”

“Yeah. Me too.” I picked up my t-shirt and jeans. It wasn’t worth getting dressed, since I needed a shower, although it was a bit awkward standing naked with Miles. But he didn’t seem to mind.

“Well, you deserve better, Cassie. Really, you do.” He leaned over and kissed me. And then he turned and left.

I listened for the sound of his door closing and then heard the music come back on. For a minute I wondered what he was going to tell his sister, and then I didn’t care. I’d gotten what I wanted, even if it wasn’t in our bed. And once I’d learned Jerry had brought his bimbo here, the last place I wanted to even sleep was that bed, much less have sex with Miles there.

I padded off to the shower, wondering how long it would be until I felt the need for more revenge sex. As good as I felt right now, I gave it maybe 24 hours at the most. Turning on the shower, I hoped Miles was going to be home. And that he’d get a good night’s sleep tonight. Now that I knew what he was capable of, I was going to exploit him for every last ounce of energy that boy had.


32. My Guardian Fallen Angel: MILFs Hot Revenge Sex with a Biker by April Fisher

I honestly thought my life was going to be over in that one moment. And then I met a guardian angel, someone who saved me from the worst fate I could’ve imagined. But when I got home, I didn’t expect to hear that my husband had done I would have never done to him. So I called my guardian angel, and gave him freely what my neighbor had tried to forcefully take from me.

I had been walking home from work when it happened. I lived close by, so I let my husband have the car for his work. But I had never expected this to happen. When we had bought the house, we were assured the neighborhood was safe, and that the school system was the best we’d find anywhere within three hours. I was sold, and so was my husband. My kids weren’t so thrilled to move, of course, their friends being elsewhere. But I was certain that we would stay here, and that they’d make new friends in no time.

I had made an unexpected friend. A friend that was so interested, in fact, he had felt the need to stalk me. I hadn’t realized it at first. He seemed like a good person, offering help when I needed it. But then again, don’t stalkers always seem nice? They trick you. And then they watch you from afar, memorizing your schedule, picking out every quirk you have, paying just a little too much attention. And then they made a plan for attack. They were dangerous people, and for some reason, you almost always knew them personally. But you never think they’re dangerous because the signs are so subtle. Now that I look back on them and what he did, the signs made themselves painfully obvious.

Of course, none of that mattered now. Not while I was pinned to the wall of the alley, he’d decided to jump out of, with his hands roaming down my body while I struggled with him. “No, stop…”

He was too strong for me, and I highly regretted not taking self-defense classes now.

I didn’t give up, though. If he wanted me, he would have to take me fighting. His lips were on my neck, leaving a particularly visible hickey. I would have a hard time explaining it, but I hoped beyond hope that my husband would understand… in fact, I hoped he would drive by and recognize us, and beat the living shit out of this bastard.

But he didn’t. So, instead, I bit him on the shoulder. Hard enough to draw blood, enough to faze him enough to get away. He yelped in pain for a second, and then he took me by the shoulders and threw me to the ground. “Feisty, eh? I didn’t expect that from you, the quiet, prudish wife!”

My eyes watered up. Is that what he really thought of me? I… had no idea what to think of other than the pain it inflicted to my heart, and the physical pain as he held my limbs down and forced my pants down. “No!”

In a last ditch effort, I decided to raise hell with my voice. “Someone help! Help!”

He put his hand over my mouth while he searched for something to plug it closed with. He eventually settled on ripping his shirt and stuffing my mouth with it, and tying it closed with his belt. I was kicking and struggling the whole time he did this, but he was too strong for me. I was done for.

Just when I was about to resign myself to my fate, I heard a motorcycle pull up close to the street, and then it clicked off. With a lot of noise, I could catch attention. So with my loudest voice, I screamed at the top of my lungs through the cloth he’d stuffed in my mouth. Even with how muffled it was, it should have been loud enough to make anyone curious.

The guy trying to rape me looked up at the entry to the alleyway, then back at me. “No one’s coming for you, baby. Just relax.”

It was true. Moments passed, and my pants came off, and his hands undid his zipper, and no one came for me. I resigned myself to my fate, and decided to just close my eyes and think of a better place, and a better time.

And then I heard him cry out in pain, and suddenly my limbs were free. I scooted away out of desperation, not bothering to watch what the source was. I heard punches and kicks, and cussing. I undid the gag around my mouth and pulled my pants back on, and then I decided to pay attention.

A tanned man was beating the living hell out of my raping neighbor. He had black hair longer on one side than the other, and wore chains on his ripped jeans. I noticed a gun peek out from the side of his jacket. Even in his anger, he was devilishly handsome. And much younger than me. I felt dirty for even thinking of his looks at a time like this.

“So you like to get off on pain, is that it? Stupid motherfucker!”

My rapist was bleeding from both nostrils and the side of his mouth. Finally, the man stopped, and the rapist spat blood at him. “The fuck? Are you telling me you wouldn’t fuck her? Look at her!”

He kept his eyes on the rapist and kicked him in the stomach. “That’s not the fucking point!”

The rapist stood up shakily and ran off, but not before the man shouted at him. “I’ll be keeping my eye on you! Sleep light, you bastard!”

I sighed in relief and picked up my purse, which had been dropped during the altercation. “Thank you…” I muttered, feeling out of sorts.

He didn’t touch me, instead, he looked me in the eye. “Has he done that before?”

I shook my head. “Not with me… I don’t know if he’s done it to anyone else.”

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a pad. On it, he wrote a phone number and address. “This is my phone number, and this is my hideout. If he tries anything again, we’ll take care of him for you.”

I blinked and took the small piece of paper. Who was this guy? Mafia, maybe? I didn’t want to get involved with the mafia… I held it back out to him. “My husband should be able to file a lawsuit just fine…”

He pushed it back at me. “You don’t have proof he did it. In fact, the hickey he gave you is incriminating to you, not him.”

I laid a hand over the hickey, blushing. I didn’t feel very comfortable, so I folded the paper and put it in my pocket, if only just to get home quick enough so I could put something on the hickey to make it go away. Or a bandaid. I hoped my husband wouldn’t ask if he was home. I hoped he wouldn’t notice.

“What will you do to him?” I asked.

“Nothing yet. But if he tries it again, we’ll dig up dirt on him and get him arrested. Trust me, we’re pros at it. Vigilantes, if you will.”

I eyed him up and down. “Are you a part of a biker gang of sorts?”

He smirked. “Finally figured it out, huh? Well, we’re smart as well as strong. We dig up evidence, and then we bring it to the police. No illegal stuff. We’re just really good at getting people in jail for their crap.”

I lowered my eyes. “Remind me not to make you angry…”

“You’re fine. Pissing me off isn’t illegal. Raping someone is. That’s all there is to it.”

Up close, I realized how attracted I was to him. Or maybe it was the fact that he’d saved me from a fate worse than death. I didn’t know, but I wanted to reward him with something. Just something to make him know how grateful I was. But what would I give him?”

I couldn’t think of anything at the moment with how foggy my mind was. “Thanks…” was all I could manage.

He left the alleyway, and I followed, unsure what to do now besides go home and forget it ever happened. He motioned to his bike, which he’d parked nearby. I wondered why he stopped. “Should I give you a ride home?”

“Oh… no, I can walk, it’s not far.”

“Then at least let me fucking walk with you. Make sure he won’t come back when I’m gone, you know?”

I couldn’t deny that the thought of walking home alone was more than I could stomach right now. So, with a heavy heart, I let him drive me home.

When we pulled into the drive, I realized my husband’s car wasn’t home. I looked at the time. “He’s half an hour late…” I checked my text messages. No warning, nothing to tell me he would be late. “I hope he’s okay.”

The biker shrugged. “I’m sure he’ll be fine. Maybe he got stuck in traffic.”

I got off the bike and gave him back his helmet. “I’m sure. What’s your name? I never caught it.”

“Tobias. Call me Toby. And yours?”

“Melanie…”

He smiled. “A lovely name for a lovely lady.”

He revved up his motorcycle. “Get inside and lock up,” he said. “Be safe now.”

I waved goodbye and unlocked my door. He backed out of the driveway but stayed in the street watching. I closed my door behind me, and locked it. I looked in the curtains. He drove off in the same direction we’d come from.

That night, my husband was two hours late, and by the time he got home, I was panicking. No messages, nothing, and suddenly he pulled in the drive with a half empty bottle of alcohol and his suit in disarray. I was genuinely surprised at his state and angry that he drove home like that. What the hell was he thinking?

When he got in, I took the bottle from him. “I was worried. Where were you?” I asked.

“No one bothered to pull me over so shut up,” he said.

I was hurt and embarrassed for him. He’d never done something like this before, so why now? I just hoped it wouldn’t be a recurring thing…

After he came out of the bathroom, I took his hand and led him to the couch. “Why did you go out?”

“None of your bloody business,” he said.

I wanted to be compassionate to him, but he could’ve lost his job, his car, his license. He could’ve gotten us into a lot of trouble. I was angry. But me showing it while he was drunk wouldn’t have made a difference, it would just start a lot of unnecessary trouble.

“Well… I’ll get you some water, and you can sleep it off.”

“I’ll get it myself.” He stood up and stumbled away from me.

“Er… wait, let me just…” I stood up and walked after him.

What I didn’t expect him to do was turn around and smack me in the face so hard it left a bruise. I stumbled away from him with the force and held my face in my hands. How… dare he hit me? He was too drunk to understand anything.

I was too angry to even think. “Don’t look at me, don’t touch me, don’t even bother speaking to me until you’re sober. If you ever hit me again, you’re gone.”

What he muttered made me thirst for revenge. “Yeah well, she was better than you anyways.”

I didn’t talk to him for the rest of the night. We slept in different rooms. I didn’t even cry for my marriage that had failed in a single night. Why would I, when everything I had believed about us had been completely fake? I had no compassion for him, but more than that, I had a raging desire to get back at him for the pain and anger.

I had the next day off from work. I cooked breakfast for our daughter, who was old enough to go to school on her own. She walked to the bus stop on her own, hugging us goodbye. She had no idea what was happening with us, and I would have preferred it remain that way. My husband avoided eye contact with me. He knew he’d done a horrible thing, even if in his drunken state he didn’t remember what it was. He left without saying a word to me. I took that as a sign that he didn’t want to fix it, so I decided to have some fun of my own. It was only fair.

I called up Tobias after I finished cleaning the kitchen. He answered promptly, sounding sleepy. “Hey?”

“Hi… Toby, it’s Mel.”

He sounded suddenly very awake. “What’s up? Do I have to do the thing I said?”

“No… no. I was just wondering if you wanted to have lunch at my place. I mean, if it’s not a bother for you.”

There was a long silence on the other end, and I could feel him trying to piece together why I would ask him that when I was worried for my husband just the night before. “Maybe I’m overthinking this…” he said finally. “But… something happened last night with your husband, huh?”

It took me a while before I was able to admit it. “Yeah… he… we’re over.”

Saying it out loud made me want to die. Ten years, all gone in an instant. I wished things could be different, but I decided it would be better to try and move on immediately and make the divorce process easier on both me and our daughter. I had to find a way to explain to her why. But that was something for another time.

“Okay. I’ll see you at noon, then.”

“Perfect.” I faked a smile and hung up. I wanted to be happy that I had already found someone that could at least make me forget about it, but I wasn’t. In fact, it made me feel worse that I figured I should do this, if only for revenge.

I got ready for him to arrive and he arrived right on time. I heard his motorcycle pull up, and then it clicked off. He knocked. I answered.

There were no words to say. We both knew he didn’t come here to eat lunch. I could see on his face that there was a lot he was thinking of saying, but none of it felt right to him. We stood there in the doorway for a while in silence, contemplating what to do.

Instead of talking, he acted and did the last thing I expected. Maybe he figured it was his chance because I was in a moment of weakness. But I felt like he knew I needed it more than anything else he may have been thinking about my situation.

He moved forward and wrapped his arms around my waist. He lifted me off my feet, and kissed me. He kicked the door closed behind him, and carried me over to my couch as we made out. I wrapped my arms around his neck and reciprocated because before, with my husband, we had solved things by talking about it. Maybe, this time, all I needed to do was not talk. Maybe I needed to do anything but talk. Maybe what I did would speak for itself.

He laid me on the couch and climbed over me, and pinned my arms above my head. He was younger than me for sure, but I could tell that he wasn’t inexperienced. In fact, the jiggling of his pant chains made me feel excited, and I had no doubts that he’d used them before during the act. They were the perfect thing to tie someone up with, or use as a whip. I myself had never experienced things like that. I had only tried different positions, different places, nothing too public. I was a safe sort of person. But I had always been interested in trying something kinkier.

Maybe that was the only thing that would distract me right now.

He moved his lips from mine to my earlobe and bit hard enough for it to hurt. For some reason, it excited me. I’d never been bitten before. I wondered why I had never experienced that before, but I wanted more of it. I moaned a little in pleasure, and he moved down to my neck in response and bit on the skin. He sucked, probably leaving a visible mark behind. It hurt a little, but the pain converted itself into pleasure as it went down to my pelvis. And when he finished that, he moved to the other side of my neck and did the same thing. I wondered if they would match, and how much makeup it would take to hide. But then again… did I really want to hide it?

Something told me Tobias didn’t want me to because he then did the same just above my collarbone. I couldn’t stop him from doing anything because he had me pinned to the couch with his arms holding mine and his legs pinning my pelvis where he wanted me most. I couldn’t complain because I enjoyed everything he was doing. After he was finished there, his hands roamed down my arms to the straps of my shirt and pulled them down along with my bra straps. My breasts were made visible, and he laid his head on them for a moment. It felt unexpected and strangely intimate for someone I’d just met. It felt weird because no one had ever done it, yet I wanted him to stay there. I also wanted more skin contact. I wanted to feel closer to him and know that in the end, everything would be okay.

He moved his head after a moment and kissed the spot between my boobs, and then moved to my right breast to play with it. I had never been particularly sensitive with my breasts until I gave birth and even then I didn’t let my husband touch it because I was so self-conscious about leaking. But I didn’t stop Tobias, and I didn’t regret it. I guess something had changed because it felt so amazing to have his lips on them, and his hands. Or maybe he was just that good. I couldn’t decide, but whatever it was, I welcomed it and savored the feeling.

He remained playing with me there for a few minutes, just kissing every part of them. I wanted more contact, though, so when I finally grew impatient, I stopped him and took off his jacket. He obliged readily and took it upon himself to remove his shirt. His chest was something you’d see on a magazine cover. A visible six pack and his chest pecks were perfect. I reached out and touched his skin. He laid his hand on mine and followed me as my fingers roamed over his muscles. I’d never seen a male model in person before. I didn’t think it was attainable. Maybe it was only for those few who were lucky that could look like those models. His muscles felt solid, and the slight curves where they protruded outwards was something I couldn’t help but stare at. He was just so perfect.

He put a finger on my chin and kissed me on my lips. “I can do more with them than you think.”

The prospect excited me, and I grew impatient with our clothing. I wanted more, more skin and more pleasure. I wanted to get right to the deed now and feel everything. I wondered how big his cock was.

He saw how desperate I was becoming for contact and he let himself go. He made out with me furiously while his hands skillfully and quickly roamed to my bottom half and removed my pants without missing a beat.

My fingers fiddled with his belt for a while clumsily. He took it from me and pulled it out, and then let me unzip his pants. His bulge spoke for him, poking a massive tent into his undergarments. He pulled his pants off and threw it aside onto the coffee table.

It was around this point that I started to worry about being walked in on. “What if someone sees…?” I muttered as his hands went to my panties.

“Your husband is at work, and he doesn’t normally come home?”

“Well… no… but what if my daughter has a half day…?”

“Normally parents know in advance about that sort of thing.” He tugged on my panties. “Don’t worry. And if she does walk in, I’ll be covering you anyways, so you don’t have to worry about her seeing anything.”

I breathed a sigh of relief until I wondered if I would be able to breathe underneath him like that. Luckily for me, he was gentle at the same time as being passionate with me. I had no problems moving underneath him. I looked down at his cock hiding away in his underwear and decided I’d waited long enough. I pulled it down, and his dick popped out to attention.

It was bigger than it had appeared at first. It was, oddly, smaller than I was used to getting but I didn’t mind. My husband had clearly been compensating for a lack of character with his huge dick, so it was a relief to know that Tobias was smaller. Maybe it would be more pleasant to make love with because it wouldn’t be completely overwhelming like my husband’s had. Or my ex-husband’s. It felt strange but also liberating to think of him that way.

“You like what you see?” He smiled a little at me.

I nodded and laid a hand on it. He inhaled a little and relaxed into my touch. “Good?” I asked.

“Very good…”

I rubbed it with one hand at first, and then both. He’d given me some good foreplay with my breasts, so I wanted to return the favor. I wanted him to give me more, but fair was fair.

He seemed to sense this, so he stopped me. Maybe he was just keeping the feeling going that he was taking care of me and my sadness. Either way, he took my hands and pinned them above my head. I felt his dick rub against me. He didn’t remove my panties, but he had tugged them off enough for him to enter me without a problem. He reached over to the coffee table and put his hand in a pocket. He pulled out a condom. So he had come anticipating it, or he always carried it around. Either way, I was glad for the consideration of my needs.

He rolled the piece of latex over his dick. It fit perfectly with the space at his tip. I looked up and met his eyes. He intertwined his fingers with mine and kissed me deeply as he slid his cock into my wet pussy, slowly at first, and then all at once. I moaned into the kiss and arched into his chest. The skin to skin contact was so good… and then he thrust into me, and it became better.

I liked the feeling of being surrounded by him. His chest touched mine as he moved, and his hips met mine. It was like we were a puzzle, and our pieces fit perfectly together. I let him make love to me and lost track of time. I knew we had hours to do it anyways. And maybe one day, we wouldn’t need to worry about it. Maybe one day, he would be my knight in shining armor, and I would be his bride.

I felt bad for thinking of something like that already. I hadn’t even told my husband I wanted a divorce, and already was thinking of marriage with another man. And then I realized it. I was afraid of being alone.

Of course, I wouldn’t say it out loud right now, so it didn’t matter. All that mattered was Tobias and the love he was making to me. All that mattered was how he was pounding me, making me yelp in pleasure. Oh, was he ever good with his cock. It didn’t fill me, but it was curved to the right a little, in such a way that nailed all of my soft spots. I felt complete and more loved than I had felt in a long time. I felt open and liberated. I felt like I could do anything, and anyone.

I didn’t get to experience it for very long, unfortunately, because just as I began to get close, I heard him pant harder into my ear, and then moan. He was a quick shooter.

I couldn’t say I was disappointed with it, though. It had felt good, and that’s all I could’ve asked for. Still, he looked ashamed of himself. “Sorry… it just felt so good…”

I put a hand on his cheek. “Don’t worry… I just needed to know that I was still able to be loved.”

He smiled at me. “He’s crazy for doing this to you.”

He sat up, lifting himself off of me and removing the condom. I sat up as well, wondering what to do next. From my perspective now, I had had sex with a younger guy to validate myself and make a truth known I had had a hard time admitting for a long time. Maybe getting to the finish line wasn’t for me right now. Maybe I needed to just… do it myself for a while.

I stood up without feeling the need to cuddle for the first time in a long time. I dressed completely, and went to the kitchen to make some tea. He didn’t follow. Instead, he watched me go and then I heard him get dressed. He didn’t leave right away, but I knew that he would eventually. Because he had no place here. At least not yet; not while I was still afraid of being alone.

When I heard the front door close, his motorcycle drive away, and the silence set in I knew I’d never see him again. But for some reason, I was okay with that because some people are only in our lives to help us realize that what we couldn’t realize for ourselves.

For me, he was a fallen angel, and I wanted to keep him that way in my memory.


33. Kaitlyn Calls Maintenance: MILF Sex With a Stranger at the Office by Joni Blake

Recently I got a promotion only to find out that my new position came with an added bonus of being in charge of office maintenance, I was less than pleased to say the least. Still, I found a way around having to do any hard office maintenance myself by convincing my boss that I needed to hire a real handyman to do the work. I interviewed and hired a stud with experience in office maintenance. I knew he could do the job but when the two of us wound up working late one night, I found many more jobs he was extremely good at as well.

There might have been a period of time in my life when I didn’t mind Monday’s coming around once a week. Perhaps there was even a time when I liked them. Maybe my first day of real school or that first week of college was exciting enough but when real life starts and work arrives every week, Mondays are irredeemable until retirement. It makes things even worse when the alarm clock radio goes off at five o’clock in the morning and the disk jockey thinks playing his Monday morning back to work song is funny.

Work, work, work all week long. Are you ready for work all week long? No! But you have to go anyway so get up anyway. Ha! Ha!

I don’t have weapons in my house, and it's a good thing because I would have shot that damn radio half a dozen times most mornings. The stupid words don’t even fit the music. Of course, I could just change the station, but if a good song comes on I don’t wake up and if the chime alarm rings out, I nearly have a stroke. So, the stupid song happens to be my best bet to get up and get to the office on time. Sure, it's a pain most Mondays, but I have recently gotten a promotion partly because I’ve been on time for over a decade at the same job. The promotion came at the end of last week, so this Monday feels promising.

Who knew? A happy Monday right stuck in the middle of all of the years of miserable ones. I didn’t even mind the stupid wake up song because today I was starting a new job. My teen, Jaden, didn’t give me any trouble getting up and ready for school. He even fixed his own cereal without having to be told. He left it on the table when the bus was about to come by, but beggars can’t be choosers now. It was a good day, and I planned on it being the best day I would have at my job in years. It would be a day I badly needed at just the time I needed it.

Things haven’t been great for the last few years since my divorce from Jaden’s father. Sure, we make the most of a bad situation but to be truthful, being the single mother of a middle teenaged boy who is just starting to go through the thick of that period of his teen years is more stressful than I thought it would be and I thought it was going to be pretty bad. Sometimes I feel like he gets too much time on his own after school before I get home, but there really is no better option if the two of want to keep eating and keep a roof over our heads. Jaden helps out more than he should have to at this point and he is a great kid, but we really needed something good to happen for us.

When my boss called me into the office, I wasn’t expecting a promotion. Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t expecting to get in trouble and certainly wasn’t thinking I might be let go, but a promotion was the furthermost thing from my mind. So many things ran through my mind at the time. It was quite a bit more money and came with an extra five days of vacation time. I figured if I really hit the brakes on shopping trips for a while I might be able to swing a quick beach vacation for the two of us later in the year. To be sure, life, in general, would be easier with more money to work with. The thought of how much better things might be brought tears to my eyes when I got the news. My boss was nice enough to remind me that it also came with more responsibility, but I had been working my butt off for thirteen years for that company, and work responsibility was nothing I was afraid of to be sure.

My morning was full of sunshine even though it was a cloudy day and I strutted into the office full of purpose, already planning what I might want to do to decorate my new office. I was already planning to make Jaden help me with the bigger parts of decorating the following weekend, but in the short term, I had a few ideas to get the new era of my career started on the perfect footing. I had just placed my standard pictures in their positions when my boss walked in and congratulated me with a smile.

You learn a lot about a boss in over a decade working for and with them and I knew by his smiley presentation that he had some other reason to walk in that he thought was unpleasant. I waited patiently while the two of us exchanged good vibes about the change in my career path, thank yous, your welcomes and you deserve its. Then he asked me to come into his office for a minute and said there was something he forgot to tell me.

“April first doesn’t come for a few more months, sir,” I said with a smile, “I hope this isn’t you having second thoughts.”

“Oh no,” he said with a wave of his hand, “You were always the one for the job. It was just a matter of experience and red tape. I did forget to tell you something, though. It was going to be just part of the information you will receive this morning on your new position packet, but I decided that I should have told you about it before you took the job.”

“As long as I don’t have to turn into an ape or something I’m sure it will be fine,” I said with a nervous smile. “And even then we can talk about wearing a costume or something.”

He laughed and said, “No, nothing like that but you will be in charge of office maintenance.”

“Office maintenance?” I said with an odd crunch of my nose. It was a couple of words I had never thought of in the same sentence before.

“Yes,” he said, “Um, you knew you were going to supervise one entire section of employees.”

“Sure,” I agreed.

“It's just that part of that job has you overseeing maintenance as well,” he said. “That doesn’t mean you have to mop the bathroom floor or anything. We have a janitorial company who takes care of all of that kind of thing This is more for when we have a serious problem with the office like a wall falls down, or the ceiling falls in or something big goes wrong. In such a situation it would be your responsibility to make sure it was handled and fixed in some way.”

“Just structural maintenance then?” I asked.

“No,” he smiled, “Maybe that was a bad example. Anything you can think of that keeps the office working from making sure we have extra light bulbs to making sure all of the printers and faxes are in working order will be included in this as well.”

“Sir,” I frowned, “I hate to be the one to ask this question and I wish there was a better way to phrase it. Don’t we already have people who do that? Otherwise, we would be working in a dark office with no printers because the ceiling fell down and crushed them or something.”

That brought a sincere laugh from him, “We actually don’t and that has been a problem for a long time. So, the partners and myself all thought that in addition to your other duties, you would probably be able to successfully handle this as well. We know you can do it.”

“I can’t,” I corrected him, “I don’t know a thing about maintenance. I’d have to hire someone else who does understand that stuff to run that for me.”

The smile on his face was like one a treasure hunter might wear if he found a pot of gold he knew was there all along. “I knew you were the right person for the job. Feel free to make calls to temp agencies.”

“I think this really has to be a full-time position,” I said.

“I agree,” he said. “Tell Frank about any ads you want posted in the newspaper, and you can use any conference room you want for the interviews. Whenever you find the right person, just set up a final interview with myself and the partners, with you included, and we’ll finalize it.”

“This was your plan all along,” I said slightly amused. “You knew I didn’t know anything about maintenance.”

“What I knew, Kaitlyn,” he said seriously, “Is that nobody is better qualified than you for this job. That’s why we chose you. I know you know what this company needs and I know you have the know-how and the confidence to make it happen. I would tell you not to let me down Kaitlyn, but I already know you won’t.” He motioned towards the door, “Enjoy your new first day and let me know if you need anything at all.”

I nodded and walked towards the door but looked back over my shoulder as I left to say, “You’re good at your job too.”

“I know,” he smiled, “Give ‘em hell, Kaitlyn.”

Part of me wanted to tell him that I didn’t have any left because I had to give all the hell I had to my ex-husband a few weekends ago, but I just walked back to my office understanding a little bit more about what more office responsibility felt like. I wasn’t afraid to hire someone to be in charge of maintenance but in all my forty-two years I have never been the interviewer, just the interviewee. Nonetheless, I put that at the top of my to-do list and started working on it as soon as I finished getting my desk straight. One thing I certainly did not plan to do is wait around and have everyone in the office start coming to me with all of their problems and needs. No, someone had to be hired and fast, preferably before anyone knew I even held such a responsibility in the first place. That way I could simply point to whomever and tell them they could talk to them about the problem.

Never let it be said that I don’t know how to motivate myself. By the time lunch arrived I already had three resumes and two interviews planned for Tuesday morning. One of the resumes looked terrible, so I didn’t even bother calling them back. The other two were both younger guys, one with a few years experience in maintenance and the other with zero. I have learned already that experience isn’t everything in work or play life, so I was keeping an open mind as I went through the rest of my Monday and prepared for Tuesday.

To my surprise, I woke up with as much enthusiasm on day two as I had on day one. Sure, it would fade in time, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t enjoy it in the meantime. The teen was building some misbehavior momentum as he usually does during weeks when he knows he will switch to his dad’s house on Thursday but even that didn’t derail my rocket boost of momentum for this new job. Sure, I felt a little more weight of the responsibility on Tuesday that I didn’t know I would have on Monday. Someone over the next few days would take on a brand new job, and I would be their supervisor. That was new, at least to that level it was, but it wasn’t stressing me just yet.

Everyone at the office was great once again. Even the coffee seemed to taste better as crazy as that sounds. I looked over the information I had on the first interview until my phone chimed and the front desk let me know that he was here to see me. I told them I would be right there in a moment, grabbed a notepad, a drink of water and headed in that direction.

He was waiting at the front, and though I tried not to make any quick judgments, his attire did leave a little something to be desired. It was a place of dressy casual kind of look so to my thinking both interviewees should have been a tiny bit overdressed. Daniel, who had greeted me well enough with a stiff handshake and a nod, was under-dressed, to say the least.

I would have at least appreciated new blue jeans if he felt the need to wear them to an interview and a tucked in, non-sloppy shirt would have been nice as well. He looked kind of sloppy all around and though I tried not to let it ruin my overall opinion of him, I did make a note of it on my pad. Once I started asking him questions he seemed a little too sure of himself in some areas and oddly defensive in others. From what I had learned of his previous work, he probably could do the job, but he didn’t have a great track record as far as sick days are concerned.

The interview ended after about twenty minutes, and I told him I would call him later in the week with more information. I knew I had about an hour before the next interview, so I went back to my office and began to review my notes. My overall feeling was that the guy would probably be able to do the job. The only question was how seriously he might take the job and how important the company would be to him. His attitude and overall presentation was less than what I had hoped for going in. All in all my gut told me that I would need to keep looking. Though there was the chance that the next applicant would be perfect, I still went through the process of setting up a few more interviews based on the best resumes I had been sent thus far.

I had gotten so wrapped up in the process of looking through the next set of possible hires that I completely forgot about my second interview of the day until I was buzzed about it. Quickly I straightened myself and walked to the front. Before I got to the front, after passing a male co-worker, I looked down to where he had been looking, and sure enough, two buttons were unbuttoned. At least it wasn’t three, is what I thought as I approached the front.

Instantly I knew this interview was going to be better. Normally I wouldn’t base such an opinion on looks alone, but this guy was not only well put together but extremely well dressed. For a guy who wanted a maintenance position to dress like he was the CEO was exactly how to impress me. The fact that he was a freaking stud didn’t have any bearing on his interview process, but it would make him more fun to look at.

While each of us got situated around the table in the small conference room, I took every spare moment I could to glance at him. Sure, I felt a little guilty because I certainly hadn’t been checking out my first interview of the day. Still, I would hire the first guy over this guy in a second if he wound up being the best for the job, so I didn’t feel all that badly. The things I wanted to do with this young man had nothing at all to do with work so really there was no conflict of interest. Besides, he was probably twelve to fifteen years younger than me, so it's not like there was really a chance of anything happening.

All the same, I flipped my shoulder length blonde hair around my head more freely, left the top buttons of my white blouse unbuttoned and sat to the side so he could see my knee and lower thigh passed the black business skirt that was hugging my crossed legs. A girl can flirt silently, can’t she? Of course, I could.

If I’m being honest, my feelings about this guy’s looks actually hurt his chances to get the job because while I seriously wished he would find me irresistible and come over the table towards me, I certainly didn’t think he would be the man for the job. He was just a couple of years out of college with basically no experience. Because of that fact and since I had a few more interviews that I was already getting set up, I decided to have a little fun with this one.

“So,” I glanced down at the resume held in my hands, “Matt, what makes you think you can do this job?”

It obviously took him off guard to get such a question right out of the gate, but he covered his surprise well and said, “Because I know I can do this job.”

“Do you have a serious answer, Matt?” I asked.

“That is a serious answer,” he said with a nod. “My father worked as a maintenance man at a local school for over a decade and then started his own business when I was ten years old. He couldn’t do much of the grunt work – his words not mine – because of having to run the business side of things, so I did it.”

“You were a maintenance man for a company at ten years old?” I didn’t even try to hide my shock. “I think that might be against the law,” I said with a smile. “You can’t be serious.”

“Well,” he shrugged, “I wasn’t an employee or anything, and he did tell others to do the work. He just allowed me to hang around and told me to make sure they did things the way he would do them. I’m sure you don’t want a family history but suffice it to say, I’ve been doing this for most of my life. Basically, there isn’t another person you will interview who has more experience than me. I just can’t put it on a resume as an official position or this would be a slam dunk.”

My brow raised at his cocky demeanor. He wasn’t the same calm and respectful hunk who shook my hand and followed me into the room. Suddenly he felt more comfortable and was an overconfident young man dying to prove his worth. The way the vein in his forehead throbbed and his face turned a slightly pinker color was adorable, and all of it together was making me have thoughts that brought a blush to my cheeks. “Is it a slam dunk, then, Matt?”

He shrugged, “That’s your decision ma’am.”

“Should I hire you for this job?” I asked

“I would prefer not to have to answer that because I don’t want you to feel like I’m telling you how to do your job,” he said with a quick grin that was there and gone so fast that I couldn’t be sure of having seen it.

Not willing to be so easily pushed away from my question, I asked him a different way, “Would you hire you?”

He didn’t hide his bursting laugh, “Of course, because of all the reasons I have already told you and another reason.”

“You’ve peaked my curiosity, Matt,” I said, “What reason is that?”

“I have four sisters,” he said without missing a beat. “Two younger and two older.” Before I could ask what that had to do with anything, he volunteered. “And that has everything to do with a job like overseeing office maintenance. I might be the youngest person on your interview list, but I still have been around this type of job and this type of work for longer than a lot of them, and I know how it works. Having to mediate between the drama of four sisters surrounding me more than qualifies me for the whiny way office workers complain when anything goes wrong. Trust me when I tell you there is nothing you could throw at me that I couldn’t find a way to handle.”

I noticed him looking at me differently all of a sudden. His eyes were finding their way to my thighs and passed my chest then up to my neck and finally back to my face. There was something changing in the room, and I would have to be deceiving myself not to have felt it. Finally, I looked at him in a much more sultry way, really laying the flirtatious gleam in my eye on thick. “Really? You could handle me and anything I throw your way?”

“Absolutely,” he smiled widely, “Not even close.”

I stood up from the chair and leaned over the desk, showing a touch of cleavage, “I wouldn’t bet on it college boy. I’ve got tricks you’ve haven’t seen.”

A sort of amused smile came across his face as he didn’t even try to hide where his eyes were focused before returning to my stare, “Try me. Please,” he glanced towards the ceiling as he begged, “Please try me. I probably have a few tricks you haven’t seen as well.”

“Oh?” I asked as I fanned myself and hammed up my reaction, “Well, goodness me, I might have to try that out after all. For now, though,” I sat back down, “The interview is over. I’ll let you know something before the end of the week.”

He stood up and shook my hand, “I appreciate the call, and I hope you give me a chance to show you what I can really do.” He paused and smiled a sheepish smile, “With the maintenance job, I mean.”

I smiled, “Right, of course. You’ll be hearing from me soon Matt.”

Once he left I moved up a few interviews to that afternoon. To my surprise, neither of them turned out to be a serious contender for the job. Wednesday’s interviews were even more disappointing and at the end of that day, the day I had set as my personal deadline to hire someone, I really only had three choices. A middle-aged hard-edged woman named Nicole and the two guys from early Tuesday. It was hard for me to admit that the best one for the job was actually probably going to be Matt. I had laid on the pressure pretty thick for his interview, but he had mostly held his cool. I did some checking with his sources, and each of them confirmed what he said about his experience and ability.

Sure enough, by the end of the day on Wednesday, I had to call everyone and tell them they didn’t get the position except for Matt. Honestly, I felt a little bit embarrassed at the way I acted in the interview since it turned out he was my best choice for a hire. The rest of my week would be slam full of numerous other necessities that all had been pushed back because of the interviews, so I told him to come up to the office late on Friday afternoon. My kid was with his dad for a week plus starting Thursday afternoon so I had all the time on Friday afternoon that I would need to apologize for my unprofessional behavior and let him know he had the position.

He took the news that he was hired easily enough as if he really had assumed he would get the job. The office tour took forever, as I knew it would since the expansion a year ago. By the time we were finished with that, we were the only ones left in the building. Some of the lights dimmed and Matt looked around, “I hope you are able to get out of this place after hours. Looks like they locked us in.”

“The lights dim automatically around five thirty and don’t worry,” I held up my keys, “I am so important around here now that I have a key to get in and out. Yes, you need a key to unlock the door to get out too because of the added security.” We walked into my office, “Anyway, blah blah blah, that’s the office. Since you’ll be maintenance and might have after hours work to do or supervise on occasion, you’ll get a set of keys as well. This is my office, and I am your direct supervisor. That just means as far as you are concerned, the buck stops here. I hired you so I can fire you but nobody else would be able to unless you murdered somebody or something like that, and even then I’d have to sign off on it, or it would go to the board of directors.”

“Wow,” he squirmed, “Intimidating much? How about if I just do my job right and never cause trouble?”

“That would be great, sure,” I said as I walked passed him and shut the door, closing us inside my office. Quickly I walked over and closed the blinds on the office side as well and turned to him, “But something tells me that you might cause a little trouble.” I made no mistake about it by that point. The guy had been in my dreams all week. I’d touched myself in the shower and in the bed several times while I wondered what he could do to me with his young endurance and power. “You got the job Matt, and now you’re officially off for the day, but I’m not done with you yet.”

“Oh, no?” his eyes traveled down my body and back up.

“No,” I shook my head, “Not by a long shot. I didn’t think I’d give you this job, or I wouldn’t have started playing games the other day, but now I can’t get you out of my damn head. Understand, this job is separate from my feelings and my personal life as it is separate from yours. You can turn away my advances and leave now, and I would never hold it against you. Neither will I give you special treatment. The job is the job, but this is only you and me. So what do you...”

He walked over and grabbed me into a huge embrace and threw his lips into mine. The kiss was wet and full of passion and sloppy. I wrapped my arms around him in a rush as he turned me around and sat me on my desk. When the kiss finally broke, he jerked his shirt off and glared at me, “Will you just shut up? You’re driving me crazy!”

“Oh?” I asked as I unbuttoned and removed my blouse, “What are you going to do about it?”

“You’ll see,” he said and moved my hands away from my buttons and jerked my blouse open in a rush. He pulled it off over my head and pushed me back onto the desk. He quickly unzipped and pulled down my skirt. By the time I pushed myself up onto my elbows he had already dropped his pants. My breath caught in my throat and by chest heaved in the excitement of the moment. Even in the dirtiest of my desires about him, I hadn’t expected something would happen this way. As he pulled my hips forward towards the edge of the desk, I was fully aware not only how much I was into it but how much he was.

His shaft was so swollen and large that I gasped even before he tugged my panties to one side and shoved inside of my wet pussy. My breaths came in pants and moans as he drove himself hard inside. Nobody had ever taken me with such force before. Apparently, he had been as consumed by me as I was by him or maybe more so. Even when I shut the door, I didn't really think that it would go this far. As he slammed against me, I was evermore glad it did.

“Oh, my god,” I said with a weak grunt, “I’m going to cum!” I threw my head back, and he drove into me even harder and even faster. My back finally rested against the desk as this man shortly out of college fucked me like I was his woman. God, I loved that feeling so much I couldn’t describe how much in a million years. It was like nothing I had ever even thought about before.

“You like that?” he taunted me.

All I could do was not and weakly pant yes as he kept his pace quicker and harder. I knew he couldn’t possibly hold out much longer, but I was praying he could for a few minutes more. He suddenly pulled me off the edge of the desk, and I knew he was about to cum, so I started to go down to my knees in front of him, but he stopped me.

“No, no, no you don’t,” he ordered and pulled me back to my feet before turning me around and pushing me over the desk so that my ass was right in front of him. “I’m not done with you yet.”

I wanted to shout to the heavens and thank the stars for that, but instead, I began to groan and scream in pleasure as he slammed inside of my pussy from behind. The sound of his hips slapping against mine combined with the desk being pushed a short distance with each thrust. He somehow seemed to be turned on even more and went even harder into me as he jerked my head back with a handful of hair. I came again all over my own desk, but I didn’t even think about it at the time.

He grunted and pulled out, this time pulling me off of the desk and leading me to my knees. His throbbing cock looked like it was about to burst and as soon as I began to pump my hands and lips down its length, it did just that. I swallowed as much as I could and continued to go down on his cock until he threw his head back and blew another load into my mouth. That time he stumbled back and caught himself on the inside wall as I slowly rose to a standing position.

We stood there for a minute or two and just stared at each other. Several things seemed to be said without words. Each of us understood how wrong it was professionally to do what we had done. Each of us understood how the other didn’t care at all. It wouldn’t be a relationship proper but it damn sure wasn’t a one-time thing either.

Eventually, we settled into a very strange version of normal. To say the least, my enjoyment of my work life had tripled since my promotion. Matt and I usually don’t have our wild liaisons at work, but you better believe we have them often. They are always different and always incredible. I don’t know how long it’ll last, and I don’t care. It's amazing, and I’m fine enjoying it until we each move on. Maybe when I get my next promotion, I’ll hire two hot guys to be under me, if you know what I mean.


34. Maria's Bride Training: MILF Bride Sex with her Younger Husband by Jessica Silver

Maria loves Dave and she’s honored he wants to marry her given she’s ten years his senior. Everyone close to her has convinced her that age doesn’t matter. It was love that mattered. But Maria has her misgivings and even on her wedding day despite everybody’s support and concern. Two hours before her ceremony, Maria is doubting that Dave can satisfy her insatiable needs. When Dave comes to set things straight in her room, Maria isn’t prepared for Dave to be controlling everything and for denying her what she needs before they are married. But he does find some very creative ways to get Maria to stop worrying and complaining. Ways that Maria hasn’t encountered before.

So this was it. My wedding is in two hours and then I’d be married and having sex with the same guy for the rest of my life. I loved Dave. He was super sexy and super awesome. He was also super young compared to me. But everyone said age was just a number. He was twenty, and mature as fuck, but I was thirty and experienced as fuck. I worried we might clash in that way.

He loved me, and he was a very successful businessman. I’d never want for another thing. I was only a little concerned about one thing. Dave had wanted to wait until our wedding night to have sex. Tonight. What if he’d had zero chance to build his game being so young. What if sex with him was him getting off first and me having to take care of myself later?

We’d been engaged for six months, and though all my friends said he was so romantic wanting to wait until the wedding night, I couldn’t help but wonder if there was more to it. What if he was a total dud in bed? What if he was really into men and using me as a cover? What if he had a really low sex drive? What if he was impotent?

I loved sex and only for the fact that he’d set a definite date, and I had a great vibrator collection, I might’ve refused his proposal. My parents would’ve died if I’d refused him. They loved him.

He was a definite keeper according to them. Mostly because he was rich and he wanted to marry me. Said I shouldn’t be knocking anyone back at my age and with the promiscuous life, I’d led. Fuck, I’m only twenty-five. Not exactly left on the shelf. I loved my life, except for my two judgmental parents who were anally retentive about women with sexual freedom.

They grew up in a world where women weren’t permitted to enjoy sex or even to talk about it. I couldn’t understand what the big deal was. Women could love sex too. Besides, it was hypocritical to pat a man on the back the more sexual partners he had and condemn a woman. It was my body, and I’d enjoy it however I wanted.

Now here I was in a pale lemon wedding dress, staring in the mirror and questioning my decision because I’d hadn’t had sex with my younger Fiancé. I was strung out to the max, and I needed someone other than myself to give me a fucking orgasm right now. It seemed petty and selfish, but I had needs, and surely if we were going to fuck tonight anyway, we could do it right now.

“Maria, you know it’s bad luck if I see you in your wedding dress,” Dave called through the door in answer to the text message I’d sent.

I opened the door and grabbed him by the lapels and dragged him into the room, locking the door behind me. “I need sex. Now.”

“It’s only a few more hours to wait.”

I pulled at his neat tie and top shirt buttons. “Exactly, so why wait? It’s gonna happen anyway.”

He moved my hands away from his shirt and held them fast. “Maria…stop.”

I gave a low scream. “Why? Are you impotent or something?”

He smiled. “Maybe.”

I tried to get my hands free. “Stop teasing me. I’m going to fucking explode. I need you to fuck me, right here, right now, or the wedding is off.”

His amusement quickly turned to a dark scowl. “I don’t like ultimatums.”

“And I don’t like being forced to go without sex because you’re a prude and probably too young to know how to satisfy an older woman like me.”

“You agreed to the terms of the engagement.” He shot me a smoldering look.

“I know but the more I think about it, the more I wonder why you don’t want to have sex with me. Don’t you like women?”

“You better just be careful what you’re saying.”

“What if I marry you, and we’re not sexually compatible?”

“Would you seriously not marry me because of the bad game in the bedroom?”

“I’m not gonna lie, sex is vital to me.”

He held both my wrists in one big hand and pulled my arms up above my head. “I think you’re too used to getting your own way.”

I winced as it hurt a little but it also made my pussy throb like crazy. “What’re you doing?”

“I’m making sure that you understand the lack of sex is no failing on my part. It’s a choice, and a lesson in patience for you.”

“I don’t need a lesson in patience. I need you to show me how you can fuck me.”

“Potty mouth will get you nowhere.” He backed me up to the wall, let my arms go and pressed his body against me. He leaned in and rasped his kiss over my lips, his tongue exploring my mouth. He lifted his leg and wedged his thigh up against my pussy.

I shamelessly rode that thigh, trying to get my clit to mash against him as hard as I could. Luckily my wedding gown was simple with a billowing skirt of the softest that pooled at my feet. Underneath I had traditional white lace-top stockings and suspender belt with a white satin G-string. My corset wasn’t tightly laced, but it did define my very small waist and made the ample curvage of my large breasts and generous ass pop.

Dave broke the kiss and glared at me. “You’re mine, Maria. I’ll make you happy when it pleases me and how it pleases me.”

I wasn’t sure if I liked that idea but I was so desperate now for an orgasm, I’d agree to anything. He pulled back on my hair and tilted my face up towards his mouth. His shadow of growth grazed as he kissed and bit his way over my neck and shoulders. He lowered his leg, and I groaned. I was so close.

“Please, Dave? Just one quick fuck. Right here right now. We’ve got two hours. I can fix my makeup again by then.” I wasn’t above begging. “Can’t you get it up?” Nor above shaming, apparently.

He cursed and grabbed one of my hands, shoving it into his crotch where I felt his hard-on. It took my breath away. “Does that feel like I can’t get it up?”

I clutched at him trying to get a good idea of just how big he was through the confines of his tight suit trousers. “God, fuck. I need you now. Please, Dave?”

He gave a low chuckle. “You don’t get it, do you? I say when, and no amount of begging or abuse on your part will make me fuck you until I’m ready.”

“Why are you being such an asshole?”

“Why are you being such a brat?”

“Because you won’t give me what I need.”

“I will, babe. I will give you what you need…” He proceeded to kiss me tenderly for the longest time. I thought he’d decided to satisfy me. I was wrong. “What you need is what every spoilt brat needs. A good, hard spanking.”

“What?” Before I could say anything else he dragged me to the sofa, yanked me over his knee and pushed my dress above my waist.

“Look at your ass hanging out, begging for it.” His hand landed a heavy blow to my cheeks. I cried out a little. “Shut up, if you don’t stay quiet I’ll stop, and I’ll make you wait another week before I ram my huge cock into you.”

I shut my mouth. The next three blows stung like electricity, but I didn’t make a sound. Tears formed in my eyes and he rubbed the stinging away for a few minutes. “You see, Maria. You’re mine. I’m training you to be my submissive, and if I have to spank the attitude out of you every day, I will do it. I can smell your arousal. I knew you’d love it.”

I never said a word, but my mind reeled with what he was saying. Dave was a Dom? Wow, I’d never have picked that. Another slap came on the cheek and then the other.

“If you’re good, I might let you come.”

“I’ll be good, I promise. Anything you want.”

Three harder slaps were my answer. “I told you to shut up.”

Fuck they hurt, but he’d pulled my underwear aside and slid his fingers along the wet folds of my pussy.

“Wet bitch. You love it.”

His huge erection pushed into the side of my thigh. “Get that ass up in the air. I want to see the wet cunt that I own.”

I scrambled up onto all fours on the sofa.

“Higher. Get those knees apart.” He pushed my head down into the sofa cushions. When he touched my clit so slightly, I almost broke.

“Sweet little clitty. The little ones are the most sensitive. I’ll have fun with that. I’ll make you come so much you’ll beg me to stop.”

My heart raced, and I have to say I never expected this. It was thrilling. Then the slaps started again. “You’ll do what I want when I want it. If I want you to come anywhere, anytime, you will.”

Then my soaked cunt was filled with his fingers sinking deep inside me and massaging the upper wall of my needy tunnel. My body began to quiver and shake. I cried out a little when he stroked my clit hard and fast and with him finger fucking me deep as well as the pressure on my G-spot, I came.

It was the best orgasm I’d ever had because I wanted it so bad. It wasn’t his cock, but at least this would get me over the line until tonight. Who knew what he’d be doing to me tonight. This was so exciting. I’d never been dominated before, always the aggressor and I had to say it was amazing.

“Your cunt is sweet. Tight and responsive. I will stretch it further than you can imagine.”

“Thank you. Thank you for letting me come. I needed that so bad.”

He laughed low and deep, a sound I now knew meant he had more plans for me. “Get up, straighten your dress. Bet you don’t think I’m too young and innocent now. You’re going to regret what you wished for. I have a gift for you. Take off your panties and put this on.”

I looked at the white leather straps and buckles with polished steel sections. “What’s that?”

“This is a chastity belt, and this…” He held up a clit buzzer. “…is what I’m going to control from my pocket. All day. The chastity belt will hold it in place.”

“You’re kidding me?” I’d gone from possible impotence to control freak in a few minutes. My heart hammered, and I couldn’t imagine what it would be like to have him switching that thing on and off whenever he chose. But I was going to find out.

“No. If you want to get my big cock inside you, if you want to do whatever you want with it tonight, then you have to do this for me.”

I was beginning to think all my dreams had come true. “Dave…I’m not sure I can give you all that control. How do I know I can trust you not to buzz me when I’m talking with my grandparents or something? It’s too risky.”

“Fair enough. Trust is something we must build up for this to work properly. We have to both want it.” He undid his suit pants and pushed his briefs down over his erection. “This is what’s waiting for you at the end of this day, Maria.”

I stared, and my mouth dropped open for a second. “Holy fuck. I thought only black men were hung that big.” He was thick and long, a rare combination. The head of his cock tapered down, and the base was like a tree trunk. I had to ride that thing.

“All night long, Babe. Yours to suck and fuck as much as you want. You get control tonight…if you wear the belt and buzzer today.”

“Can I touch you…I need to feel how hard you are.”

He nodded and his eyes took on a darker shade. “Touch me. Feel the steel that’ll be inside you, fucking you until you’re too tender to touch.”

I moved forward and ran my fingers along his length. I gripped the base, and my hand couldn’t span his girth. He was rock hard, another unusual thing for such a large cock. “Oh my God, it’s awesome.”

“All yours, Maria. Just play the game with me today.”

“No problems. Fit me up.”

He grinned. “Good girl. The belt will hold the buzzer firmly against your clit. There’ll be no moving it once it’s locked in.”

“Just do it, before I change my mind.” I was equally scared and excited. It was crazy how turned on I was right now.

Dave fitted me up and adjust straps and buckles and padlocked me into the very stylish and quite comfortable belt. The buzzer fit snug and comfortable against my clit like it was designed for me. I had to say, knowing I was locked up and only accessible to him gave my arousal and edge I’d never felt before.

“I’ll keep the control in my pocket. It works from a distance.”

“How far a distance?”

“That’s something you’ll have to work out for yourself.”

I straightened myself up and fixed my hair and smooshed lipstick. Dave watched me closely. “You look beautiful.”

“Thank you. You look amazing too in that suit. Are your guys all ready?” He had his three brothers with the eldest being his best man.

“They sure are. Did you send the girls away?”

“I needed some alone time. I just panicked about the sex thing, and none of them can understand why it’s so important to me. I think I’m a freak when it comes to sex.”

Dave pulled me into his arms. “Don’t say that. You’re highly sexed. You like to experiment. You need to orgasm like you need to breathe. There’s nothing wrong with that. I’m just the lucky guy who knows how to harness that sexual power. I love you. I’ll love you forever. I promise I’ll make you happy. In every way.”

“Oh, Dave. That’s all the reassurance I need. I love you too.”

His hand went inside his pocket, and I felt a gentle buzzing on my clit. I jumped a little, and he laughed. “That’s right. I have this to use all day. I think this is going to be a lot of fun.”

I clutched at his massive biceps as he increased the speed and my breaths came short and fast. I was till so keyed up despite the orgasm I’d had. It was literally a few seconds, and I felt the waves of orgasm washing over me. The buzzer was silent, and Dave held me as I orgasmed right there, standing up beside him. This was new. I liked it.

He switched it off and left me there. “See you soon, Maria.” And he was gone.

****

When I saw Dave’s face as I walked down the aisle towards him, I knew this was forever. Even though he’d seen me in my dress already, he still looked as though I was a vision and the only person in the church. Surrounded by my family and friends, all of whom thought they’d never see this day from me as I never wanted a commitment from anyone, I was proud to be here.

Dave’s family and friends all smiled and though there were quite a few I hadn’t met yet it was good to see his immediate family look so happy. His mom dotted at her eyes with her tissue. I stood beside him as my dad handed me over and the ceremony began. It was simple, and we’d planned it to go for around an hour.

I was keenly aware of what I was wearing underneath. When it came time for us to make out the promise and say our vows, I noticed Dave’s hand slide inside his pants pocket…he wouldn’t would he? I’d never get my words out straight if he turned the clit vibrator on. In front of everyone and no one would know why, they’d think it was nerves.

His eyes glittered at me, and I stared at him, silently begging him not to touch the switch. I’d expected he’d wait until the reception. He gave me a half smile as I began to promise myself to him forever. Then I felt it. The very slightest buzzing on my clit and I steeled myself not to flinch and to keep speaking clearly.

It felt good. Too good. But I had no intention of coming here. I focused on what the celebrant was saying and tried to ignore the vibration on my clit. I was going to get through this. I shifted my feet and kept on speaking. Then it was Dave’s turn to repeat the words we’d chosen together.

I was hoping he’d turn the buzzing off, but he didn’t. His hand came out of his pocket, and I knew he intended to leave it on for a while. I challenged him with my eyes, and he smiled at me like the most innocent man in the world. He spoke loud and clearly, and I heard quite a few ah’s and oohs as he laid on the romance by taking my hands in his and kissing the backs of them.

Meanwhile, I tried to ignore the fact that my clit was throbbing with the stimulation and that if I walked anywhere, I might just come in front of everyone. I wanted orgasms, and he was giving me orgasms, but on his terms. It slowly dawned on what life with Dave might actually be like.

He was a Dom. A proper one. He’d seen something in me he’d hadn’t seen in any other woman, not even an ex. He wanted me and only me as his submissive and his wife. My heart swelled with pride and love. This was the real deal. It seemed like my whole body was buzzing from the inside out and I fought to keep my breathing steady and focus on Dave’s words.

His hand moved to his side and his pocket once again, and I tensed up wondering if he was going to switch up the speed. I wanted to come so badly now, and I secretly wished he would and that I’d close my eyes, and people would think I was overcome with emotion when in reality I’d have my cum coating my pussy lips.

Then the buzzing stopped. I almost screamed at him to turn it back on and let me come. I gave him a hardened look, and he just smiled and placed the ring on my finger. I’d have to wait for that next orgasm after all.

It seemed to go in a blur after that, the champagne, the happy guests, the photos and the food. I was more strung out than ever because the buzzer had been going in very short bursts at random intervals and if I wasn’t under lock and key, I’d have jumped the first guy I could. Well, maybe not, but I would’ve grabbed my husband.

It was time for the first dance and the light were low. Just to be in Dave’s strong arms felt amazing. “You need to stop this crazy vibrator thing and get me back to our suite.”

Dave twirled me around the floor. “Hold on, darling wife. Stay composed because I’m going to make you come right now.”

“What?”

“I told you to be careful what you wished for.”

“I can’t do that in front of all our wedding guests.”

“You have no choice.” He turned the vibrator on the strongest speed and If he hadn’t warned me I would’ve fallen down for sure. “Stay against me. I’ll support you. Just keep dancing. Close your eyes if you need too.”

He moved me expertly around the floor, and I was grateful for the lesson I’d complained about being boring. My clit as aching and the pressure was at snapping point inside me. I rested my cheek on his chest and closed my eyes.

I was more frightened I’d cry out or something.

“Lean into me, Maria. Let the feeling wash over you. Deep, breaths in and out. Come for me. Maria. Come now.” His raspy whisper sounded in my ear, and the orgasm broke inside me. Dave held me tight, and I made small noises and I could every muscle tense as my pussy throbbed its release.

“That right. You’re coming here in the middle of our wedding guests and were the only ones who know.”

I couldn’t believe he’ done this to me and I should be angry, but I knew I’d loved every second of it. I couldn’t imagine what tonight would bring once this contraption was off me.

“We need to go. Now.” I didn’t hide my frustration. He’d promised me sex when we were married, and now we were. “I need you to fuck me. You promised.”

“Come on. Let’s get out of here.” Dave agreed with me at last.

Everyone one else had joined the dance floor now, and I doubted they’d notice if we went for a while. I could get changed out of my wedding gown and into other clothes, which had been the plan all along. So it wouldn’t look weird if we left now.

I waved to my bridesmaids and called to them we were going to get changed and to line up a drink for me for when I got back. They waved and smiled. I’m sure they knew exactly what I was doing and why. At last, it was time, and I wasn’t waiting a second longer.

****

Our suite was huge, and the king-size bed looked amazing.  I grabbed Dave and pulled him down onto the bed with me. “Get this thing off me and fuck me. Don’t put me off any longer or I will leave this marriage.” I was way too edgy for joking around.

Dave pushed me back onto the bed and took the key from his pocket. He pushed my gown up to my waist again and gave a smile when he unlocked the chastity belt. “No more denial, Maria. I’ll give you what you need. You leave your clothes on. I want to mess that pretty white dress up some more.”

I had no problems with that and even less problem with him stripping naked in front of me. Holy fuck, he was cut. Like some Greek God come to life. I didn’t have time to lay here admiring his body. I wanted that large cock of my new husband’s deep inside me and I was wet enough to take him in one stroke.

Dave must’ve had the same idea because he pushed my thighs wide and wedged his thighs between them. “If you want me to give it to you hard, you pull your legs back and hold them open for me. In the future, I’ll bind you, but today I’ll let you have a treat.”

He nudged the swollen head of his cock at my aching entrance, and I immediately groaned.

“Shhhh. Are you ready for me, Maria, my wife? You’ve begged for me and behaved very badly, so I must punish you with my cock now.”

He wasted no time breaching my cunt and after a couple of gentle strokes, I cried out when he thrust his full length into me. Tears formed because it felt good but it hurt as well. My needy tunnel was opened wide as he gripped my hip bones and fucked me deeper than any man had before.

He squeezed my ass cheek with one hand and then his thumb was pressing against my clit. As he thudded his cock all the way inside me, he massaged my clit as well. I knew I wouldn’t last long. My entire body ached for this and the last six months had led me up to this point.

“You can take it, Babe. You know you can. You’ve waited for this, and now I’m going to give you what you need.” Dave’s deep voice went right through me, and I was on the verge of the best orgasm I’d had in a long time, perhaps ever.

“Oh, Dave. Yes, yes. I want it. I want it hard. I need it.”

His long even strokes were forceful but not like a battering ram. He focused his energy and pushed in as deep as he could and just kept pushing in short strokes from there while he fingered my clit. I knew a little more of being filled like that and the clit stimulation was going to cause me to break.

I wish I wasn’t wrapped in this silk wedding dress. I needed to feel his skin against mine. I needed the intimacy right now because I was feeling more emotional than I’d ever felt during sex.

As if he read my mind, Dave leaned over me and used his body to work my clit as he fucked me in short strokes designed to fill me deeper with each one. I loved it. I clawed at his back needing him closer. His mouth took mine in a frenzied, desperate kiss and I realized then he was close to coming too, and I wondered how long it’s been since he’d come.

I broke the kiss to encourage him to come with me. If we could do this together for our first time that would be amazing. “Come with me, Dave. Come deep inside me and fill me. I want to feel you lose your load inside me.” I squeezed my pussy as tight as I could around his massive cock and Dave let out a groan.

His pubis massaged my clit, and I wrapped my legs around him, using them to pull him closer onto me. He couldn’t get any deeper inside me, and I gasped for breath because it was amazing. Then I couldn’t hold back any longer, and I cried out his name as the orgasm crashed over my body like a hail storm.

I couldn’t control anything, and I know I soaked his cock in my juices as I milked him with my cunt.

Dave gave a loud grunt and swore, and I knew he was coming. I could feel the hot throbs of his erection as it unloaded inside me. “Holy shit, Maria. That was fucking amazing.”

“You’re amazing.” I was still panting and clinging onto his perfect body.

“And you were worried we wouldn’t be compatible…”

“Don’t tease. How was I to know? Besides, all that Dom stuff might’ve been a deal breaker for all you knew.”

“That’s the reason why I didn’t reveal it right away. I wanted to give us a real chance at a happy relationship and not something based just on sex.”

“Are you’re sure you’re male because that sounded like something a woman would say.” I laughed at his grin.

“I could dress up if you wanted.”

“No thanks. You’ll do fine as you are.”

“I’m looking forward to training you more and letting you explore your every fantasy knowing you’ll be safe and cared for.”

“I’m the luckiest woman in the world.”

We kissed, and I knew he was the only man for me.


35. Annie is Taken for a Ride: Biker Sex With a Hot MILF by Nora Walker

When Annie decides it is time to restore and then sell her father’s old motorcycle, she is reluctant to part with the memories.  The garage ends up being more than helpful and even finds a buyer for her.  The first time she lays eyes on the buyer, she felt a different kind of rumble.  And then he really takes her for a ride.

It really started out so innocently.  I needed someone to help me restore an old motorcycle of my father’s so that I could sell it.  He loved that bike, and I hated to get rid of it, but I knew I would never ride it.  I asked around at work to see if anyone could recommend a good mechanic or garage and I finally found one so I made an appointment to have the thing looked at.

It was ridiculous to consider me on one of those machines.  I was approaching my fortieth birthday and had a nice comfortable, professional job.  I wore suits during the week and nice khakis on the weekends.  I had a book club, a regular yoga studio, the occasional wine or cooking class, and a nice set of friends.  I enjoyed caring for the herb garden that sat on the patio of my apartment and would have loved to get a ‘salad garden’ but just did not have the space.

In the last few years, I had contemplated purchasing a small house for myself, but it was so much easier in the apartment.  On Saturday afternoons I could clean the whole thing from top to bottom in under an hour, and I had no yard to take care of.  I would have liked to garden, but I hate lawn maintenance.  I looked around for a community garden I could participate with, but I did not have much luck.

At brunch one Sunday with some friends, I was lamenting this motorcycle project.  I had recently come into the blasted machine through my brother.  He had originally claimed it when Dad passed away, but since he was going through a nasty divorce, he asked me to just get rid of it.  I told him I would take care of it if he could bring it to the apartment.  For a long time, it just sat in my enclosed parking area next to my car while I worked up the nerve to actually fix it up and sell it.

I did not know a thing about motorcycles other than the fact that Dad loved that bike and used to take us for long rides in the country on it.  One of my friends, Suzanne, seemed rather impressed when I told her it was an old Indian, but I did not know the difference.

I convinced her to help me get it to the garage that next Saturday for the appointment.  I drove a Honda Civic, and there was no way I could transport it.  She had a Tahoe so that would be much easier if we could get it loaded.  I agreed to buy her dinner for her efforts.

The two of us trying to heft the bike into the back of her vehicle must have been quite a sight.  A nice young man who lived near me finally took pity on two middle-aged ladies and helped us.  I am sure he would get a good laugh with his friends when he described the situation, but I did not care.  I hardly had time for a man of my own age, let alone did I care about the opinion of someone almost twenty years younger than me and Suzanne.

She and I drove over to the garage that Saturday afternoon and dropped it off with a very scary looking biker guy who said he would take a look.  On our way out, I decided to snap a picture of the front of the store with my motorcycle sitting in the garage, just in case it went ‘missing’.  Suzanne gave me a strange look and then laughed when she figured it out.

We spent the rest of the day at the nail salon and then off to dinner.  I had promised to take her out for her help.  She was a good friend, and I was fortunate that she picked this small Italian place that had great food and reasonable prices.  She laughed when I said that since she did not pick the five-star steak place, I would even spring for the wine.

We started with the bruschetta and toasted ravioli, ate our way through chicken parmesan and homemade pasta and fresh garlic cheese bread, and finished with tiramisu and coffee.  We rolled ourselves out of there, stuffed to the brim with delicious Italian food.

“Did they say how long it would take with the bike?” she was asking as she drove me home.

“No, but I hope not too long.  Then again, I don’t even have an estimate yet.  Who knows how long this ‘inspection’ will take and then I have no idea about the restoration itself.  I’m sad to get rid of it, though.”

“I’m sure,” Suzanne understood the circumstances, “it was special to you and your dad.”

“Yeah but what the heck am I going to do with it anyway?”

She laughed, “We had a hard enough time just transporting it!”

She dropped me off at my apartment with a reminder about brunch the next day.

“I’m not sure if I will ever eat again!” I reminded her just how much we had consumed that night.

I could hear her laughing as the Tahoe disappeared around the corner.

Once inside, I did call my brother and explain the status to him.  He was disappointed like I was, but he was not mad at me.

“Do send me a picture if they restore it, I’d love to see it one more time!”

“I know, me too.”

I tossed my clothes into the hamper and settled down on the couch in my tee shirt and yoga pants.  Truth be told, I stayed pretty busy during my days, but the nights could get lonely.  I did not mind a little quiet and personal time now and then, but night after night was getting a little old.  It had been ages since I dated anyone and those urges did sneak back in once in a while.

I poured another glass of wine to drown my self-pity and found a funny movie on cable.

****

Brunch the next day was good as always, although I had eaten so much the night before that I opted for a lighter meal than I normally get.  Everyone made fun of my fruit cup and hard-boiled egg, but I paid them no attention.

It was not until Wednesday that I received a call from that garage about the motorcycle.

“Annie?” the voice was hard and gravelly.

“Yes?  Who is this?”

“This is Rocky from the garage.  About your bike.  I think we can help you out with the restoration.  Should only be about $600 and if you want, I think we have a buyer lined up.”

“Wait, what?  A buyer?  Already?”

“Yeah, one of the guys from the crew took a look.  You good with that?”

“What would the price be?”

“He offered $3500 after the work’s been done and he takes it for a spin.”

It sounded like a very reasonable offer, and I was more than happy to split the profits with my brother.

“Sure, sounds good.  One thing, though, I’d like to see it restored before this guy takes it.  Is that okay?”

“Yeah, no problem.”

“Great, thanks.  When should I come by?”

“How about next Saturday afternoon?”

“Sure thing, and thanks again.”

I could not believe how smoothly that went.  Plus the bonus of him lining up a buyer was hard to believe.  I did want to take a few pictures before the guy took possession.  I was curious if they would repaint it the original dusky orange-red that I remembered from my childhood.

When I got home that night, I called my brother to let him know the plan, and he seemed to be okay with it.  I offered to split the profits after the repairs were paid for but he declined.  I was surprised since I knew he had mounting legal bills from the divorce, but I did not push the issue.

Over the next few days, waiting for Saturday, I went to yoga and had my monthly book club meeting.  It was funny that we were reading a biker story that particular month, and I shared the story of the bike with the group.  They liked the idea of restoring and selling it instead of just junking it; they said it would honor my father’s memory.

That Friday night, I had no real plans so after work, I stopped for a pedicure and then went home to my tee shirt and yoga pants.  Sometimes I wish I had a roommate or a boyfriend, but I guess single is easier in some ways.

On Saturday morning, I got up early to run errands and then get a quick shower.  I was not sure what to expect when I went back to the garage alone (i.e., without Suzanne) so I dressed as casually as I could, masking the figure that I worked so hard to maintain.

When I walked in, Rocky greeted me gruffly.  He was the guy who had called me earlier and was also the guy who took the bike from me originally.  He walked me around back to see the restoration and to meet the buyer.  When I saw the two of them together, I was floored.

Not only did the motorcycle look amazing in the original orangey-red color, but the young man polishing it with a cloth was one of the sexiest guys I had ever seen in person.

He had to have been about twenty-two and was broad-shouldered.  He straightened up to his full six-foot four-ish inches and approached me with a smile.  His head was clean shaven, and he wore beat-up jeans and a leather vest that hung open.  His arms were almost completely covered in tattoos, and his chest was firmly muscular as he moved.

He wiped his palm on his jeans and reached out to shake my hand.

“Annie?  I’m Slater.  Nice to meet you.”

“N-Nice to meet you too,” my voice shook as our hands met in mid-air.

“This is yours then?” he pointed back at the Indian.

“Yes.  Well, it was my father’s.”

“It was in amazing condition; he should be proud.  It just needed a little tuning and then the paint job really.”

“He was very proud of that bike his whole life,” I grinned at the memory.

“So have you ridden it?”

I laughed, “Not in over two decades.”

“You’re way overdue then,” he winked at me.

“Well, I don’t know about that.”  I had never ridden with anyone, but my dad and I had not ridden with him since I was about ten years old.

“Aw c’mon, let’s settle up and I’ll take you for a spin.”

I shrugged and laughed, “I don’t know about that.”

“She runs like a dream now.  I fixed her up myself,” he stepped close enough that I could see the dark stubble on his chin.

I did not realize that I had been slowly backing away as he inched forward until I found my back against a brick wall.  He leaned one palm against the wall so that his body nearly surrounded mine.

“I think you’d like the ride,” his voice had dropped an octave, lending a certain naughty undertone to his statement.

I was grateful that I was in my tee shirt and jeans when I accepted.  My father had always been strict about appropriate attire, and he would have rolled over in his grave if I had jumped on the back of the bike in a tank top and shorts.

“W-W-Well, I need to pay for the repairs first.”

He nodded, “Go take care of that and then I can pay you for the bike.  Then you owe me a ride.”

I nodded and ducked under his arm to go pay Rocky.

Luckily Rocky took credit cards so I paid him with a polite but nervous smile, and headed back to Slater.

“I think we’re ready.”

“Do you have the title?” a fair enough question from the purchaser.

“Yeah, it’s in my car,” I pointed to my parking space.

“Cash for title seems straightforward enough.”

I walked back to my car and felt Slater’s eyes on my ass as I bent over to grab the title from the glovebox.  We made the exchange, and he handed me a helmet to wear.

“Saddle up,” he grinned at me.

****

I slid the helmet over my head as I slid up behind Slater.  When I wrapped my arms around his waist, he felt warm and firm against me.  I tried to avoid skin-to-skin contact, but it was impossible since all he had on was the black leather vest.  My palms splayed across his rippled abs, and I thought I felt his breath catch.

The bike rumbled to life, and I squirmed against the vibrating motor between my thighs.  It was purring just like when I was a kid.  However, pressed up against this tattooed biker gave me a whole different set of sensations that I had never really considered with a motorcycle.

He tore out of the parking lot so fast I thought the helmet would come off my head.  I tightened my arms around his waist, and as I rested my forehead on his upper back, it occurred to me that that was exactly why he did it.  I smiled to myself but still hung on for dear life.

Despite the speed Slater at which was riding, I could tell that he was an experienced rider.  The wind whipped at my face and my forearms, but I never felt like he was going to lose it.  I finally picked my face up off his back and realized that I had no idea where I was.

I was on the back of a motorcycle with a virtual stranger and had no idea where I was.

That was a terrifying thought, but the only thing I could do was hug him tighter, which really makes no sense when you think about it.  I could feel my cell phone wedged tightly in my jeans pocket, and I felt a little better knowing it was there.

I could not see much of my surroundings because of the helmet, but I was surprised when the bike slowed and then stopped.  I slid it off my head and shook my hair loose.

Slater turned back towards me and motioned for me to dismount first.  He held the bike steady, and I climbed down.  I was walking a little funny because it had been so long since I had ridden.  We had stopped at a cute little diner.

“How about some dinner before we keep riding?”

“Sure thing,” I smiled.

I thought to myself, At least there are witnesses here.

I had a Coke and French fries and a grilled cheese with extra dill pickles on the side.  He had a monstrous cheeseburger with onion rings.

“So, Annie, how did you come to own such an antique?” he jerked his thumb towards the parking lot.

“It was my dad’s,” I mumbled around a mouthful of food.

“Ah… He take you riding as a kid?”

I nodded, “Every so often.  My brother and I would take turns around the block.”

“So never all out on the open road?” he popped an onion ring into his mouth.

I shook my head, “No, guess he was too worried about us.”

Slater chuckled, “I don’t have the same fear.  We’re going to open her up…”

My eyes went wide, and he laughed.  I volunteered to pay for dinner, and he did not argue much.  We headed back out, and he pointed the bike towards some long winding country roads.  It was a beautiful drive.  He kept the speed to a minimum, and I was able to sit up and look around.  It was very freeing, to hear the road, and feel the wind, and smell the dust.

He finally pulled over into an open meadow just as the sun was sinking behind the clouds.

Oh goodie.  Now it’s nighttime, and I’m alone in the middle of nowhere with a biker stranger.

“Don’t worry,” he read my mind, “I’m crazy but not insane.”

I laughed, “Good to know.”

He took my hand and led me out into the grass.  It was tall enough to brush my knees, but he plowed right through.  His hand was warm and slightly callused, but it felt comfortable.

We finally found a clearing and he lifted me onto a large flat rock.  As I balanced, he managed to wedge his body between my thighs and rested his palms on the rock just outside my hips.

“It’s pretty out here,” I murmured, looking around.

He caught my chin lightly with his fingertips and did not waste any time.  His lips were on mine before I could catch my breath and I could not stop my body from responding to the young man.  His biceps were firm under my fingertips, and his hands were warm on my waist.

His fingers tickled when he slipped them under the hem of my tee shirt, and I wriggled against him.  He pulled me tighter against his bare stomach and pushed my tee shirt up out of the way.  When he finally yanked it over my head, it fell somewhere behind me.  The contrast of his warm skin and the smooth leather made me shiver, but it turned into shudders when I felt his mouth against my neck and ear.

The center of my jeans was pressed tightly up against the center of his, and there was a noticeable bulge there.  It had been so long that I just gyrated against it.  He groaned softly and thrust his hips forward in response.

I wrapped my legs around his waist and held him there while his fingers made quick work of the clasp on my bra.  I felt it release and then disappear altogether.  Now my bare tits were pressed up against his bare chest, and the heat nearly made me breathless.  His nails raked up my back, making me arch into him.

He kneaded the soft flesh of my tits, making the tiny rosebuds stiffen further in the cool air.  His hot mouth warmed them up, and I ran my hands over the smooth scalp of his shaven head.  He licked and sucked one then the other, curving my body towards him with his large hands.  My fingertips found the swollen cock under his fly, and I scratched it lightly with my nails.  He groaned and twitched his hips as I tickled underneath his balls.

His fingers quickly found their way down to the zipper of my jeans.  It rasped down, revealing my pale blue G-string.

“Mmmm, nice,” he grinned up at me.

I kicked my sneakers off as he worked the jeans over my hips and down my legs until I was wearing nothing but the tiny G-string.  He carefully lifted me off the rock and turned me around to face it.

“Just like that,” he groaned, pushing me into a bent position.

His hands roamed over the swells of my hips and the curve of my ass, alternating between gentle fingertips and rough fingernails.  I bucked my hips backwards towards him and felt his palm smack my ass.  I groaned and writhed, not in pain but in need.  He nestled up behind me, nudging his significant bulge between my ass cheeks.  His hand slid over my tummy and down into the G-string.

“Oh man,” he groaned when his fingers found my wetness.

I gasped and writhed as his fingers teased me, sliding just inside and then back out.  Over and over again he tormented my poor pussy until I was scratching my nails against the rock itself.

I finally heard the zipper of his jeans, and I wriggled my ass enticingly at him.  He yanked off my G-string, and it disappeared with the rest of my clothes.

There was a slight delay and then I felt the smooth covered head of his cock pressing against me.  I braced myself against the rock and pushed backwards, enveloping him quickly.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, digging his fingers into the flesh of my hips.

Using the rock as leverage, I fucked him back and forth as hard as I could manage.  He was clutching at my hips for balance as I took him.

“Oh shit,” he mumbled as he tried to stop my motions.

“C’mon, fuck me,” I begged him.

“It’s…  I…  Oh shit, shit, shit,” he moaned.

He finally pushed me off of him and whipped me around.

“What is it?” I demanded, trying to pull him back to me.

“Too much, too soon,” he admitted quietly.

I laughed, “You young ‘uns…”

I reached down and grabbed his hand, pulling him to me.  I carefully folded back his thumb, his ring finger, and his pinkie, leaving the index and middle ones out straight.  Then I guided his hand between my thighs and pulled his warm body against my cooling skin.  He shoved his fingers deep inside, and I clutched at his vest to support as my knees buckled.

“There, there, there,” I chanted, my head lolling backwards.

He pumped his hand in and out as I wrapped one leg around his waist.  I finally felt the first surges of ecstasy building, and I grabbed my own tit roughly.  He pushed my hand away and grabbed it with his available hand.

He kneaded the sensitive skin and pinched the tight little peak while his hand pumped away with his fingers buried knuckle-deep inside me.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, sinking my teeth into his neck.

I could feel his cock bobbing against my inner thigh, and I paid it no attention.  His fingers curled just right inside me, and the surge burst forth.  I screamed and writhed and clawed at him as I came.

“Oh man,” he growled.

He quickly withdrew his fingers but even before my first climax was finished, he sunk his cock back inside me.  As thick as he was, I came again almost instantly.  His thrusts were fast and eager and erratic.

“Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit,” he chanted.

“Come for me, come inside me,” I urged him on as my third rolled through my pussy.

His body tensed up and then shuddered as the hot jets of cum shot out of his cock.  I worked one hand down between us and kneaded his balls to get every drop out.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned as he sank forward into my shoulder.

I eased my hips around until I felt his softening cock slip out.

“I’m sorry,” he chuckled, slightly red-faced, “it’s been a little while.”

“Well, it’s a good thing we didn’t start with a blow job,” I laughed.

“Yeah, that would have been even quicker.  But give me a few,” he smiled.

“I forgot that about you young ‘uns.  Quick trigger but lots of ammo.”

He laughed, “You could say that.  Well, I promised you’d like the ride so I hope I didn’t disappoint.”

I winked at him, “Well, big fella, I’m just waiting for the next round.  Does he need a little encouragement?”

He had discarded the condom, but his cock was already twitching at me when I licked my lips.  I reached down and stroked the shaft with just my fingertips.  It bobbed and swelled as I tickled around the head, down the underside, and over his balls.  Slater’s hips twitched as I kept with the light touch.

“That’s gonna drive me insane,” he moaned.

“That’s the idea,” I laughed.

I kept lightly tickling and teasing until his hips were thrusting against my hand.  With just a few firm strokes, I had him back to full mast, and he produced a second condom from his jeans pocket.

“Do you always carry several around?” I was curious.

“Just in case I meet a hot date,” he winked as he sheathed himself.

And with that, he lifted me back onto the rock and lined his cock up with my pussy again.

“Oh and this time? I will last a whole lot longer,” he promised.

And with that, he buried himself back inside my hot waiting pussy.

****

Slater and I ended up fucking in that field until we dozed off with the soft grass as our bedding.  When I finally woke up, the sun was just appearing over the horizon, and I was nestled into the crook of his arm.

“Damn,” he laughed, “guess it’s my turn to pay.  Let’s get some breakfast.”

I laughed, “You’re damn right.”

We tracked down all of our clothes.  Well, almost all; I could not find my G-string for the life of me.  After I searched the rock and the grasses and the bushes, I finally saw it peeking out of his jeans pocket.

“Really?” I laughed with my hand out waiting for them.

“Really,” he nodded, tucking them further in.

“Fine.  You just want me to ride commando behind you on this giant vibrator,” I smirked at him.

He groaned and tried to smack my bare ass just as I pulled my jeans up over it.

We rode back to that same diner and this time, I was ravenous.  I order pancakes, sausage and scrambled eggs, with coffee.  With a hungry grin, he ordered up a plate of steak and eggs, with coffee as well.  We spent a good two hours laughing over our slightly surreal evening, and he held to his word by paying for breakfast.  I even slipped my sneaker off so that I could tease him under the table with my toes.  He fidgeted and shifted in the diner booth until I was giggling too hard to keep it up.

He eventually took me back to the garage so I could pick up my car.  I hopped off the bike and returned the borrowed helmet.  He was propped back on the bike, leather vest hanging open over his carved bare chest, looking every inch the sexy biker stud.

“I-I’m not sure what to say,” I suddenly found myself at a loss for words.

He beckoned me forward with one finger, and I stepped closer to him.  He cupped the back of my neck and ravaged my lips with his.

“I’ll make you another trade,” he whispered.

“What’s that?”

“You can have the panties back if I can have your phone number…”

“How about a two for one special?”

He raised one eyebrow at me and ran his hand over my ass.

“You can have both if I can drive next time.”

His hand disappeared from my ass and then returned with a smack.

“I’ll give you another ride any time you ask.”

I laughed and headed to my car.  As I pulled away, I thought to myself, what on earth am I going to tell Suzanne?

I rolled down the window of my car to feel the breeze, and I grinned.

I’ll just tell her I was taken for a ride.


36. Teaching My Hubby a Lesson: Revenge MILF Sex on a Cuckolding Husband by Roxy Rhodes

Paul and I hadn’t been happy for a while.  I knew that losing his job had been hard on him, but that was no reason for him to be neglectful - even scornful of me! - in every possible way.  He contributed less and less, but I guess what hurt me most was how he neglected my body.  I chalked it up to depression until I found out what he’d been doing with girls on the internet when I was away at work, keeping our family afloat.  But it wasn’t until I laid my eyes on Riley, our twenty-three year old gardener, that I realized how I would get my revenge.  Paul was about to get a front row seat to just exactly what he’d been depriving me of!

The bathroom door was still closed.  All I could do was wait.

Sitting on the bay window, just through the sheer curtains, I caught a glimpse of Riley, our lawn man, firing up the mower.  He took a long stretch, arms above his head, leaning back, back, back in his white, grass stained tee-shirt and jeans until his face was tilted enough to catch sight of me.  Holding his intense lean, he smiled at me and waved.  That smile was something:  Light-hearted, twinkling, almost drunken in that loose, sexy way.  I smiled back—I very nearly giggled!—and waved, averting my eyes to try to avoid the blush that was coming to my cheeks.  I turned my back to the window.

“Did you get the laundry done?”  Paul called from the bathroom where he was doing god knows what for far too long and making me once again late for work.  He’d been let go almost a year ago from his advertising firm—a surprise we all saw coming as he landed fewer and fewer clients.  Luckily I could more than keep us afloat as head of marketing with a top cosmetics line.  Unluckily, I was still expected to tend to all of the housework myself while he fiddled with his resume and took no interviews.

It hadn’t been that way when we first got married twenty years ago.  At the time, I was a young woman—a girl, really—selling Avon.  We’d met at his agency when I stopped in to see if any of the girls in the office would like to peruse our products.  He had been vice president then.  He looked handsome in a suit, and when he smiled at me, my heart pounded in my ears.

He hardly resembled that man these days.   He’d lost his ambition and the glint in his eye, but he’d retained his sense of entitlement.

“Jesus Christ, Laura, what have you been doing this week?” he had come out of the bathroom and was now peering into the laundry basket by the bed.

“I’ve been working, Paul,” I said, trying to keep the edge out of my voice.  “We’re trying to break Europe—I told you—“

“It’s laundry.  You just throw it in and turn on the machine,” he said slowly, condescendingly.

“Then why don’t you do it, Paul?”  I called as I brushed past him into the bathroom for a quick piss and look in the mirror.  There was no time for a shower.

“I’m overhauling my resume today.”  He may as well have said, “I’m curing cancer today,” the gravitas was so heavy in his voice.

“Then I guess the laundry will have to wait,” I said, emerging from the bathroom and grabbing my purse from the bed.

“Are we having that roast tonight?”

“I’m not home until 7 at the earliest.  A roast will take four hours.  But there’s a recipe in my book for it if you really want it.  Have fun,” I said, heading for the door.

“Well, I’m not gonna—“

But I was already gone.

As I galloped down the stairs, I was starting to get really pissed off.  I’d been a good wife.  I’d raised a beautiful girl and gotten her off to college.  I’d risen high in my company and kept the family afloat.  I kept the house in order.  What’s more, at the age of 45 I’d kept my body in fine shape—was still able to steal appreciative glances from men as I walked by, still made Paul the envy of his friends.  They didn’t know how often I overheard them as I walked away.

“That’s Paul’s wife?”

“The one with the great ass?”

“If that were my wife, I’d never leave the bed.”

Sure, it was a bit chauvinistic, but I couldn’t help but feel a sense of pride when I overheard such things, couldn’t help but swing my hips a little bit more, couldn’t help but enjoy the intensity of their gazes that followed my swinging behind with such force, I felt it may double me over and penetrate me.

But it all went unnoticed and unappreciated by Paul.  The gazes and stares of other men were nice, but God, how I wanted to be really and truly fucked—fucked in a way Paul, even at his best, never quite accomplished.  Sure, he’d once been strong and handsome when he was young.  A big man with a little prick and a short attention span.  When I was young, I thought our love could satisfy me.  But there’s only so much loving I can do by herself, and with every passing year, Paul tries less and less.  At this point, his useless little cock seems like an affront—as though it exists just to throw salt in my wounds.  Not that he’d even bothered to affront me with it lately.  How long had it been…?

All of these thoughts toppled over each other as I descended the staircase and threw open the front door, where all at once I was greeted by Riley, his strong arm raised in an interrupted knock, his tee-shirt clinging to him with sweat, a smile spreading across his suntanned young face at the sight of me.

“Hi, Mrs. James.”

“Hello, Riley.  Did you need something?”

“Yeah, I left some of my tools in your husband’s shed the other day.  But now the door is locked.  I was wondering if he could let me in.”

“Sure, just a minute, Reilly.  You can go into the kitchen and get yourself a glass of lemonade if you want.  I’ll be right back.”  I was already late for work, so I made a quick dash back up the stairs.

Paul had told me numerous times not to barge in on him when he was “working.”  It interrupted his “flow.”  So I approached the study door on tiptoes, not wanting to startle him.

“Paul?”  I said quietly.  Then a little louder, “Paul?”

But he didn’t answer my call through the door.  Instead, he said, “Take off your shirt and show me your tits.”  I heard a muted giggle coming through a speaker.  He was talking to someone online.

“Awww…come on, Big Boy!  I can’t make it that easy for you!”  Then more inane giggling.

“Do you know how hard my cock is for you, baby?”  He said, as I stood with my ear pressed to the door, trying not to even breathe.  I heard the sound of a zipper.  I heard the sound of a low groan.

“Ooohh…I wonder if that could fit in my tight little asshole!” she cooed like doped up toddler.  What did she look like, I wondered?  Painted on clown lips?  Black roots showing under a bad bleach job?  What the hell was it that got Paul off?

“Baby, please…show me your little nippies,” he pleaded, and I shuddered.

“My little nippies are gonna cost you, Mister!” she faux-scolded.  “You know where to enter your card number, honey.  Same place as always.”

Same place as always.  How often did he do this?

The cackling of keys being pressed hurriedly.  Another little groan from him.  How much was this costing me?

“There, baby.  Do it for me?”

“Mmmm…I think that’s enough for one little nippy,” she said with her grating giggle.

“Come on, baby.  Show me the other.  I want to see you mash those sweet tits together.  God, I want to titty-fuck you so bad, baby, please!”

“That other nippy’s gonna cost you!”

That was enough.  He wasn’t going to pay any more of my hard earned money for her “little nippies.”  I was prepared to throw open the door and confront him, but just as I reached for the handle, I heard footsteps on the stairs.  Riley was coming up.

“Hey, Mrs. James—“

I lunged for the bedroom door to stop him from coming in.  “Shhh…!”  I put a finger to my lips.  “Mr. James is sleeping.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” he whispered with sincerity.  “I was just gonna say—“

“Let’s go back downstairs,” I said.

He turned around, and I followed him down, slowly on lightly treading feet.  Let Paul have his fun, I thought.  It’s going to be the last time.

When we reached the bottom of the stairs, Riley surprised me by taking my small, smooth hand in his large rough one and leading me to the door, glancing nervously, respectfully, up the stairs towards my bedroom door, careful not to disturb the master of the house who was fapping his pathetic little nub in the study.

“Sorry, I wasn’t trying to intrude,” he leaned down and said softly, his face so close I could smell his earthy sweat.  “I was just going to say I forgot about the backdoor to the shed.  I don’t need his keys.  I’m sorry to bother you.”

“It’s no bother at all,” I smiled, and to my surprise, he cast his eyes down at this, and his tan cheeks began to redden. He was tall and toned and strong, but he was such a sweet and bashful boy, no more than 23.  I noticed his downcast eyes were narrowing with concern towards my blouse.

“You’re missing a button,” he said, letting a thick finger caress the wound on my shirt where a button had once been.

“Dammit,” I said, stepping back a bit and looking down.  “It’s my last clean shirt.”  Paul’s reprimand about the laundry echoed in my mind, and I could feel the anger begin to rise within me again.

“Don’t worry, I have a sewing kit in with my other tools.  My mom showed me how to sew.  I knew it would come in handy one day,” he grinned, and I laughed for no reason at all.  “Come on.”

Again he took my hand in his, so familiarly and innocently, as though he’d done it a thousand times, and led me out the door towards the shed with haste, before I had a chance to protest that I was late for work—though truth be told, work was suddenly the furthest thing from my mind.  Being pulled behind him through the as yet uncut weeds, I suddenly remembered running through the woods in the dark with my first college boyfriend to get away from some shit-show fraternity party.  He had “something to show me,” he’d said, but when we reached a clearing, he only pulled me close and kissed me more deeply, his hard cock pressing into me roughly through his blue jeans.  “I want to show you something…” he said again as he had fallen to his knees and lifted up my skirt, pressing his nose to my damp panties and breathing in deeply before he began to pull them to the ground.

But the memory stopped there as the side door of the shed swung open and Riley pulled me into the musty darkness.

There was some fumbling around for a light, which came on dimly from a weak bulb overhead, casting the wooden shed in an amber glow.

“I should really clean this place up,” I said looking around.

“That’s a job for the husband,” Riley replied.

No such thing in this house, I thought, but I kept my mouth shut.

“Sit up here,” Riley commanded, patting the work table next to where his toolbox sat.  I leaned back against it trying to gauge the jumping distance on such a high table, but Riley simply held me around the waist, his two hands nearly engulfing me, and lifted me, as though I were weightless, onto the table in one strong motion.  Already he was back to his toolbox, fishing out a small sewing box and retrieving from it a button, needle, and thread.

He pressed the small button onto my shirt with his thumb, the top of my breast giving way slightly beneath it.  “It’s a pretty close match to the other buttons,” he said, his eyes penetrating my blouse.  I found myself arching my back ever so slightly in spite of myself, enjoying his gaze on me, wanting to encourage it.  “Go ahead and take off your shirt.”

“What?” my voice caught in my throat.

He smiled and rested a reassuring hand on my knee.  “I know how to sew, but I’m not exactly delicate,” he winked.  “If you leave it on I’ll prick you.”

He didn’t wait—there was to be no discussion about it.  He began unbuttoning my blouse, and I didn’t protest, though I wondered if he could feel the tremor that had built up inside of me.  I wanted him to see me.  I wanted him to like what he saw.

He leaned forward and pulled the unbuttoned shirt off of my shoulders, his sweaty tee-shirt grazing my breasts.  I could feel my nipples aching with stiffness as I ever so gently pressed against him.  When the shirt was gone, and he pulled away, immediately, his face began to redden again, and he looked away quickly, smiling and bashful, his eyes darting to my breasts and away again.

“Your bra…” he said, gesturing toward my breast wordlessly.  I looked down and saw that my demi-cup had slid down and my erect nipple was exposed just above the lacy fabric.

“My breasts are always trying to escape from this thing,” I said, enjoying how flustered he was.  I wanted to toy with him. I wanted to enjoy how much he obviously desired me.  “When my nipples get hard they always slip out.”

He laughed like a schoolboy, and I grabbed his hand, pulling him towards me.  “Like right now,” I said, pulling his hand to my mouth.  I took this thumb in my mouth and wetted it slowly, letting my tongue dance around the tip as I looked at his face, his eyes growing wide.  Then I guided his thumb to my straining nipple, pressing it onto me.  “When my nipples are aroused like that they don’t want to be in clothes.”

“Mrs. James…”

“Call me Laura.”

His hands were roughly pulling my pawing at my breasts now, sliding them out of my bra.  The straps slid down my shoulders it began to inch down my waist.  His eyes were hungry, his lips wet, and all at once he dove down and took my heavy breast in his mouth and began sucking hungrily at it.

“Mmm…easy, boy!” I moaned as I tugged his thick dark hair, yanking his head back so I could see his face.  “You want it badly, don’t you?”

“I’ve wanted you for so long,” he panted, his hand reaching again for my nipple and giving it a hard twist.  I yanked on his hair again.

“What have you wanted, Riley?  Have you been wanting to fuck me?”

“God, yes,” he moaned, unzipping his pants.  He let his jeans fall to the floor in a clump, and I found that he wasn’t wearing any underwear.  His cock was long, straight, thick, and straining towards me above a full, taut, heavy sack I could tell was just aching for release.  Teasingly, I reached down and stroked his balls with just the tip of my finger, enjoying how his cock jumped and twitched at my touch.

“My, you do want to fuck me, don’t you?” I purred as I stroked his swollen sack.  Fuck Paul and his paid for whore, I thought.  I can have my fun, too, and with someone who isn’t pretending to want me.  I can feel for myself how much he wants me.

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, dutifully, and it made me laugh.

“Paul’s been neglecting me for some time,” I explained as I let my finger trail up his shaft, watching the veins on his enormous cock begin to show themselves.  “And even when he is interested, he never seems to take my needs into consideration.”

“I don’t know how he can keep his hands off of you,” Riley breathed.  “Whenever I watch you leave in those tight pencil skirts, I want to take you…bend you over…”

“But do you want to make me cum, Riley?  I need to cum so badly.  Are you going to make me cum?”  I was tugging at my own nipple now, as I stroked his rigid dick, running my palm over his smooth mushroom head, feeling the pre-cum form there.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Show me how you’re going to make me cum, baby.”

He leaned into me, kissing me deeply, as his fingers found their way between my legs.

“Stand up and take off those sopping wet panties and I will,” he commanded breathily into my ear, sending shockwaves up my spine.

I hopped off the table and stood before him.  I unclasped my bra and let it fall to the floor.

“Now drop the skirt,” he said, stroking his mighty cock.

Teasingly, I unzipped the size-zipper, my eyes never leaving his massive hands which, big as they were, still, could not contain his incredible member.  I wanted it inside of me with a fierceness, and yet a part of me wasn’t sure I could handle it.

Before I could drop my silk panties, he reached forward and tugged the elastic up until my pussy lips were split open with damp fabric.  I let out a sharp gasp of excitement.

“You want it just as much as I do, don’t you my little slut?” he smiled as he watched my face twist in pleasure.  “That useless husband of yours has no idea to do with your pretty little pussy, does he?”  With this he bent down and licked my exposed outer lips, making me buck with anticipation.

“No,” I conceded.  “He’s pathetic.”

“Take off your panties and show me your cunt,” he instructed.

I slid them off almost clumsily, my body was trembling so hard.  I jumped back up on the table and spread my legs wide, pulling one foot up beside me and spreading my lips with my fingers.

“My God…” he hummed as his fingers traced first around my outer lips and then back up my gushing slit, stopping at my pronounced, throbbing clit, which he petted slowly, expertly.

“Once I fuck you, you’ll never need him again.  Your cunt will belong to me.”

“I understand,” I breathed.  “Please—please fuck me!”

“Are you sure?” he said, sliding a long, thick finger into my open and ready fuckhole.

“God, please!”

The “Please” rose sharply in pitch as he unexpectedly slid his thumb into my asshole.  Paul had never tried anything like that—but then Paul never tried at all.  But the minute Riley began working his thumb inside of me, I knew I belonged to him totally.

“God, I want to taste you,” he said, “I need your really wet if you’re going to take my enormous cock.  Are you going to get good and wet for me, baby?”

“Yes—I’ll get good and wet for you.  I want your cock so bad.”

With this, he dove down between my legs, and I felt his thick, strong tongue plunge into me deep.  My breathing grew ragged as he tongue-fucked me, and I spread my legs for him even farther, wanting his tongue everywhere.  As if reading my thoughts, his tongue was soon working its way down to my virgin asshole, and I was thrilled at his familiarity, his eagerness to taste me in even my most forbidden places.

Two fingers slid inside of my pussy, petting me gently.  My pussy opened and gulped them, pulling his fingers deeper and deeper.

“You dirty little slut,” he moaned into my ass with admiration.  “You’re going to let me fuck you everywhere, aren’t you?”

“Yes, please—I want you everywhere!”  I could hardly think, could hardly form words, but whatever he wanted I would do for him.

At once he stood up, grabbed hold of my breast hard, and jammed his young hard cock into my needy, hungry pussy, holding it there for a moment as I twisted and writhed, first in pain as I struggled to take him in, then in undulating waves of intense pleasure.

“Yes, good girl, Laura…” He moaned as he began to slide in and out of my pussy, getting deeper and deeper with each thrust.  “You take it so good with that expert cunt…”

I purred and moaned at his words.  I wanted to please him so badly.  I had never felt anything like I did for the immediate desperation I had for his cock—for him to fill me with it, tease me with it, punish me with it—just so long as it was mine.  Already I could feel my cheeks getting hot as ecstasy began to rise within me—a feeling I hadn’t felt in years.  My head was light, and I felt insane—I was going to gush all over his cock.  It was going to be a flood.  I worried I might pass out—

“What the fuck is going on in here?”  It was Paul’s voice.  Riley turned to look at him, standing aghast in the doorway, but only picked up the pace of his thrusting, causing me to moan loudly in spite of myself.

“I’m fucking your wife, Paul,” Riley explained, reaching down and grabbing me roughly by the hair.  “Tell him how much you love my cock, baby.”

“God, yes…” I moaned.  “I need it—don’t stop fucking me.”

“Get your goddamn hands off of her!”  Paul said, charging towards Riley.  But Riley stopped him one handed, grabbing him by the shirt even has he plunged into me deep, making me squeal, making my pussy clench hard in ecstasy.

“You don’t like seeing your wife getting what she needs, Paul?”  Riley, said.  “Probably because she can’t get it from you.”

“You little shit!”  Paul cried, struggling to get free of Riley’s grasp, but Riley was strong—much stronger than Paul—and he only shoved him to the ground in a humiliating tumble, where he rolled around, struggling to right himself.

He pulled me forward, and I wrapped my arms and legs around him tightly as I thrust my hips.

“Baby, that’s it.  You’re drenching my cock with that expert pussy…” he said into my ear.  “You’re my dirty little slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes…only for you.”

“Goddamnit, that’s my wife!” Paul cried, nearly in tears.

“You want me to fill up your tight little asshole?” Riley asked me, sweetly.

The thought of him stretching me wide with his massive cock as Paul looked on, horrified, seeing what a real man could do, made me so ecstatically giddy I could only writhe and moan affirmative nonsense words in response.

“Good girl.  Bend over and show me where you want me to fuck you.”

He set me on the table and withdrew from me, leaving my pussy gaping, open and lonely.  Eager to be filled again, I hopped down, turned around and started to steady myself on the table, but Riley stopped me.

“No, no—not there.  I want your hands on the floor.  I want you facing Paul so he can see your face when I enter you.”

I couldn’t have resisted even if I’d felt some moral apprehension about the proceedings—I wanted the young Riley more than I’d ever wanted anyone in my whole life.  I would do anything for someone so able to make me lose my mind that way—make me squirm and writhe and buck so wildly and uninhibitedly—without a care for how I might look.  Yes, I was his dirty little slut, and I couldn’t help myself.  And I knew that’s just how he wanted me:  dirty, nasty, twisted face and flailing body.

And just as I couldn’t help myself, poor Paul was still laying helpless on the floor, watching me bend down to greet him, my breasts swaying, my face yearning, without protest but only with frightened, tearful eyes. Good, I thought to myself.  Let him see what he’s been depriving me of—what he could have had for himself if only he hadn’t been so intent on putting me down at every turn.

Riley squared himself behind me.  I felt a hot bullet of spit land directly on my rim, which he smeared gently with his finger, priming me for his massive cock.  I knew it would be hard to take, his cock was so thick, but I trusted him completely, and I spread my legs a little wider, indicating I was ready for him.

“Laura…please…” Paul said.

“It’s too late for begging, Paul,” I told him, my voice not unkind, but resolute.

I felt a finger slide in my asshole, and I began to moan.  Then two and I yelped with a start at how I stretched.  In and out they slid, coaxing me open, as his other hand reached around and toyed with my clit.  My legs were shaking well before I felt the nudge of his giant, round head as it slid into me, bit by bit.  It felt strange and good, and I only winced a little as the knob of him made its way past my rim, and I felt his thick, hard shaft begin to slide inch by painstaking inch into me.

“Yes, that’s it—fill me up!”  I encouraged, suddenly no longer afraid to be full with him, but being tormented by the tease of not having him fully.  I wanted his balls slapping against my pussy.  I wanted to be pinned to the ground with the weight of him.  I wanted to be as stuffed and bulging with him as tick after a blood feast.

“You filthy fucking whore—you love my cock in your ass, don’t you?” he said with a deep thrust that made me howl with sensation—pain, pleasure—the two were synonymous.

“Laura, please!  You’re my wife!”  Paul cried, his voice breaking.

“But I’m his little slut,” I countered.  “God, fuck me, Riley!”

Even I couldn’t believe how sinister and cruel my thoughts were, but I didn’t care.  It was the truth.  I was never going to fuck Paul with his sad little cock and his tired body ever again.  He’d made me feel old and tired with him.  But Riley made my body new again.

He slapped my ass hard with a grunt as he began to thrust harder.  I wanted him to cum in my ass so badly.  I needed to be filled with him.

“I want your cum, Riley.  Please fill me with your cum?” I begged, backing into him with every thrust.

“What about me?” Paul cried absurdly, still unable to get his pathetic body off of the floor.

He was answered by a thunderous moan from Riley as I felt rope after rope of hot sticky cum go shooting into me.  I came with him at the sensation, his finger still working my clit with expert vibrations.

“Yes, baby!  God, yes!”  I cried, feeling my own cream running down my leg in a stream.

“God, you fucking whore,” Paul cried, tears streaming down his face.  “You fucking slut,” he whimpered.

But Riley would have none of it.  When he was finally spent, panting and breathless as he was, he walked over to Paul as I lay in pile on the floor, letting the world come back to me.  He picked him up by his collar, his naked body shining and powerful.

“You don’t get to talk to her that way,” he said menacingly.  “She wouldn’t need me if you weren’t such a worthless little worm.  Now clean up the mess.”

Paul’s eyes widened with fear, knowing exactly what Riley meant for him to do.  He had no choice in the matter, that was clear. But even if he had, I think it finally dawned on him in that moment how things would be from this day on.

He crawled over to me on hands and knees, his face hovering over my used ass.  He gently pried my cheeks apart with a sweetness I’d never known him to have and began to lick my battered asshole, his warm tongue soothing me where Riley’s cock had so ecstatically torn me to shreds.

“Mmmmm…thank you, Paul,” I purred.  It was the first time in months I’d felt any genuine affection for him.  “That’s enough, now.  Will you please go make lunch for Riley and me?  I’m famished.”

He wiped his mouth and trudged toward the door, obediently.  Finally, we had righted our unhappy household.


37. The Re-Inventor: MILF Sex with a Young Bartender by April Fisher

I was alone. My husband had left me for some younger, more attractive lady, and my kids were at college a few hours away. I decided that drinking my problems away would be the solution, but it turned out, that was only a path to my real solution. My real savior came in the form of a young bartender still in college. I was still alone, but he showed me that it was possible to be happy.

The rum swirled in my cup as I lifted it and took a sip. I put it down, feeling the warmth rush down to my stomach, spreading through my body and loosening my muscles, forcing me to relax. It was going down well today. I most likely wouldn’t get sick, which was good. I lived close by anyways, so I wouldn’t have to drive either. I decided for once that I would be a little irresponsible and not plan my night ahead, but I had thought of my safety at least. Whatever else would happen would happen.

It was my first drink of the night. The music pounded out, and the people danced to it on a wide open floor a few feet from the counter. Some people sat at the bar, watching the crowd, maybe watching someone specific to make their move. Some were younger, in their early twenties, some were in their mid-thirties, and some were even older looking. I had gazed in the mirror of the club’s bathroom before I had ordered my drinks, touching up my makeup and fluffing up my hair. I thought of how I’d gotten to this point – in a club alone, drinking my sorrows away, with money I had earned myself but hated the job I earned it with.

I was an editor, but I had really just wanted to be a famous writer. Somehow, I found myself editing other people’s work, so often that I never had time to write my own work. And then, twenty years later, I had lost all semblance of who I was and what my dreams were. And my husband had fallen out of love with me, probably because I had changed from the woman he had married. I hadn’t put on weight, and I’d lost most of my pregnancy weight by controlling my eating, but my mental state was different. I complained a lot. I hadn’t been happy, and I guessed he got tired of hearing about my pity parties.

I still wasn’t happy, of course. I wasn’t writing for myself, I was drinking, and I was alone. Not even my kids were here to comfort me. I had gotten texts from them asking if I was okay, and I always said that I was getting by. They seemed to accept it, and moved on to condemning their father and the woman he had left me for. I told them that being mean wouldn’t solve it. They told me I was too soft on him. I agreed, but I wasn’t sure how to assert myself. I had been stuck in the same place in my life for ages. It had been so long since I’d considered myself of having choices that I long gave up on any prospects of being happy and fulfilled with my work, and I sure wasn’t interested in conflicts. But I knew that it was bound to happen sooner or later, because my husband had filed for divorce. I didn’t want to go and see him, of course. I told him to mail me the paperwork, and I would have my lawyer look over it. He called me a coward. I agreed, but I told him I was allowed to be, given that he had checked out of the relationship instead of talking to me. He was the real coward here. There was no possible way I could’ve stooped to his level, even if I dragged my drunken ass home and missed work the next day. Luckily for me, it was a Friday.

I chugged my drink and ordered another before the next song started. I ordered a shot to go with it, and took it immediately. My body tingled pleasantly as it went down, and for the first time that night I began to enjoy the music.

After my third shot, the bartender leaned in. “Rough week?”

I looked up at him through glazed eyes. “What? Why?”

He smiled at me. I stared at him for the brief moment before he spoke again. He was young and good-looking, with pearly white teeth and a jaw so chiseled it could cut through stone. His hair was curly, but managed and shiny. He had the look of a smart person that somehow went off course and wound up in a shit hole like the club he worked in. But he owned it, unlike me. His smile showed his stress, but he seemed okay with the night as it was. Either that or he was trying to forget about it by talking to me. Or was I trying to forget about it by talking to him? I had no idea where my thought process was going at this point. “You’ve had quite a few. Got a ride?”

“I um…” I sipped my rum. “I can walk, I live two blocks away.”

He shrugged and extended his hand. “Name’s Takeda, but most just call me Tux.”

“Takeda? Japanese heritage or something? And why Tux?” I couldn’t help but giggle at the ridiculous nickname. He sure wasn’t wearing one.

He leaned back and put his hands into his pant pockets. Somehow, he just looked fancier than normal, and I realized where he got the nickname from. “Japanese on my mom’s side.” He didn’t answer the other question I had, probably because he already knew his body language had answered it.

I blinked the haze away, but it just came back. “You’re handsome.”

Normally I wouldn’t have said something like that, but I was single again essentially, and I was drunk. And to be frank, getting laid was exactly what I needed right now. I decided that his voice was the one I wanted to hear my name on. I realized then that I hadn’t told him my name. “Um, sorry… my name’s Belle.”

He chuckled a little and shrugged. “You have a fitting name.”

I tilted my head. “What?”

“Belle. It’s French for beautiful.”

Despite my state of mind, I blushed furiously and looked back into my rum cup. The swirls were suddenly more elaborate and interesting than I’d given them credit for. My husband hadn’t been quite as learned and had never really flirted with me after our third child. He certainly never brought up my name, so it took me by surprise to hear someone say it with such little effort, and so smoothly as well.

I decided to finish my rum, and I told him to get me another. He slid me one without even making it. He had it ready before I’d even asked. “I won’t pry, just be careful to not get yourself killed crossing the street.”

“I appreciate the sentiment, but I kind of feel like dying would be better than whatever I’m feeling right now.” I sipped the rum. It went down in brief warmth, and then numbness. My entire body felt number than it ever had, and I loved it. At least I couldn’t think very well. That was probably why his lines had worked.

He was silent for the remainder of the night, but I could feel his eyes on me as I drank and bobbed to the music. I felt like standing would be too much of an effort, let alone dancing. I wasn’t really worried about getting home either. There wasn’t really many cars around my area, so getting hit by one was a slim chance to none.

When I finally finished my last drink and decided the noise was annoying, I paid the bill, stood up and immediately lost my footing on my heels. I decided it would be too much of a hassle to walk in heels, so I took them off. I grabbed my purse, and walked outside.

The bartender from before was there, smoking a cigarette. He looked up as I came out of the club, and then put his cigarette out on the ground. “Thank god, I was about to send the bouncer in to check and see if you were still alive.”

I stared at him for a moment, wondering why he was there. I was sure I was in there for more than an hour, but I could’ve been wrong. I had lost track of time long ago anyways. He could’ve just been out there for a smoke, and then he would leave. I couldn’t judge him just based on the fact that he seemed interested.

I stumbled forward a little, and tripped on the few stairs that were there. He saw it coming before it happened and was there to catch me before I hurt myself. I found myself looking up at him from where I was half-kneeling. I tried to find my footing while my eyes refused to tear away from him, but was completely unsuccessful. Even so, he held me up.

“Why?”

He shrugged and helped me find firm ground. “Because you were the saddest one in the room.”

I had been feeling sorry for myself in the club, seeing everyone as a potential enemy, wondering about their problems and guessing about them, poking fun at them inside my head, when in reality I had been just doing that to myself. I hated myself. But before me, Tux was doing the exact same thing. It took one to know one, as they said.

“I think you are,” I said to him.

The sentence only just briefly took him off guard. Even in the haze, I noticed his eyes widen a little. Then he chuckled and waved me off. “Do you want a ride home?” he asked, refusing to answer or acknowledge what I’d said.

I wanted to know more about him. Even though he was a stranger, he was easily the closest thing I had to a friend right now. I was almost certain he needed a friend too, or he wouldn’t have approached me. He just needed a little push to follow through with it. “Sure.”

He seemed almost relieved to be off the subject. “My car is over there. I’ll help you.” He put an arm around my waist, keeping it above my hips, and gave me his shoulder to lean on as we walked. I was thankful for his help, because I most likely would’ve fallen asleep before I got home on the sidewalk or something. Not that anyone would’ve cared.

He sat me in the front seat, and pulled the seat belt over me. I put my purse and heels into my lap, and after uttering my address, let him drive. It was completely silent the whole way home. Neither of us seemed to want to break the comfort of our ways first. Maybe I had misread him. Maybe he wasn’t sad; maybe he was just trying to be a good person. Realizing that made me feel more depressed than I had been before. I didn’t need anyone’s help getting better. My own kids seemed to accept that, so why didn’t he?

As he stopped in front of the house I was probably going to lose in the divorce, I unbuckled with strangely effortless movement. I opened the car door, and that was when he stopped me. “Will you be okay?”

I turned to him. “Why do you want to know?”

“Because only someone who’s really gone downhill would drink that much and not have fun.”

I gazed at him for only a moment before asking, “Why did you become a bartender?”

He pondered the question. “I’m not really sure. I just like the idea of working at night because I’m a terrible morning person, and it pays my student loan. But that’s not really why we’re here. We’re here because I wanted to help. So let me help you.”

A few moments passed in silence while my drunk brain wondered what he was really after, before deciding against my better judgment that it didn’t really matter. Even if he was only after sex, I had started menopause early and my periods were extremely spotty now, sometimes not showing up at all. I was glad to not have to deal with the cramps and the messes anymore, but I still worried sometimes about getting pregnant if I had sex, because there was always a small chance. After my periods disappeared for good, I wouldn’t have to worry anymore.

All that aside, it didn’t matter anymore. Nothing did. So in a bold move, completely beside myself, I leaned in and kissed Tux. He seemed surprised at first, but then he gave in and kissed back. His lips were slightly dry, but I could taste the chicken wings he’d eaten for dinner hours before. And then I stepped out of the car.

He followed me out. “What was that?” he asked. “I know you’re conflicted, but…”

“Sorry, I kind of lost myself there.” I looked back at him with a smile I knew was fake. “It won’t happen again.”

He pressed a button on his car keys and the doors locked. Then he put them away, and scooped me up in his arms. “I think you’re only just beginning to find yourself again, young lady.”

“Ah? What’s going on?” I asked, struggling a little but finding myself too drunk to bother with a fight. And what was with him calling me a young lady? I wasn’t even close; I was getting hot flashes and drying up.

He carried me to my front door and then let me stand on my own. “I hope you didn’t lock us out.”

“Us?” I asked, a little lost inside my own mind. I fished for my keys anyways. I couldn’t wait to get inside to the safety of my home, for however long I had left inside it.

“You kissed me for a reason.”

I stumbled unlocking my door. He took hold of my shaky hand and helped me jab the key into the lock, and then turned. He pulled the key out, and let me put it away before I opened the door. “I guess I did. Come on then.”

Tux followed me in, and he closed the door behind him. “Do you normally lock the front door when you’re home?” he asked. “Just wondering, if you don’t feel safe.”

“We have an alarm system, but I’m alone now… so yeah, lock the door.” I dropped my heels next to the front door. I put my purse and keys on the coffee table and collapsed on the sofa. Moving was no longer an option for me.

He did as he was told and joined me in the living room. “Should I get you some water? You seem really out of it.”

I shook my head, feeling like it was about to come off my neck with how it bobbed. “Come here.”

He smirked a little and sat next to me. As he did so, he took my hand and kissed it. “So, what do you want to do?”

I looked around my living room for a moment. Pictures that had been on the walls I took down immediately after I learned he was leaving me. There were darker squares on the walls where they had been, where the sun had not bleached the paint. I felt the depression creeping in on me again, and I turned to Tux to take it away from me. “I just don’t want to live here anymore.”

It was then that I completely lost my head and made out with Tux on the sofa. The old memories were being wiped away in favor of new ones, and in the blur of my mind, I couldn’t have cared less. To me, I only wanted to think of him. His taste, his smell, his touch, all of it enveloping me to bring me into a world of pleasure.

He obliged me happily, pushing me backwards until he was on top of me and closer to me than my husband had ever been. He had always kept a distance between us, and that very same distance with a complete stranger didn’t even exist. I felt sexy for the first time in years, and I wanted to feel more of that; to feel even better about myself, feel more pleasure, until it felt like I could get on a runway and have everyone want to be with that lovely model, that smart model, the charismatic model. I wanted it all.

He ran his hands down my side and gripped my hip, massaging it a little before moving down towards my ass. I encouraged him, lifting it to give him access. He squeezed it, and I moaned a little, feeling electric. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him closer, and then moved my hands lower to remove his shirt. It was clumsy and slow, but I finally managed to find the rim of it and tugged upwards. He broke the kiss to let me pull it off. I threw it over the side of the couch and felt up his bare skin as we tasted each other lips.

His hands slithered up my blouse to feel up my breasts. He had a difficult time with the bra in his way, so he decided to undo the buttons of the blouse first. Both his hands came up and undid them swiftly without any hesitation, and then he flung it open and dug his hands into my bra. My breasts probably weren’t the best looking because I was older, but he seemed to have no qualms with them. In fact, he seemed to take delight in them like he would any other woman’s boobs.

Because he didn’t hesitate, I instantly felt better about myself. I felt a little younger. And because I was drunk, it enabled me to be bolder. So, I clumsily reached my hands down to undo his pants. I wanted it badly, so my fingers obliged happily, working in conjunction with my lust. I looked up at him as I unzipped him. He seemed to be surprised that I was as eager as I was. Maybe it was because I was completely exhausted when I had walked in the house. That was the thing about booze though – your mood could turn around instantly, because something small happened. I was glad it turned around for the better this time around.

He didn’t wear underwear, at least not today, so his cock popped out almost as soon as I finished with his pants. He was an average size, with a thickness more than I was used to. With my double vision though, I wouldn’t be surprised if he was smaller than he appeared to me. But even if he was, it was a different dick than I was used to, and it excited me. A new cock to suck for the first time in years. I licked my lips a little before I realized he was smiling at me.

“I wouldn’t want you to gag on me, but at the same time, gagging is sexy.”

I smirked at him. He was conceited, for sure, but I agreed with him this time. The last thing I wanted to do was throw up. I leaned up to kiss him again, not wanting to destroy the mood with my slurs. He put a finger on my lips and began to move his body down my own. I watched as he moved closer and gasped a little as he kissed my collarbone, sucking on it. He remained there for a while to give me a mark, and then he bit me and licked it better. He grinned up at me, flashing those lovely teeth. “Now if you see anyone, they’ll know you had a great time.”

I appreciated the thought behind it. People wouldn’t feel sorry for me if they saw that I was already moving on, so they wouldn’t treat me differently. In turn, it would make me feel better about myself and feel sexier if people started wondering who I was seeing so soon after my separation. It also made me feel like a little bit of a slut, but who cared about that? My kids would probably appreciate not having to take care of my emotional wellbeing.

“I’ll make sure to wear it like a badge of honor.” I smiled back at him.

He kissed it again, and then took his time to move further, to my covered breasts, my stomach, and finally to the top of my skirt. He seemed slightly offended that he’d been stopped by my clothing. He decided that I didn’t need it anymore, and tugged it off. My ass resisted, but eventually gave and I was soon half naked in front of him. I had often looked in the mirror and felt bad about my aging skin, how wrinkly it appeared to me, but he looked at me like I was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. He ran his fingers over my pregnancy stretch marks. “Nice strips. I’m sure you went through hell to get to look like a tiger.”

Despite myself, I smiled.

He seemed satisfied with the response and put his fingers on my thong. He pulled it off in one swift motion. I barely felt the fabric come off. After that, he finished pulling off his own pants and threw them aside. He looked like he had track runner legs, with muscles rivaling a wrestler’s. He noticed me staring. “I used to run in high school. My muscles stayed because I jog.”

While I was lost and my kids were still at home, I thought briefly, but the thought flew away as fast as it had come. Tonight wasn’t about my past.

He put his hands on my hips and pulled me close to his own, grinding his cock up against my bare vagina. He kissed me, and I lost all semblance of any remaining thought I might’ve had in my head, despite all the alcohol I’d drank. I just wanted more of what he wanted to give me. I wanted to feel good about myself.

It felt slippery, but the hardness of his cock made up for it, filling my lips with his girth. And then without warning, he was filling me with it, and I moaned out loud. I didn’t even care that I was unprotected, and ground my hips eagerly against him to encourage him to move. He obliged, even though he seemed a little worried by the fact that he wasn’t wearing a condom. He whispered in my ear. “Pill?”

I shook my head. He nodded, and just like that, he started thrusting. At first, he was gentle because he didn’t seem sure if my drunk self could handle anything more than that, but when I started scratching his back a few moments later, any doubts he may have had disappeared as he started pounding me into the couch cushions.

“Fuck, and I thought having kids made you loose… boy, was I wrong.”

This sentence alone would have made me feel smug sober. In my state, it made me feel ecstatic, over the moon even. I was still sexy. People would still want me, even if it was only for my body. Maybe someday, I could find love again if I looked hard enough. And I and my lover could have great sex then too.

My pussy throbbed in glee as his dick hit me over and over again, stimulating it and making me wetter and wetter with every second that he was inside me. He moaned in my ear, and a pleasurable tingle rushed through my body as a result of it. I could feel the friction reduce dramatically quickly, and I guessed he liked it because his cock only got harder. In fact, I felt it throb a little with his racing heartbeat.

I wasn’t sure why I could feel so much when everything else was so numb. Maybe that was exactly the reason why. But I didn’t care. I didn’t care about anything except his moaning and his thrusts. I could feel my ass bouncing against the cushions as he fucked me. And just when I thought it couldn’t feel any better, he reached down and put a finger in my ass. He didn’t even check for how wet I was, but I could tell with the lack of pain that I didn’t have to worry.

He started to move his finger, and after a few moments, he hit a soft spot inside me. I moaned loudly at first, and then cried out his name as he continued milking that spot while fucking me harder than I’d ever been fucked in my life. Before I knew what was happening, my body seized in pleasure and I drenched him in my come. It was a brief gush, but it was enough to send me quivering.

The muscles of my pussy pushed him out of me as I came so hard I squirted. I saw a spurt of his semen as I looked down at my own orgasm. He jerked the rest of his own climax out, covering my pussy in it. The sound of his voice sent me reeling, insatiable for more.

He obliged and fucked my ass with his finger a few seconds after he finished, still drenched in sweat. My body responded immediately, and I was pushed quickly back into a squirting orgasm, covering my sofa with it.

I passed out from the strain of it before I could finish.

When I awoke the next morning, I felt well rested and, to my surprise, I didn’t have a hangover. I and my sofa were also clean, and I had been covered with a blanket. On the other side of the living room, Tux slept on the recliner.

I smiled and got up, and went to the kitchen to make coffee. He must’ve heard the dribble of the machine because he followed me in and wrapped his arms around me. “Good morning sexy.”

I looked at him through fresh, sober eyes. He was young, yes, but he acted older than he was. He hadn’t freaked out when in my madness I’d had my first squirting orgasm, nor did he try to wake me to get me to sleep elsewhere. He had chosen to understand, and I appreciated that more than I could say.

“Hello there,” I said, and kissed him on the lips. I felt a story idea forming in my head.

“Lucky it’s the weekend. Can I use your shower?”

I smirked at him. “Let’s shower together. Then I can do some writing.”

He raised his eyebrow. “You’re a writer?”

“No, editor,” I said as I poured us coffee. “But not for much longer.”

He smiled and rubbed my back in soothing circles. “Well, good luck then on reinventing yourself.”

As I sipped my coffee with him, I couldn’t help but think that someone else had done that for me.


38. Nikki’s Beach Bum: Hot MILF Sex at Work by Joni Blake

All my life I held to many dreams but one that almost always made the top of the list was to spend time at the beach. No matter what I did, what kind of money I made, where the rest of my family lived or whatever else, I wanted to live and work on the beach. The job I wound up with, while technically a job on the beach, was more corporate than I ever wanted. Still, I tried to find hot moments to enjoy along the way in every work week. When a new guy was hired to assist me who was twice the beach bum I ever was, I found out that enjoying a hot moment at the beach was about to get easier.

One of my favorite things about the beach is that it is beautiful at any moment at all times of the year. No matter rain, shine, clouds or what the case may be, the beach is awesome all the time. My view of the tide rolling in and the seagulls flying around as if floating on a sheet of air was great. The sandy white beach was as beautiful as ever even with a few chairs and a few people laying around. All of it would have been even more breathtaking if I wasn’t seeing it through my office window.

So, sure, my lifelong dream of working and living on the beach took a bit of an evil turn when I found myself chasing a life in the field of engineering. Not one to accept defeat easily, I started looking for firms that operated on or near the beach directly out of college. To my surprise, I actually found a great place that worked on at least fifty percent of the buildings that were built on or near my favorite beach in the world. Not so surprisingly, they were full to the rim of young engineering graduates wanting to make a career out of working on the beach.

I didn’t even get an interview. All I got was a hard-ass supervisor who interviewed me like I was some kind of a beach bunny who wanted to work there only because it was near the beach. Well, I never said he was wrong, just a hard-ass and a jerk. The worst part about it was that at the time I really thought the company was a good fit. They didn’t need a young engineer like myself, so I was left with looking for a plan B.

That period of my life that I still refer to as plan B was rotten to the core. I found a small little place to grow my engineering capabilities as well as improve my resume. That and my son were the only good things that came from that period of my life. My son because he’s the light of my life in so many more ways than I can count and the improved resume because throughout my plan B I had my eyes on the prize.

I found out a couple of the people who worked for the place I really wanted to work for online and became friends with them. Shockingly enough considering I was planning to basically use them to keep track of the company so that I could strike at another chance at employment when the time was right, I actually wound up with a couple of great friends that way. It took twelve years, two months and twenty-one days but I finally got the opportunity I was waiting for when the hard-ass who wouldn’t hire me quit abruptly. That was the official story anyway. Rumor was that he had a string of beach bunnies coming through the office after hours to do more than consult with him on a building project.

Whatever the reason for him leaving, I was more than happy to present myself as a seasoned professional with plenty of years of experience and proven ability to get the job done in his stead. The coincidence of me eventually being hired on at the company to replace the very man who wouldn’t hire me was enough to make a good coffee pot story for my first few months at the job, but I proved myself plenty capable of getting the job done.

Today I have five years on this job, and it's been seventeen years since I got my first engineering job out of college. My son Teddy and I have a house on the beach walking distance from my work which is also located on the beach of course. Teddy is fifteen and about twice as self-sufficient as I would like for him to be. His father dropped off the map after a wild six-month relationship, not willing to man up when he heard the news about Teddy being on the way. In the years since, I have made myself into an accomplished engineer, a solid mother and one hell of a good looking beach bunny.

If you didn’t know beach bunnies come in their early forties, then you really should see me. Nearly two decades of weekends and some weekdays on the beach have helped me keep myself in shape and with a great tan to go with my long brown hair. Honestly, I could have baked my skin and had myself looking like a near fifty-year old by now, but I didn’t. I took care of myself and at the age of forty-two look no older than my mid-thirties. It led to quite the active dating life from time to time, but Teddy always comes first which means nobody has stuck around for long. It's fine though because I damn sure do not mind having a few quick flings when the young studs come to town during the summer.

Speaking of young studs, this little history lesson sets me up really well for being able to introduce Michael into the story. He is a recent engineering graduate with bleach blonde hair. He’s six foot two and as lean as he is green. This guy had everything going for him except professionalism when he arrived for an interview. At first, I thought he was going to be an open and shut case. Open the door, listen to him make his case, tell him why he isn’t what we are looking for and then close the door behind him. After all, I couldn’t imagine why I would hire someone for an engineer's job who was clearly only interested in spending time on the beach.

That’s about the time I heard it. The same reasons that the hard-ass gave for not hiring me, I was about to give this young fellow before sending him on his way. He was sitting there a little too relaxed, looking at me in a little too unprofessional of a way as I leaned over the table and looked at his resume.  Finally, I looked up and asked him, “Outside of the thought that you really love the idea of working near the beach – which by the way I completely understand – what qualifies you to do this job?” He only looked me up and down for a moment, and it seemed he was having trouble concentrating on the question. I said, “It might help you think of a response to my question if you stop staring at me like that. Pretend I’m not an attractive woman for about two seconds and answer the question.”

“That,” he said with a smile, “Is impossible. But I will answer the question I guess. I was at the top of my class, had the best reviews on any and all work-related projects and generally being liked by everyone. So,” he listed them off on his fingers, “I’m book smart, real world smart and a pretty damn good guy. Honestly, I love the beach, and that is what brought me to this place but having seen what you do, I have no doubt I can do the job. In fact, you’d be doing yourself a disservice if you hired anyone else.”

I smiled, “Great answer! Welcome, you got the job.”

I thought he might spend a few seconds at least pretending to be surprised but instead, he smirked and stood up, “Awesome, so when do I start?”

With a shake of my head, I answered, “Monday.”

“Great,” he clapped his hands, “That gives me three days to bum it out on the beach. Give me a shout if you want to hang out. I bet you’re smoking in a hot bikini.”

“I am your direct boss,” I said, “You do realize that.”

“Right,” he said carelessly, “Its fine I don’t mind if you think I’m a hot guy and all of that. I’m used to it. So out the door and to the right?” He laughed, “Point me to the beach hot boss lady.” He seemed to finally catch himself for a moment and then said, “Whoa, sorry. I mean please point me to the beach hot boss lady, please.”

I sighed, “Out the door and to the right Michael. The beach is that sandy thing between us and the water. Can’t miss it.”

“Right,” he smiled, “See ya Monday,” he winked, “If not before.”

Clearly, I thought I made a mistake by the time he left. Was it possible that he slept his way through school or something? His record seemed to make him out like a bright guy who was actually capable of doing the job. It was kind of too late but I figured talking to one of his references wouldn’t hurt. I called a female professor, and she quickly answered. I guess I timed it right.

“Professor Jones,” she said, “How can I help?” I told her who I was and why I was calling. She laughed and said, “I love Michael, and I completely understand why you’re questioning your decision. At first, I thought he would party his way clean out of his freshman year here, but I was wrong. I’ll tell you what, if you get passed the hot guy who loves the party life and the beach, he really is a bright guy.” I questioned her calling him hot, and she said, “What? Don’t tell me you didn’t notice. Look, he is a flirtatious jerk sometimes, but I honestly can tell you that he doesn’t mean anything by it. That’s just the way he is. I figured he would make a pass at me eventually but he never did and once I got accustomed to the way he spoke to people I was able to see the brilliant side of him. Trust me he is worth a little patience.”

“Well,” I said with another sigh, “Thank you, professor. He starts Monday, and I plan to fill his plate quickly so I can get a good idea of how he works under pressure.”

“Great,” she said, “I’ll only caution you about it because he will do the work but don’t expect him to behave like everyone else. Honestly, he is a breath of fresh air in that way the longer you know him. With Michael, what you see is what you get. You won’t be sorry.”

Not like I had any choice after telling him he had the job already but I felt better about my choice after talking to the professor. I did plan to hit the hot little beach bum with every bit of work I could throw at him when Monday came around, but now instead of doing it and looking for a reason to fire the flirty stud, I would be looking for signs that he really was a capable worker. I also planned to try and steer clear of the area of the beach where guys like him might hang out so as to not draw an even worse opinion of him before I saw what he could do at his new job.

Nobody alive can keep me away from the beach, but I was able to avoid seeing Michael or anyone remotely like him by simply staying right in back of my place where only myself, my son and our guests are allowed. When the week started, I readied myself to act as closely to the way old Mr. Hard-ass acted as I could manage while still remaining myself. True to himself, Michael walked in right on time, not a second early and looked like he might have stopped partying long enough to shower and take a quick nap before coming to work. Needless to say, my hopes were not very high.

I’d have to be a complete liar to tell you anything other than the fact that Michael’s first week blew me away. His attitude was suspect as was the way he talked to me, his direct superior but he worked his ass off. It wasn’t just on the engineering things either. He even did well when I made him take out the trash and clean the extra office that hadn’t been looked at or walked in since forever. To be completely honest, by the end of the week I was trying to figure out if it was possible to shake his surfer guy exterior or if that really was just how he behaved all of the time. Regardless of the answer to that question, it became clear as day that I had hired the right man for the job even if completely by accident.

In the months that followed his initial promising performance, Michael quickly earned my trust. When the chips were down, and I needed someone on something fast to get it out correctly, he was the one I went to. Only once or twice did I not get some kind of flirty response to me giving him something to do. One of my favorites was when he would wink at me and tell me I just wanted to work late with him and take a walk on the beach. The same kind of thing that would have earned him a quick dismissal at many places only earned a smile and an order to - "Get it done Michael."

He did, every single time. More than once I thought of him as my hero which is something I never would have imagined when I met him. The professor was right though. All of his flirtatious nonsense was just the way he was. He didn’t really know how to be any other way. The side glances and downward stares didn’t mean he wanted me. They only meant he liked me and it went no farther than that. Pity too, I thought at the time. A few times I wanted a lot more out of my nights working with Michael than a job well done, I can tell you that. But it seemed no more would ever happen. I found it odd how things had turned around in a way. Instead of him acting crazy over staring at me and seemingly wanting me so badly, I’d had more than a couple nasty little dreams about him.

Then one weekend everything changed.

It started innocently enough, and as many have said before doing something they shouldn’t, I really never planned on anything happening. It had been a great week at the office, so good in fact that it was one of the few weeks when I didn’t wish actively every day that I could set up a computer and drawing table on the beach without ruining them both. I stayed busy with two big projects, but a load of smaller ones rolled in on the fast track. Michael took complete charge and got them all done with nearly no oversight from me.

I decided to give him a long weekend in appreciation of his good work. That Monday wasn’t a holiday, it was just after school started back and still warm outside. Those qualities made it the perfect day to enjoy a calm, awesome day on the beach. Needless to say, Michael was more than appreciative of my offer and even begged me to join him. I knew I had several things to do though and told him to have fun without me.

Turns out that the work day was pretty uneventful. More than that, I was the only one with anything pressing to do, and by mid-afternoon, the phones weren’t ringing that much either. I did what any good supervisor in my position would, double checked with the boss above me and then let everyone in my little branch go home early. The work would surely pour in once again in a few days so everyone may as well have a little fun while they could. Plus, I’ve learned such displays often improve performance among employees. It certainly works with me.

The downside to that gesture was the fact that it left me all by myself with a good bit of work to do and a great view of the beach to distract me. I focused as much as I could on work and did pretty well under the circumstances. Sure, I had to go into another office that didn’t have such a great beach view to get it done but so what. The bottom line was that work was getting done.

Somewhere around four o’clock, I noticed that I was going to have to work a little late, so I called Teddy to let him know. Unfortunately, he was accustomed to the fact of me working late and knew exactly what to do. That particular night he told me that his friend Neal asked him over for the evening and I told him that was fine. Before I put my phone down, I received a text. I thought it was strange that Teddy would text me so quickly so I checked it, but it wasn’t from my son.

It was from Michael, and it wasn’t just any ole text. He sent me a pic of the fun he was having on the beach and boy did he look good in it. The words beneath the picture asked me if I was sure I didn’t want to join him. The urge to take him up on the offer was nearly overwhelming, but I somehow managed to tell him that I was still finishing some work and that I couldn’t. He didn’t reply, so I knew he was getting back to partying. From the looks of things, there were a couple of hot girls hanging near him hoping for a shot at a nightcap.

Suddenly I found it a little more difficult to concentrate on my work, and so I went back to my office and stared out my window. The sunset was approaching fast, and that meant that the few people on the beach would be leaving. Well, all but a few would leave. A couple here and there might stay. Of those couples who stayed, at least one couple was probably going to be doing something naughty under a blanket down there somewhere. I wondered briefly if Michael would be spending some quality time with one of the beach bunnies who were much more his age and thought about how I would like to switch places with them.

The picture had shown a much more chiseled upper body on Michael than I usually think of him as having. I wondered how it might feel to run my fingers along his chest. His fingers were probably well versed in the art of moving across the breast of a woman, and I began to wonder what it would feel like if those fingers touched me.

My hands ran across my chest, and I unbuttoned my blouse as I stared out the window towards a daydream of what might have been in another life. I imagined a warm evening jogging on the beach in my bikini, trying to show off my body to those watching and wanting someone to take notice. Michael could have been one of those taking notice of me, and I wondered what he would do if he saw me in that way. One of my hands massaged my breast and squeezed my nipple while I pulled my skirt up with the other and began rubbing my pussy through my panties.

I was warm with want and pleasure as I thought of what some young and crazy man like Michael would do to someone as much older than him as I was. Would he be turned on by an older woman or not see me at all? In my imaginary scenario, he was doing much more than noticing me. I closed my eyes as I dreamed of him taking me in his arms planting a wildly passionate kiss on me.

“I’ve been looking for you,” I imagined him saying as my mind started to run away with the scene.

“I’ve wanted this too,” I replied in a whisper. There was a short pause as I started to pinch my nipple harder and rub my pussy faster before I heard him speak again.

“Whoa,” Michael said, “Hot boss lady is getting it on.”

In my daydream I was imagining Michael being in front of me, doing all kinds of awesome things to me, so it was surprising that his voice sounded like it was coming from behind me. The obvious truth hit me like an eight foot wave, and in a rush of movements, I shoved my skirt down, spun my chair around and stood up, backing up against the back desk that rested just under the window. He was standing there in the doorway to my office for real. My chest was heaving as I breathed out a desperate sounding, “Michael!”

“Hey,” his hands were up, “It's alright boss lady.”

He was speaking in the same tone of voice, but it was different. It might have just been me being paranoid, but he was clearly talking to me differently. Who wouldn’t of course? He had just walked up on me feeling all over myself. I know my face was beet red as I spoke, “No, Michael, it's not. Why are you here? I gave you the night off dammit!”

“No,” he said, “You gave me the day off, and that ended a few minutes ago. I’m here because you mentioned having to work in the text and I didn’t want you to have to work late while I was partying on the beach.”

My hand went to my forehead in shame. He actually came back to help me. In my strange frame of mind, still turned on and images of him taking me passionately still fresh in my mind, it made me want him more. “Michael,” I said in a hushed whisper, “I’m done. You should go back to your party. I’m sure the girls there are missing you already.” My eyes traveled down his chest which was mostly exposed by the relaxed, open shirt he wore.

“I go back and party while you work late instead of me?” he shook his head, “Not likely boss lady.” He walked around the desk and started looking at the table where he knew I kept the things I was working on. “Besides,” he continued, “I’m not into those young beach bunnies anyway. They’re always hanging all over me but don’t know what to do if I pay them any attention.” He looked away from the desk where he was thumbing through papers from different jobs and looked directly at me, “I’m more into older chicks if I find one hot enough.” His eyes went back down to the table but stuck on my still exposed bra in the process. “All of these jobs are out already,” he said then looked back up at me, “Where’s the one your working on now?”

“You’re not working tonight,” I said.

“I am,” he argued. “Just show me what needs to be done, and I’ll help.”

“No,” I said.

“You’re not doing this all by yourself while I’m enjoying a day off boss lady,” he said as he emphatically shook his head. The tone of his voice was still the same beach boy partying man he always spoke with, but the words carried more weight. Unfortunately for him and his well-meaning ideas, he wasn’t the boss.

“Michael,” I said flatly, “I’m your boss, and I’m telling you that you’re not working tonight.” My breath nearly caught in my throat as my eyes could have bored holes through his. God, he looked sexy standing there refusing to let me work alone, and it was driving me crazy. I could feel dampness growing between my legs to the point that I almost couldn’t stand it anymore.

“I am if you are,” he said, “You’ll either have to reprimand me or not work yourself.”

“You’re not working tonight, and that’s final,” I said it breathlessly, my chest heaving more than it was earlier in my dream state.

“Then neither are you!” he said directly to me.

“Okay,” I said and launched myself at him. He was taken back onto the table, and I was all over him. My lips crashed against his in such feverish movements that he could barely even attempt to keep up with me. I was like a woman possessed. For some reason, it all just came flying out of me that night like a gushing river. All of the cute little unassuming things he said that just bordered on sexual harassment, all of the times he looked at me like he wanted to undress me with more than just his eyes and every damn time he brushed against me in the hallway when I had just been thinking about him came rushing back.

He wasn’t saying anything, but his movements spoke volumes. Quickly he caught up with my pace and was able to push up off of the table. The moment he did he ripped his shirt off, and I followed his lead by taking off mine. There was no pause, no wondering if it was alright or what it might change. Both of us were passed that point in an instant, and there was no looking back to be done or thought about.

His lips crashed against mine next, and I lowered my skirt as he quickly unfastened my bra and planted his hand on my breast. I nibbled his lip and growled as he pinched my nipple briefly and then kept massaging first one breast and then the other. Our on again and off again kiss broke once more, and I pressed my hands against his strong chest, “You want a woman who knows what to do? You found one beach bum.”

With that, I lowered myself into a crouch and jerked his shorts down. His cock was hard, and it was big. My fingers cupped his balls, and I began to lick around the tip. He bent over and grabbed my hair without pulling it, willing me to take him into my mouth. I made him wait a little longer though as I ran my fingernail along his shaft and teased the tip before taking his full tip into my mouth. Slowly I sucked off and then pushed back along his length, taking over half in before moving back once again.

He was moaning like crazy and telling me to keep going, and I did. For several minutes I took him in, eventually moving to where I could take over half of his girth. It was so good that I almost didn’t want to stop, but I certainly didn’t want him to cum too early. Finally, I sucked off the tip and stood up, tracing my finger along his chest and stomach. “How about you beach boy? Do you know what to do to with an older lady like me?”

Without even a word he picked me up and sat me on my desk. He quickly took my panties down my thighs and off over my feet. Instead of starting slowly like I did and like I thought he might, Michael dove down between my thighs, pressing my legs apart. I inhaled in surprise as he shoved his finger into my wet pussy while licking and sucking at my pussy lips. He was like a man possessed, sucking and switching between where his finger was and his tongue.

I leaned back and arched as my first orgasm hit me. It's hard to remember exactly what I was laying on, but I think my keyboard was underneath me as I groaned in pleasure. His face moved back and forth, and then he fingered me again, fast and with two fingers until I came a second time. In my naughtiest of dreams about this guy, I never imagined him being that amazing and he hadn’t even entered me at that point.

I didn’t have to wait long though. He stood from between my thighs and wasted little time in shoving his shaft into me. I was already close to a third climax so when he began to pump his cock into my pussy hard and fast, faster than anyone I’d ever had, the third orgasm claimed me. My legs wrapped around him and I pulled him all the way inside as his pace started to slow a little bit. After remaining fully inside of me for a few seconds, he pulled out, and I thought he was finished. He wasn’t. Instead, he turned me over and grabbed a handful of my hair as he pumped into my pussy from behind. It was pretty obvious he had wanted me as much as I had wanted him all along and it was all crashing between us all at the same time.

His hips crashed into my ass so many times and so hard that I know it was probably pink by the time he finally slowed his pace once again and turned me back over. I was laying on papers and other work-related things, but I didn’t care at all as he moved his shaft upwards and positioned it between my breasts. I looked down at the swollen cock and then nodded at him. He grabbed a handful of each breast and squeezed his shaft between them. I’d never done that before, but in that moment I wished I had. He slowed for a bit but then pumped between my breasts faster and came hard all over my chest and face.

It was all so wonderful that I couldn’t even begin to put a time on it, but it felt at once like it lasted only a moment and forever. One thing I knew for certain was that it wouldn’t be the last time we had the chance to work late on something that wasn’t work related. He didn’t say much for a while but finally pulled his shorts up and his shirt on and said, “I knew that would be the best night of my life if it ever happened hot boss lady. We should work together again lady. Damn.”

Suddenly he sounded almost like his happy-go-lucky self, and I only smiled and said, “You can count on that young man. I would ask how you got so good at that so fast, but I don’t know if I really want to know.”

“Dreaming of you hot lady,” he smirked.

“Bullshit,” I said, “But I’ll take it. Now go home or back to the beach or whatever. The work can wait until tomorrow.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said and then asked, “We need to work late tomorrow?”

I shook my head, “Shut up Michael. It’ll happen soon enough. A lady’s got to enjoy an evening now and then.”

He smiled and said, “I hear that hot boss lady. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I don’t think I would really call what the two of us have a relationship, but it certainly was more than a one-night stand. Months and months of desire from both of us turned into the best sex of my entire life. Whether or not the two of us could match the same level of desire the next time we met was something I started looking forward to the moment he walked out of my office door that night. I can’t say I know for certain when we will meet again in the same way or how it will go but one thing I do know. It’ll be a ton of fun to find out.


39. The Meridian on Elm: The MILF's Wedding Night Sex by Jessica Silver

I am so in love with Matt. He’s going to make me happy beyond my wildest dreams. Even the sweet sight of his cousin cannot sway me from the want to walk down my aisle and join my life to his. But Matt has secrets which he makes no real effort to hide. Fleeing the reception, I find myself at Greg’s side… and in his arms. He has more than one surprise up his sleeve, and I give myself to him and savor his touch. But can it last?

It was meant to be my dream come true.

Matt stood tall as we rehearsed my walk to the end of the aisle, and I wished that this was the real thing as he held my hand and the fading sunlight passed through the stained glass windows. Come tomorrow it would be for keeps. I excitedly stretched to the tips of my toes and practiced the perfect kiss before we headed for the rehearsal dinner where I would give my bridesmaid’s their gifts and meet the rest of his family.

Matt’s parents were always on the chilly side, and I couldn’t shake the sense that his sister wanted me gone even as I passed a parcel into her hands. His aunt and uncle were far friendlier, and I saw their faces light up as a boy who barely looked like a man sauntered in wearing a blazer over jeans and a flannel.

“Now we have the white trash contingent his in full force,” Matt muttered under his breath. I playfully swatted his arm and took a step forward to shake the stranger’s calloused hand.

“You must be the bride,” he said as my knees knocked together under the force of his shake. This was the cousin that Matt always kept under wraps. Maybe I could understand as much on account of his attire. But his smile was brilliant, and his blue eyes were warm pools I couldn’t help but want to swim through as I introduced myself over the low roar of the party.

“Christine,” he echoed. “That’s a pretty name.”

“Thank you,” I said. “Would you like a drink?”

“Whatever’s on tap, right, Greg?”

Matt smirked as he pulled me away from the new guest and the beer arrived.

“This is good,” Greg said. “Wouldn’t mind some wine afterwards though.”

“Well, we have plenty of---”

“This is more his speed,” Matt assured me. “Must be a six pack every night after all that hard work.”

Six pack seemed a better term to describe the torso just hidden underneath his flannel, but Greg accepted the beer and took a quick sip as his focus stayed on my eyes.

“What exactly do you do?” I asked.

“Well, I---”

“Trade school graduate,” Matt chimed in. “At least you get a steady wage with all those sparks and copper wires.”

Slightly annoyed, I left my fiancé’s hold and fixed my gaze on Greg.

“So you’re an electrician?”  I asked.

“Smart lady,” Greg said. “Not quite a Doctor but what can you do?”

“Drink your beer and try not to spoil the party,” Matt smirked. I started to scold him again when Greg simply shrugged his broad shoulders. A few suds caught in the stubble lining his cheeks. I started to tell him that I liked the look of it when Matt turned me back to the party.

And couldn’t resist looking down his nose over his shoulder.

“Better shave before tomorrow, kid!”

Greg promised to do as much and sat with his parents as I enjoyed Matt’s kisses and tried to ignore his sister. At least I had Stacey who would hold my flowers as I took Matt’s hand. We had gone through college together, and I’d got her a job in my dad’s practice. She offered a toast to setting me up with Matt in the first place, and I clinked her glass as I laid my head on Matt’s shoulder.

But I still looked at Greg and wondered what it would be like to get to know him better. Maybe Stacey would like him, and Matt could be a bit nicer. I envisioned couples’ dinners and vacations in the future. It would have to wait until after the honeymoon which loomed large on the horizon as I kissed Matt goodnight and touched the wall near my bed. The bridal suite was just beyond my fingers, and soon I would know what it was to be loved as a wife.

The light passing through the stained glass was flawless when we were pronounced, my hair pinned in place and my fluffy dress threatening to swallow me whole. But I had Matt, and we posed for what felt like the thousandth in a line of so many pictures when we finally entered the limo with the sweet-looking chauffeur behind the wheel. Matt seemed so pleased, and I tried to stay close to him during happy hour until the moment we would be announced to the crowd lingering within the walls of the country club. Taking one second for myself, I ran into Greg again.

“Hi. Wow! You clean up nice.” His cheeks were smooth, and his dark hair was slicked back as he popped a cucumber sandwich into his mouth and brushed the crumbs away.

“Sorry I can’t stay for the rest of it,” he said.

“Why not?” I asked.

“Don’t want to see you sad.”

“That’s not happening tonight,” I said. “Why would you even say that?” He started to speak when he simply backed away and wished me well. I liked the look of him leaving, but there was no time for such fantasies. Now I was a married woman. My husband was waiting and I---

“I’m with you, Stace. She’s only a means to an end. So I could get a leg up with her dad. You know I’ll always find time for you.”

My jaw dropped as I saw the man that I married in the arms of my maid of honor. His hands roamed under her skirt, and I shrieked when he turned his head and saw me watching.

“Oh, Chrissy! I… this isn’t what it looks like!”

“Stop it!” I said. “How could you?”

My flowers fell as I ran away and ignored the sound of Matt’s voice. Maybe my father would want my new husband dead for the insult. Maybe my mother would tell me to swallow my pride and smile. Facing any of it was too much to bear as I rushed into the night with no thought of looking back. Hitching up my skirt, I felt the autumn breeze turning the leaves as I moved, and I held myself close in an effort to ward off the chill.

That’s when my heel caught on the soft soil, and I fell to the grass with a graceless thud. Slowly picking up my head as I spit out the dirt and a few stray stones, I held my hand before my face and took note of the slim stream of blood creeping from one nail. So much for the perfect French manicure, and I didn’t care if I damaged the dress and kept moving forward. The shadows grew denser as I turned the corner and stopped short at the sight of Greg leaning against a tree with a lit cigarette dangling from his lips.

“Shouldn’t you be back inside?” he asked with a slight smirk. “Dancing to like your favorite song, eating cake, tossing… well, it looks like you’ve already ditched the bouquet.”

“I don’t want to talk about it,” I moaned as I sank to a stone bench and kept trembling even as I peered into his steely blue eyes.

“Fair enough,” he said.

“Can a girl bum a smoke?” I asked in a weak voice. Greg obliged without a word and fired up a fresh stick. How long had it been since I’d inhaled? Probably not since college… maybe longer? Any hopes that it would be like riding a bike and come back without any pain dissipated as the smoke coiled down my throat and burned my lungs. Coughing as the falling ash continued eradicating my supposedly perfect dress, I leaned into the feel of Greg’s hand on my back. After two quick pats, he rubbed a tender circle through the lace and sat by my side until the fit passed.

“Maybe you should stick to the appetizers,” he said.

“Maybe you shouldn’t tell me what to do,” I shot back. In a flash, his hands were up in the air, but he still slipped a little closer, his warm breath pouring through my curls and reaching the base of my neck. As he watched… and waited.

“Tell me what happened, Christine.”

“He was… Matt only did this to get in on my dad’s practice,” I said on the back of a deep sigh.

“How’d you put all that together?” he asked without a trace of malice in his tone. I relived the worst moment of my life on what was supposed to be my most magical of nights. How would he react? Shrug his shoulders? Laugh and say that he figured as much all along? Or would he try to defend his cousin? Maybe blood beat all.

Greg’s eyes traveled down my rumpled form, and I felt my breath hitch in my chest when he spied my injured hand.

“You should put some pressure on that,” he whispered as he unfurled his pocket square and tenderly wrapped it around my hand. “Here.” The sweet press of his hand along with the scent of his smoky breath warmed me despite the cold, black night. But was he going to say anything one way or the other?

“Is that better?”

I started to nod at the sound of that one word when my tears began to fall again, and my head shifted from side to side as my body was wracked with sobs. His arm came to rest around my shoulders, and he resumed rubbing my back as one hand glided down my arm. As much as I wanted his touch to calm me, my mind kept flashing back to all the people still inside having selected their dinners. Was I letting them down? Were they in on the joke? It suddenly became too much to contemplate, and my body began to wilt when Greg was on his feet.

And I was off the ground in his strong arms.

“How’d you like to get lost for a little while?” he asked. The brightness of his smile rivaled the moonlight peeking through the branches overhead, and I heard a small yes pass through my lips as he carried me further and further away from the reception. Clinging to his collar as he walked down the gentle slope of a hill, I found myself near the limo meant to spirit me and Matt back to the bridal suite.

“Over there,” I pointed. He hesitated for a split second when his grin returned, and he tightened his grip around my waist.

“Didn’t take you for a bad girl,” he whispered.

“Apparently neither did Matt.” He laughed and eased me to the ground before pounding on the hood of the car. The chauffeur immediately appeared and caught sight of me first.

“Leaving the party so soon, Mrs. ---”

His voice cut out when he saw that I had swapped my groom for a younger model, and I wondered if his mind would leap to all kinds of crazy conclusions when I simply patted his chest and tilted my head towards the driver’s seat.

“If you just do this for me, I…”

I would what? Not like I had any cash on me to do right by him in the way of a handsome tip.

“If you could just do this for us, it’ll be worth your while.” With that Greg reached into his pocket and revealed two crisp fifty dollar bills. The chauffeur didn’t seem to need another word or deed as he adjusted his cap and held the door open.

“You folks just get comfortable,” he said. I climbed into the limo and settled against the supple leather. Greg was at my side before the door even closed, and the driver was behind the wheel as he glanced back with a soft smile.

“Where to?” he asked.

I couldn’t suggest the bridal suite. Turning my gaze to Greg’s eyes, I watched him fire off a quick text message. The response was almost instantaneous, and he leaned over me, his large hand tender against my thigh.

“The Meridian on Elm,” he said. The driver nodded as the partition went up, and I felt my eyes expand as I stared at Greg hard.

“Like you can really swing that on such short notice?” I asked.

“Who do you think did the wiring for the place?” he challenged. “I’m always able to get a room.”

Did Matt know as much when he put him down for his blue collar? Probably too busy turning his nose up in the air and sniffing at Stacey’s skirt. Grateful for a place to lay my head and collect my thoughts, I cuddled into Greg’s side and let our fingers intertwine.

“Maybe it’s lucky I ran into you,” I whispered.

“I think so.”

With the limo hanging at the curb and a keycard in his hand, Greg led me to a spacious room fitted in red and gold. The king-sized bed seemed to be calling my name, and I flopped onto the comforter and buried my head in the pillow. His shadow fell over me, and the bed slightly shifted as he sat on the edge of the mattress. He removed my shoes and started to caress my feet as I turned to my side and met his eyes again.

“You must think I’m such a fool,” I whispered.

“For trusting someone?” he asked.

“For trusting him,” I said. “He’s your cousin. You had to know what he’s like.”

“Didn’t you?” Scooting towards the top of the bed as my dress rustled with each move, I started pulling the pins from my hair.

“Touché,” I said. “Thought he’d be a little smarter than to show out at our reception.”

“It’s so much more than that, Christine.” He spoke my name like a song and cupped my chin in in his large hand.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Thought he’d realize what he had in you.”

He claimed my mouth in a blazing kiss as he gathered me into his arms. Whimpering with need as our tongues tangled, I held his collar again and started to loosen his tie when he captured my wrists and rested his brow against mine.

“Should I not have done that?” he moaned at the end of the kiss.

“Did I ask you to stop?” I asked.

“Never heard that,” he said. “Come here.” Our lips locked again, and he dragged me towards the end of the bed and grazed his fingers down my sides. Pulling the gown away, I felt my flesh grow hot under his gaze and the satin undergarments. I reached for him as he left the bed as he toed off his shoes and started to undress.

“You want to hear a secret?” he asked as his coat and tie fell to the floor. Frailly nodding as his fingers worked around his buttons, I sighed at the sight of his toned chest lined with fine dark hair. Needing to touch him, I was on my knees and helping him to remove the rest of his shirt as I touched his belt.

And the growing bulge just under his taut waist.

“Is this it?” I asked as I stroked his cock through the fabric of his pants. His hips turned closer, and I started to lower his fly when he threw me back to the bed and straddled my quivering legs.

“Not exactly,” he moaned as he peppered my neck with fierce. Wanting more, I dug my nails into his back and felt his teeth nipping my cheek when he suddenly stopped and cradled my chin.

“Are you going to share?” I asked. Greg crawled down my body and lifted one leg as he slid away the nylon encasing my skin. As soon as he had one limb free, he kissed up my ankle and smothered my knee with his lips as he dropped back to my feet and freed my other leg. When he was back at my core, Greg stoked my pussy through the satin, and I wanted him to tear the last barrier away.

At least his hand dipped inside and caressed my cunt.

“Are you?” he asked. “I watched you walk up that aisle today and wanted you…”

He pushed into my pussy, and I arched my hips. Turning into his touch, I reached my arms over my head and felt my lust ready to seep down my legs. Could he read my mind? Another finger thrust, and I slid across the bed to meet more of his touch as his free hand smoothed my thigh and his lips crawled closer to my bra. His teeth tugged at the bow resting between my breasts, and the last bit of satin was gone as he tongued my nipples. My breath came harder, faster. Greg’s hand was at the back of my head, and he licked his way towards my ear.

“I---”

“You’re too good for him,” he said. “I knew that from the first moment I saw you.”

“Is that the secret?” I asked. He started to nod when he captured my lips and let his kiss fall down my face until it was back between my breasts. Turning in time with his mouth, I let him lick his way down my torso. He lapped at my naval and resumed his pursuit of my pussy. I was ready to burst when he abandoned my body.

And took my panties along for the ride.

“Long and short,” he said. I sighed as he slipped out of his pants, his briefs…

“Nothing short about you,” I said. My hand moved to touch his massive length, and I gasped at his hardness when he stroked his cock and brought it close to my gaping mouth.

“You like?” he asked. Faintly nodding my head, I extended my tongue and tasted his tip. His flesh was sweet with sweat and a tinge of cum.  Lapping the underside of his shaft, I wanted him inside me anyway that I could get him. My jaw unhinged like a bird waiting for the best meal, and his balls brushed against my parted lips. On my elbows, I reached for his ass. His taste made my mouth water, and I kept sucking until he backed away and fell forward to lick his lust from my lips.

“I… I like,” I said. “Why are you doing this to me?”

He tensed and planted his palms on the bed as his stare softened.

“You don’t want it?” he asked. “You can’t want to go back to him.”

Straining forward, I twisted the gold band that meant nothing and still graced my finger, and I pulled it off and flung it aside. The ring came to rest near the cuff of his pants, and I climbed up his body and wrapped my arms around his neck.

“Not a chance,” I said. “But I want you to take me, Greg.”

The corners of his lips lifted into a smile, and I kissed him quickly as he turned me to my belly and spread my arms with his hands. And my legs with his knee. My cunt shuddered as I waited for him inside me. Greg kissed my neck, my back, the curve of my ass. Would he take me there? His taste was still in my mouth, but my other holes trembled in anticipation. I wanted him in my ass when his cock slid between my thighs.

And my cunt burned as he found my fire.

“Is this what you need, Christine?”

Somehow I nodded my head as he pushed inside me. My hands clasped the sheets, and I lifted my body to meet his cock when the force of his length forced me back to the bed. He didn’t thrust, and I savored his throb as kissed his way up and down my back. Every peck made my body buzz, and I tried to turn my head, craving his lips. But he avoided my need and brought his head to rest against my neck

“Was this how you imagined your wedding night?”

“No,” I said. “This wasn’t how any of it was supposed to go down.”

He wrapped one arm around my chest and tweaked my hard nipples. I sighed under his hold and helped his fingers rub my belly as he kept kissing my shoulders and somehow grew larger inside me. His cock came to the point where I was ready to melt around him, but I reached back in search of his hair.

“Does it hurt?” he asked.

“Not with you,” I murmured. “Please keep going.”

“But you’re bleeding, Christine.”

When I saw the red swirl rushing down in his cheek, I thought that I had hurt him. But Greg pulled me closer and took my hand into his mouth. Suckling my fingers, I savored his tongue and still sensed his cock. Looking back to his discarded clothes, I reluctantly pulled my hand from his hot mouth and planted my face back on the bed.

“Christine?”

“I was bleeding from the moment he put the ring on my finger,” I said. “You can help me, Greg. Heal me.”

He stroked my fingers as they rested close to my hair, and I waited as he kissed his way to the small of my back. As his tongue lapped the edge of my ass, I stretched back and felt his cock moving deeper around my cunt. He stayed buried as I burned. I held my breath and waited until he started to grind. This was rougher than anything Matt had ever tried with me. Did he make moves like this with Stacey? My mind raced until Greg forced his body forward and I let my muscles become one with his length as my body was set on fire. His sizzling cock met the lust teeming all around my cunt, and I curved up with a scream as we came together. He smoothed his hands down my sides and kissed the hair away from my neck as I settled back until he pulled out and came to rest at my side.

“Did it help?” he asked.  His hands stayed on my breasts, and my eyes fluttered under the feel of his fingers when I finally focused on his eyes and seized his wrist.

“You know it did,” I said. “You did. Thank you for being there.”

“And I’m here.”

His cock seemed hard again as he rubbed against my thighs, and I wanted to stroke him as he caressed my contented cunt. Feeling his desire return under my touch, I summoned the strength to have him again.

When there was a knock at the door.

“Who is here?” I asked.

“I’ll take care of it,” Greg promised. He pulled on his pants, and I folded the blankets around my body as he moved to the door and opened it with a laugh.

“Where the hell is my wife, Greg?”

Matt was there, still in his tuxedo, and he nearly forced his way into the room when Greg barred his way with a single strong arm.

“I don’t think you get to call her that,” Greg said. “Not tonight.”

“Fuck you, trash.”

Matt wormed his way into the room, and my eyes grew wide when he surveyed the scene.

“Really?” he asked. “Just because I grabbed Stacey’s ass?”

“So my eyes weren’t playing tricks on me,” I said.

Matt scowled and picked up my dress as he moved to the edge of the bed.

“We’ll talk about it later,” he said. “Let’s get you back where you belong.”

I pushed the dress away and had to smile when he looked shocked. Greg’s gaze caught mine, and Matt growled as he grabbed my hand.

“Like you’re so much better?” Matt hissed. “You screw this scum on our wedding day?”

The sheets fell, and I let him see my body bare and swollen with the feel from Greg’s hands. Matt started to drag me out of the room when Greg cut him off and raised a fist to his face.

“After what you did… you have no right to her?”

“And you do?” Matt challenged. “Get out of my way.”

“That’s not happening,” I said. Matt bowed his head as he stroked my cheek.

“It was nothing, sweetness,” he crooned. “I was really just saying goodbye to Stacey.”

“Is that a fact?” I asked.

“Didn’t I marry you? Put the ring on your finger?”

He seemed surprised to find it gone, and I trudged forward as I kept the sheet close. Retrieving the gold band, I examined the small circle and remembered how much I wanted it. But now it felt like a shackle unlocked.

And the cut was already scabbing over.

“You can take it back!”

I flung the ring at his feet, and Matt kicked it aside as he lunged forward and I scratched my gnarled nails into his cheek.

“You little---!”

“Don’t you think I would have figured it out in the end?” I demanded. “You should have been more careful. I’m no man’s fool. Especially not yours.”

He almost had me on my knees when Greg pushed him away and narrowed his eyes.

“No man’s fool,” he said. “And she can make up her own mind.”

“How nice of you to---”

“But that doesn’t mean I won’t break your neck if you come close to her again.”

Any superiority that Matt might have felt in the face of his cousin seemed to melt away as Greg looked ready to kill. I was ready to see him use his fists and tear Matt’s head from his neck. But my so-called husband put up nothing in the way of a fight and was nearly at the door when he glanced over his shoulder.

“You’re not worth the trouble anyway.”

I quaked as he slammed the door but only for a second. Greg quickly wrapped me in his arms and helped me back to the bed with warm eyes and soft kisses.

“Okay?” he asked.

“I think so. I feel like it all worked out.”

“Except for one thing.”

“Which is?”

“I really didn’t want to see you sad,” Greg confessed. “That’s my secret.”

Curling into his kiss and resting in his arms, I traced circles and squares and triangles into his chest until he sighed and settled his head on my shoulder.

“I’m not,” I assured him. Draping my arms around his neck as he kissed my cheek, Greg gazed up at me, and I traced the line of his lips.

“I will have to do so much explaining tomorrow,” I admitted.

“But I’ll bet you’re up to it.”

His kiss singed my lips as he brought the sheets over our bodies and nuzzled my neck.

“Think so,” I said. “As long as I have you with me?”

“Don’t ask it, Christine,” he said. “I’ll be there. At your side.”

I looked forward to that and so much more as my limbs locked around his legs. Greg held me, kissed me, and moaned into my hair. Maybe we hadn’t taken vows. But in that moment, in the Meridian on Elm, I was entirely his bride.


40. A Full Service Afternoon: MILF Sex with the Repair Guy by Nora Walker

When Alison’s refrigerator goes out, she is not looking forward to a visit from the handyman.  We all know what they look like.  But instead, she is greeted by a young stud in his twenties who offers her a full service deal.

Thirty-five and single was not really so bad.  I had been single for several years at that point.  I did not have any kids from my marriage that had gone south.  I had gotten married too young, and we grew apart pretty quickly.  I lived in a cute little two-bedroom apartment, had a good job, had plenty of time and money to travel, and got to do whatever I wanted on the weekends.  I got irritated at being single sometimes.  I did not like having to take time off of work to handle things with the apartment or the car, and it was getting old having to explain to everyone why I was single.  I always found some flippant remark, but that as just to stop the questions.  You see, it did not really bother me to be on my own, but most people are uncomfortable with that answer.

I had a few gal pals that were single like me, and we slowly became each other’s substitute significant others.  None of us had family in the area, so we stuck together for the holidays when we did not feel like traveling.  There were certain things I missed about having a man around, but none of those sweet women could have helped me out with that anyway.

We had all had our share of good dates and bad dates, but the best times were spent talking about the dates with each other.  We loved our movie nights, which usually meant crowding into one gal’s apartment in our yoga pants with a table full of junk food and having a slumber party.  We all worked Monday to Friday jobs, so that was nice.  And in our own ways, we were all pretty connected to certain communities, so we attended concerts and art gallery events and parties and such.  We were not just old maid homebodies.

I tried to eat healthy and work out.  Really, I did try.  It did not always work out, but I always have the best intentions.  But when the group of us is together, which is quite often, we tend towards margaritas and queso and fried tortilla chips.

I also liked to spend my time learning new things.  I took a knitting class, a Spanish class, several cooking classes, and joined a book club.  It was good to be young-ish and healthy and single, and be able to just work on myself.

But some days were not meant for enriching myself.  Some days were just rotten.  Like in August when the refrigerator breaks in your apartment.  And you just got back from the grocery store for the week.  And it is about 100 degrees in the shade outside.  And you bought ice cream.

My apartment is not cheap, and when things break down, I get a little angry.  I tried to stay polite on the phone with the complex manager, but I am afraid I may have used a few unfriendly words.  They promised that someone would be by as soon as possible.

I told them “That better mean within the next two hours.”

They hung up on me.

I punched one of the throw pillows on my couch and ran a glass of cold water from the tap.  I knew that most of my food would be okay for a little while as long as I did not open the fridge.

I called one of my pals and bitched on the phone.  She offered to come help me eat the food before it spoils and I told her to bugger off.  What friends I have…  There is a reason that there is only one letter different between ‘friend’ and ‘fiend’.  Just saying.

So anyway, I flopped onto the couch to wait angrily for this repair guy.  You know the type – older guy, sweaty, overweight, balding, pants sagging so that you get a great shot of his ass crack.  What a plan for a Saturday afternoon.  I was supposed to be headed over to Barbara’s house to hang out by the pool, but noooo, that’s not how my day was shaping up.

I found some mindless movie on the television to pass the time and ended up dozing off on the couch.  I was woken up rudely by the pounding at the door.  I groaned and heaved myself off the couch.

Might as well get this over with I thought as I shuffled to the door.  I ran my fingers through my hair to tidy it up, and peered through the peephole of my front door.  I could not see much except for something blue, and I asked for identification through the closed door.

“I’m here about the refrigerator, ma’am,” the deep voice called back.

When I opened the door, I got one of the biggest surprises of my life.  He was in his early twenties, wavy blonde hair, and very tall; the blue I had seen through the peephole was his tee shirt.  The shirt that was stretched across some very nice flat pec muscles; the same shirt that strained at the sleeves as they tried to cover the bulging biceps.  His skin was tanned nicely, and he wore a big grin when I opened the door.

“Oh, hi,” I stammered stupidly.

“Hi there.  I’m here to take a look,” he offered as he stepped forward.

His wide shoulders seemed to fill the doorway, and I stepped aside to let him in.  I just happened to glance behind him as he walked towards the kitchen and his jeans hugged him very nicely across his ass.

Take a look at what exactly…  I know what I’m going to be looking at…

My friends would never believe that my repairman was a gorgeous twenty-something with muscles for days.  It had been months since my last date, and suddenly I was extremely aware of just how long it had been.

I wonder what else I can break in this place…

“So, how can I be of service?”

Whoa nelly, how do I answer that…

****

“B-B-By the way, I’m Alison,” I stammered an awkward introduction to the gorgeous repair guy.

His grin was quick and big, “I’m Danny.”

“Nice to meet you,” I tried out what I thought was a winning smile.

I stared at his biceps as they bulged and rippled when he pulled the refrigerator away from the wall to get a better look.  I stared even harder when he leaned over the kitchen countertop to peer into the dark space between the fridge and the wall.  His jeans hugged his ass tightly, and I fought back the urge to dig my nails into the firmness.  I thought I saw the muscles flex ever so slightly but it could have just been my imagination.

“Looks like it could just need a good hard cleaning,” his voice was slightly muffled since his upper body was still behind the fridge.

I’m sorry, a good hard what?

“I’m sorry?”  Luckily my brain managed to stop my mouth from saying the rest of my thought.

He twisted around to face me, still bent over the countertop.  His tee shirt had come slightly untucked, and I could see just the slightest glimpse of the lower part of his six-pack abs.

“A good hard cleaning,” his green eyes seemed to dance when he repeated the statement.

“Oh, I see.  I guess I never clean back there,” I tried to stay focused.

“No one ever does.  The dust and stuff can clog the lines or motor, and it shuts down.”

“Can you fix it?”

He laughed, “Yeah, I just need to pull it out further.”

My brain said, By all means, please flex those arms again.  Luckily my head just nodded.

He started to pull it out further away from the wall but managed to bump right into me with that ass.  It was indeed as firm as I had imagined.

“Oh, sorry,” his cheeks flushed an adorable shade of pink.

“Maybe I need to move?”

He looked down at me and gave me a half-smirk, “Only if you want to.”

Well, see… the thing is…  But I moved.

I thought the sleeves of his tee shirt were going to split right open as his arm muscles knotted up to pull the appliance.

When he finished, I did manage to lean over the counter in my short shorts, and peer behind it.  He was right, it was filthy, and I was embarrassed.

“Wow, I’m so sorry, that’s gross,” I mumbled.

“Quite alright, keeps me employed.”

I giggled like a stupid schoolgirl.

“But I’ll be right back.  I have to go get my equipment.”

Oh but you seem to have all the right equipment right there…  Wait, what?

“Oh, ok.  I’ll be here,” I sounded like an idiot.

He returned a few minutes later with a strange looking vacuum that had a long flexible hose on the end of it.  My mind raced with the implications, and I felt my whole body go flush.

I finally stepped out of the kitchen so he could work.  The vacuum thing was incredibly loud as he worked that hose in and around the back of the fridge.  I had been trying to spy on him to watch him work, but seeing him play with that thing made me think very inappropriate thoughts about this young man.

It took him about twenty minutes, and then he shut that infernal thing off.

“Well, I think that should do it.”

I dragged myself off the couch and back into the kitchen to check it out.  I leaned over the countertop in my little running shorts and could have sworn I heard a soft moan.  But sure enough, there was no dust on any of the lines and grates in the back.

“Hey, that looks great,” I said cheerfully.

“Yeah, it does…”

There was something in his voice that made me look over my shoulder at him.  His eyes were focused directly on the lower curve of my ass as it peeked out from underneath the shorts.

“Danny?”

His eyes snapped back up to my face, but it was too late.  I knew exactly what he had been doing, and I had no intention of trying to play otherwise.

“Um, yeah?” he tried to play it off.

“Was this your last stop of the day?”

He nodded, “Yeah.”

“Are you old enough for a beer?”  It was my opening, and I had to take it.

He chuckled, “Yeah, by a couple of years.”

“How does a beer sound then?”

He nodded enthusiastically, “Sounds great to me.”

“They’re probably still cold since I haven’t opened the fridge,” I was hopeful that I was not about to seduce this young man with a warm beer.

I was still slightly bent onto the countertop, and his eyes kept tracing down my legs and back up to my ass.  I slowly turned around and leaned back on my elbows, the tank top closely hugging my rounded tits.

“And it’s pretty warm in here,” I continued.

He nodded, “And getting warmer.”

Bingo.

I cracked the fridge just long enough to grab two, and I wrenched the tops off of both of them.  He swallowed about half the bottle in one gulp while I sipped mine.  I chuckled at his youth.

“Danny?”

“Mmm hmm?”

“You said something in here needed a good… hard…” I let my voice trail off, leaving his mind to wonder about my next word.

He gulped down the rest of the beer and stepped towards me.

“Alison?” his voice had dropped an octave.

“Yes?” I said softly, running my fingers through my hair.

“You asking what I think you’re asking?”  His brief shyness made him all the more delicious.

“What do you think I’m asking?” I put the ball back into his court.

He pressed his hips into my body until I could feel the bulge beneath his jeans.

“I think you’re asking for this,” his voice in my ear made my whole body tingle.

I ran just the tips of my nails up the bulge and tickled ever so lightly.  He pressed his cock into my hand and groaned.

****

“Whoa big boy,” I chuckled, withdrawing my hand.

He groaned again and tried to press forward.

“Oh, this afternoon is going to take much longer than that…” I winked and took his hand.

I led him to the couch in the living room, making sure to swish my hips as I walked slightly in front of him.  His grip on my fingers tightened as his eyes followed the slowly swaying curves.

I pushed him down on the couch and bent over in front of him.

“Now… let’s see what we have to work with…”

The one thing I remember about sleeping with twenty-somethings (when I was in my twenties) was that they seemed to have a hair trigger.  So I was going to have to be a little careful.  But the good thing was that to make up for the hair trigger, they reloaded fast.

I could feel his eyes staring right at my tits as they threatened to fall out of the tight tank top.

“Danny?”

“Huh?  Yeah?” he dragged his eyes up to my face.

I crouched down in front of him, letting my hands drift down his firm torso.  He squirmed a little as my fingers neared the fly of his jeans but balled his hands into fists when I strategically avoided the center of his thighs.

“How’s that trigger?” I giggled.

“Well, um, it’s okay,” he shrugged, his cheeks turning slightly pink.

I stood up and slowly straddled his young firm body, my knees resting on the couch just outside his thighs. I slowly lowered my body onto his, letting my tits brush his chest.  He tried to reach for them, but I curved my body away.

“Sit on your hands, Danny,” I cautioned him, tapping a fingernail on his chest.

He slid his hands under his thighs with a pouty look on his face.  I was not just being mean, I knew that if he started touching, his trigger would get shorter.  I needed him to last at least a little while.

I ground my hips in slow circles on top of his bulge.  His hips thrust up into me and I welcomed the rough denim on my skin.  I slowly slide my whole body down to the floor between his spread thighs.  His eyes fell to half-mast when my tits press along the length of his cock.

I rise back up to my knees and slowly tickle my fingertips up under the hem of his tee shirt.  I curve my fingers inwards until my nails are pressed against his skin, then I slide them up his cut abs and firm pecs taking the shirt with them.

His skin was warm and smooth, the hard flat planes of his muscles twitching beneath my touch.  I lean forward and nibble a line from his throat to the waistband of his jeans, achingly slow just to watch his muscles ripple for more.

I finally release the button and zipper of his jeans, and he almost sighed in relief when his cock escaped free of its prison.

This hard-bodied young man was hard everywhere, and generously endowed.  I ran one finger down the sensitive underside and watched it bob and twitch.

“Shit,” he exhaled sharply.

I giggled and ran the finger back up the shaft.  The head pulsed for me and his heavy sac pulled up tighter to his body.

“Oh Danny, you have to calm down,” I giggled, “we’re just getting started.”

“What?  We are?” he looked tormented.

I bent forward and let the tip of my tongue trace the same line up and down, over and over.  His groans filled the apartment as I kept my touch light and teasing.

“Oh God,” he moaned as he tried to push the head into my mouth.

I rolled and massaged his full sac as he squirmed.  My nails scratched and tickled while I completely ignored the bobbing cock.

“Oh God, please,” he tried to angle his hips to get his cock within reach.

I looked him square in the eyes and slowly engulfed his entire cock into my warm wet mouth, inching down at a glacial speed while his strong workman’s hands gripped the edge of the couch cushions.

“Fuuuuuck,” he exhaled in a long, loud breath.

I closed my fingers around the base and started to move at the same crawling speed back up, letting my tongue flicker and swirl as I went.  His hips thrust upwards, trying to push the shaft back inside but I just kept moving up.

I could feel his balls tighten up against my hand that encircled the base of his cock and I realized that the boy had a very sensitive hair-trigger.  I was not sure just what would happen if I sped up at all.  I looked up at his chiseled face and watched as his jaw muscles flexed with the effort at self-control.  Since I already knew we were just getting started, I decided to relent.

I tightened my hand and sucked harder, sliding my mouth up and down the shaft while my tongue swirled in fast little circles over the head.

“Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit,” he grunted as I felt the head of his cock swell and pulse.

I pulled him out of my mouth just in time, and stroked him fast until the jets splashed onto my tank top.

His cock started to soften, and I gently released it, letting it fall limp.

“I um it’s usually longer than that,” he mumbled, embarrassed.

“Oh Danny, that was just the warm-up.  You think I’m letting you go without servicing me in return?”

He grinned at the chance of redemption and stood up from the couch.  With his biceps bulging, he lifted me onto the couch and pulled me forward until my ass sat just on the edge.

“That’s more like it,” I grinned down at him.

He tugged at my tank top until it slipped over my head, leaving my tits free to his mouth.  He closed his lips around one tight little nipple then the other while his hands tugged at my little running shorts.  They slid over my ass easily, leaving me naked with my legs spread out around his chest.

His mouth left a warm wet trail down my trembling belly and then up on inner thigh.  He exhaled warmly at the junction of my legs and then kissed back down the other leg.  I was squirming and panting as he tormented me, just like I had teased him.

When his hot soft tongue finally found my aching little bud, I dug my heels into his back and buried my fingers in his hair.  He flicked fast but light, tiny little circles across the taut surface.  I dug my nails into his scalp and pulled him against me.  He refused to give me more, keeping it light but quick.  I was amazed that my young stud had such skills, but that thought was quickly surpassed by my need for more.

“Danny…” I moaned, not capable of further words.

He finally relented at my unspoken plea and the speed and pressure increased.  He flicked his tongue harder and faster and slid one finger deep inside me.  As he curled his finger just right and pressed down harder with his tongue, I groaned something animalistic and exploded.  I could feel the juices running out of me as the heat overwhelmed me.  Danny lapped at me until I found my way back to reality.  I looked down at his young grinned face, and reached for him, praying he was hard again for my needy pussy.

He finished taking off his jeans, leaving his gorgeous body naked for my eyes.  His abs were a perfect six-pack with the V that pointed straight at what I needed.

I wriggled on the couch until I was laying with my head on one of the arms, and he knelt between my thighs.  I guess the condom came from his jeans, but he already had it on.

His fingers explored first, still rubbing the very sensitive nub.

“Oh God,” I moaned, “inside me, please…”

The mushroom head of his cock pressed against me and then slid inside.  He was thick as he inched forward, stretching me in ways I had forgotten about.  It felt like hot steel as he filled me.  When I felt his hip bones hit mine, he paused to let my body adjust.  My muscles were so tight around him that I was afraid of his thrusting.  They finally relaxed a little to accommodate him, and he grinned down at me when he felt it.

“You ready for more?” he teased me.

“Whatever you got,” I taunted him back as I wrapped my legs around his trim waist.

He withdrew slowly, leaving that hollow feeling behind, and then glided back in through my wetness.  He was teasing me with the slowness, and I needed more.  I dug my heels into his firm ass and raked my nails down his back.  His hips surged forward and shoved his cock deep inside me.

“Ohhhh, yes, like that,” I encouraged him.

His body stiffened, and he stared into my eyes with devilish intent.  Then his hips went into high gear.  He slammed his cock into me over and over, until my eyes rolled back and I could feel just the starting edge of my next climax.  It was whispering to me, taunting me.  He could see my body twitch as my gasping breaths made my tits bounce and jiggle.  I tightened all of my interior muscles around his thick shaft, and he groaned low in his chest.

“I… just… want… to… know,” I needed to goad him into really fucking me.

“What?” he panted back.

“Can you really fuck a mature woman?  Can you satisfy a grown lady?”

“Oh fuck,” he replied, speeding up his hips.

Each thrust was hard and fast, slamming into my body with all of his muscular force.  But suddenly he stopped and sat back from my body.  He roughly grabbed both of my ankles and placed them on his shoulders, and I grinned at him.

He slammed in harder and deeper at that angle, and when I felt his fingertip slide across my swollen clit, I bucked against him with the shattering impact of my second climax.

He grunted hard, and I watched as he struggled to withhold his own orgasm until I was finished.  As I shuddered down from mine, his thrusts became more and more erratic until he grunted and held his cock deep inside me.  He finally collapsed on top of me, panting for air in my warm apartment.

“Well damn,” he mumbled into the soft outer curve of my breast.

I chuckled, “I’d have to agree.  You know, it’s been years since I had a nice young stud and I forgot just what the advantages are.”

He lifted himself up on one elbow and grinned arrogantly at me.

“So was this a one-time thing or….”

I ran my nails down his side, making him twitch, and nibbled my bottom lip.

“What do you suppose is a good idea?” I tossed the question back to him.

“I’d come visit that hot mouth and this sexy body every day of the week if you’d let me.”

I wriggled against him like a happy puppy, “I think something could be arranged.”

He looked like a little boy at Christmas as his fingers traced the curve of my lip, across my jawline, and then down the center of my tits.

He slowly bowed his head and flicked just the tip of his tongue against my stiff nipple.

“I guess I should be going then,” he chuckled, leaving me already anxious for more.

“Oh, Danny, just one more before you go…”

He chuckled and slid his hand slowly down my still warm body.  His fingers quickly find the wetness that is waiting for him, and with surprising dexterity, he rubs his thumb against my clit while two fingers slide inside.

“Ohhh,” my back arches into his touch.

With all of the stimulation from earlier, it does not take long, and my body clenches his fingers as I cum a third time.  The juices soaking his fingers and the couch underneath my ass.

I must have dozed off immediately afterwards, because a while later, I woke up under a blanket he had found with a blank work order form on the coffee table.

He had scrawled a message to me, “For the next time you need a good hard…”

I grinned to myself and struggled to my feet to make dinner.

****

I ended up ordering pizza instead, and inviting the girls over.  Luckily I managed to get a quick shower in before they all arrived.

There was a noticeable ruckus outside my front door, so I whipped it open and found a cluster of people on my front step.  The pizza arrived at the same time they did, so they scampered inside while I handed the guy his money.

Two of them had brought some wine, so we popped the corks and poured ourselves generous glasses as I set the pizza box on the table for everyone.

“So… did you get the fridge fixed?”

It was an innocent enough question, but I busted up into laughter.

“Yes, everything was serviced,” I managed to giggle.

“Excuse me?” Barbara set her wine glass down with a clatter.

I was trying to play it cool, but I know my eyes went wide when I thought of my afternoon with Danny.

“Oh God!  Spill!” Sue clapped her hands in excitement.

I launched into a detailed description of his body which left them all drooling.  And then I hit them with the good stuff.

“Three?  Are you kidding?”

“Nope!” I crowed in victory, “Oh and the fridge works again too.”

At my last snippet, someone threw a balled up napkin at my face, and I just laughed.

“Don’t be jealous,” I taunted the assaulter.

Our evening eventually wound down, and I cleaned up after they left.

Over the next few weeks, I ended up inviting Danny over several times.  It was not hard since he lived and worked in the complex, but we kept it after-hours so that he did not get in trouble.  Every time was not as good as the first; it just kept getting better.

Eventually, he did find another job and moved out of the complex and while we tried to keep it up, we just sort of lost touch.

But he had awakened a part of me that had long been dormant.  I finally got back into the dating world.  I did not find any twenty-something guys who could hold a candle to Danny though.  But I did appreciate the fire that he had relit inside me.


41. My Handsome New Assistant: MILF Sex in the Workplace by Roxy Rhodes

I had always found my young, handsome new assistant, Justin, very attractive. In fact, that was actually one of the main reasons why I’d hired him. My sex life with my husband had grown dull, unfulfilling and almost completely nonexistent. I guess I was just longing for some new excitement around the office and Justin certainly offered just that. I was surprised that one of the younger, more vibrant female employees hadn’t snatched him up yet. Then, one day, he and I both found ourselves working late together and a golden opportunity presented itself…

I am a 44-year-old woman, and I’ve been married to my husband, Gerald, for over 20 years now. Gerry, as I often call him, has never been a very sensual man. He was raised in a very religious, overly conservative family and had never been very sexually adventurous at all. He was certainly a good provider, and he never messed around on me, as far as I know, but over the past few years, our sex life had dwindled down to almost nothing.

We’ve only had sex twice this year, and it was once on my birthday and once on our anniversary. It feels like Gerald has lost his interest in me or something. He never tells me that I look nice or that he likes the smell of my perfume. He never takes me out anywhere anymore, and he’s never affectionate with me—at all. Most nights, he doesn’t even bother coming to bed with me. He’ll sit out in his recliner all night, watching television in the living room until he dozes off.

I’ve been sexually starved now for years—literally years. One evening, at our quaint little dinner table, I tried to bring up the subject of marital counseling to him.

“Honey, I’ve been thinking, and maybe we should try talking to someone, you know, like maybe a therapist or perhaps a marriage counselor.”

“Why? Are you having some sort of issues with our marriage?’

“Well not issues, really, but, honey, I don’t feel that intimacy we used to feel back when we were younger, you know?”

He sat the magazine he was reading down and looked at me through his thick-rimmed glasses.

“Linda, relationships change. We’re not in our 20’s anymore. Our kids are in their 20’s now, for goodness sake. There’s nothing wrong with our marriage, Lin. I still love you just as much as I did the day I married you. I’m not going anywhere, and you know it. Now, I don’t want to hear any more about this marriage counselor nonsense. I’m not paying some stranger $80 an hour to tell us a bunch of textbook mumbo jumbo and delve into our private affairs.”

I decided to try and press the issue, in case it was just about the money—even though I already knew it wasn’t, of course.

“Well, honey, what if I pay for it, then?” I elected, pleading with him with my eyes. He glanced up at me with a stern look of annoyance on his face.

“There’s nothing wrong with our marriage, Linda, and that’s that.” He put his magazine back up to his face and proceeded to finish his meal.

Well, that was that, I guess. Back when we were raising our kids, I had at least had them to concentrate on, but now that they are both grown and gone, I throw myself into my work to try and take my mind off of my sexual deprivation. I am the head manager of a small call center business.

Most of my employees are women, and many of them have been with my company for years. There are only 3 male call center reps, and one of them is married, another one is a widower in his sixties, and the other one weighs at least 350 pounds—and it’s not 350 pounds of muscle, that’s for sure. The other 12 reps are females.

Well, when Karen Owenson retired a few months ago, it left a position open for a new rep. I was determined to hire a male, even if it was somewhat unethical of me to do so, since technically, I’m not supposed to show gender preference when hiring an employee.

I had already interviewed 3 women and one man for the position when Justin Dillard walked into my office. I swear it was like he was he was a breath of fresh ass—I mean air. He was tall and muscular with an ass so tight, I bet a bullet would’ve bounced right off it if he ever got shot. The guy was a walking dream! He was 22 years old and had just graduated from college with a degree in business communications. He was already hired before he sat down, but I knew I had to go through the hiring process, nonetheless.

I spent the majority of the interview daydreaming about his sexy lips and bedroom eyes and fantasizing about kissing those lips and feeling his big, manly-looking hands caressing every inch of my body. I didn’t care that he was half my age. In fact, him being so young and toned is one of the things that attracted me the most about him. What put the icing on the cake was that he was also very assertive and confident, but not arrogant. He showed me the utmost amount of respect during our interview, but he didn’t seem intimidated by me much at all. To some managers, that can be a turn-off, but for me, it only made me like him even more. To me, that was a sign of maturity, and for him to be that mature at such a young age only made him all the more sexy.

After his interview, I shook his hand and couldn’t help but to notice how soft his skin was and how strong his hands felt. I remember going to bed that night, alone, of course, and closing my eyes imagining that Justin was there next to me. His firm, young, chiseled body was completely naked, and I was caressing his soft skin with my hands. He was touching and fondling every part of my body and kissing me in my mouth, passionately. Before I realized it, I had reached up under my nightshirt and was rubbing my clit through my thin cotton panties.

I figured that Gerry would most likely spend the night in his recliner out in the living room, like he usually did, so I decided to have a little self-service session in our bed. I slid my panties to the side and continued to massage my clit, pretending that my hand was Justin’s. I spread the lips of my already-moist pussy apart and raised my hips as I slid two of my fingers inside of me.

“Mmmm, Justin,” I moaned softly to myself, grinding my crotch against my hand. I used my other hand to pull my night shirt up and cup my left breast. I sighed with pleasure as I twirled my nipple between two of my fingers and then pinched it lightly.

“Ohh, yesss, Justin,” I whispered, imagining that my fingers were his tongue, flicking back and forth on my erect, sensitive nipples.

I fantasized that it was his fingers sliding in and out of my cunt as I finger-fucked myself. I could feel myself already getting close to climaxing and I knew it was going to be a good one. It had been so long since I’d felt this sexually charged and I knew it was Justin’s presence that had been the trigger. I arched my back and rocked my hips, squeezing my nipple and plunging my fingers as deep inside of me as I could. Faster and faster, I sped up the pace, moaning and sighing and whispering Justin’s name over and over. As my climax neared, I tightened my grip on my nipples and bit my bottom lip to keep from crying out in passion. Stifling my cry, I jerked my hips upward and forward as my orgasm peaked, causing my body to shake with pleasure. I breathed deeply, panting hard and moaning as my body tensed up and then finally relaxed.

“Ahhh, yesss,” I said quietly to myself, taking in a deep breath and smiling with my eyes still closed. I felt quite content as turned onto my side and drifted off into a deep, relaxing sleep.

**

I called Justin the very next morning and offered him the customer service rep position. He accepted immediately.

“Sounds great! When can you come in to start your training?” I asked him, twirling a strand of my hair with my finger, thinking about the hot self-service session I’d had about him the night before. I was glad he couldn’t see me through the phone. I had my legs perched up on my desk, and I was leaning back in my chair as I spoke to him.

“Would tomorrow be okay?” he asked me, in his deep, smooth, professional voice.

“Tomorrow is just fine,” I told him, in a friendly voice, smiling on my end of the call. “Please come in a few minutes early so you can fill out your paperwork with Human Resources.”

“OK, will do. Thank you so much, Mrs. Wheeler,” he said, enthusiastically. “See you first thing tomorrow.”

“OK, see you then, Justin. Welcome to the team,” I told him.

After we hung up, I was so excited by having heard his voice again, I was tempted to masturbate again right there in my office. I took a deep breath, shook off the temptation and smiled to myself as I proceeded to get back to work.

After work, I went on a small shopping spree. I bought myself some new pairs of high-heeled shoes, a few new blouses, several skirts, and a couple of pairs of slacks. I also bought some new make-up, body wash, and perfume sprays. Justin had given me new motivation to look nicer and dress sexier for work.

That night, (and for many nights afterward), I serviced myself to thoughts and fantasies about Justin, and each time, my orgasms were strong and intense.

**

The next morning, I was humming to myself as I got dressed for work. Knowing that I was going to see Justin again, had me in a good mood and I felt energetic and confident. Maybe it was because I was his boss and so I knew he was going to go out of his way be ‘nice’ to me and try to impress me, or maybe it was because he was so goddamned sexy. Most likely, it was a combination of both, but either way, I felt more motivated and excited about work than I had in years.

Gerry didn’t seem to notice, or if he did notice, he certainly didn’t mention it. I got dressed up in one of the outfits I had just purchased and looked at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t help but notice that my body had held up quite nicely over the years. I was still thin—though not quite supermodel thin—and my body was actually still pretty toned for my age. My breasts weren’t as pert or firm as they had been 20 years ago, but they were still pretty nice. I was a solid 34C and gravity hadn’t started pulling them down toward the ground yet, thank goodness.

My waist was still slender, and though my belly wasn’t exactly washboard-flat, I didn’t have any love handles or beer pooch whatsoever. My ass, though not quite as perfectly round and toned as it used to be, was still pretty firm and wasn’t saggy at all. All in all, I felt my body was holding up pretty well for a woman my age.

As I stood in front of my bedroom mirror putting on make-up, I noticed that I had very few wrinkles and fine lines on my face. A slight hint of crow’s feet was starting to appear around the corners of my eyes, but other than that, I wasn’t showing any other signs of aging on my face. I proceeded to apply the new make-up products I had purchased the day before, attempting to make myself look more attractive and hoping that my handsome, young new hire would somehow happen to notice. Gerry was walking past the open bathroom door and saw me putting eyeliner and lip gloss on in the mirror. He paused for a moment as if puzzled by what he saw, and then continued on his way down the hall without saying a single word.

After I finished doing my make-up, I looked at my reflection in the mirror and smiled at what I saw. I felt like I looked at least 5 years younger. I was looking forward to seeing the young hot Justin and showing him around the office.

When I arrived at work that morning, Justin was already there. He was sitting in a chair outside of my office, filling out his HR paperwork on a clipboard. I couldn’t help but smile when I saw his handsome face look up at me as I approached him.

“Morning, ma’am,” he greeted me, standing up and holding out his hand.

“Good morning, Justin,” I replied, allowing my smile to widen as I took his hand in mine and gave it a firm shake, briefly feeling that smooth skin of his against my own. I could smell his cologne, and the scent was utterly intoxicating. I wanted to wrap my arms around him and bury my face into his neck so that I could get a better whiff of it, but instead, I allowed his hand to drop and motioned for him to follow me into my office.

When we entered my corner office, I told him to have a seat in front of my desk so that I could have him fill out his HR paperwork. My eyes slid down to the slight bulge in the front of his pants as he sat down in front of my wooden desk. For a brief moment, I imagined reaching out and grabbing it, massaging it through the fabric of his dress pants until it became rock-hard in my hands. I spent the entire orientation meeting fantasizing about what he looked like naked. By the time he had completed his new hire paperwork, my panties were noticeably moist with my juices of arousal.

I led him out to his new cubicle, the one that used to belong to the recent retiree, and introduced him to the rep who would be in charge of his training. Deep down, I envied the fact that Laura Highland was going to be spending a lot of time with the sexy young new Justin, but it was company policy that the employee with the most tenure was in charge of training new hires. Laura had been working as a rep for the past 17 years, and she’d be the one training Justin for the next two weeks. Lucky dog!

Anyway, even though I wasn’t ready to pass my handsome young new piece of meat off to another woman, I had run out of excuses to stick around, and it was time for him to start working with Laura. After a brief introduction, I bid them both a friendly farewell and headed back to my office. I wanted more than anything to turn around and steal one last longing glance at that hot ass of his, but I knew I had to maintain my professionalism, so I decided to fight the urge.

At first, I couldn’t tell whether or not the fresh new hire found me attractive right away because his attitude around the office was very professional and business-like. He was friendly and down-to-earth with all of the other reps, but whenever any of his female coworkers would make flirtatious comments or remarks, he would just laugh them off. He never said or did anything even the slightest bit inappropriate with any of them—although, by the way, some of them looked at him, I could tell that they really wanted him too—myself included.

I tried to drop subtle hints every now and then, with a wink here and a raised eyebrow there, but he never seemed to catch on to any of them. Either that, or he was intentionally ignoring them, of course. But with me, he always seemed to be just a little too friendly, or lingered just a little too long after a short conversation. Sometimes I swore he was laughing just a little too loudly and standing just a little too closely to me, but I didn’t want to read too much into it. I didn’t want my imagination running away and causing me embarrassment I didn’t need—or even worse, possibly getting me into legal trouble. The last thing I needed was a sexual harassment case hurting the reputation of my company, so for the first few months, I kept my constantly-intensifying sexual attraction to the hot young man to myself.

Each night, though, as my completely uninterested husband lie sleeping in his recliner, I would use my fingers and hands to bring myself to exploding orgasms in the queen-sized bed that I almost always slept in alone. Every night, I’d close my eyes and let my mind create a new sensual fantasy about me and hot young Justin, from steamy, passionate lovemaking on the beach of a tropical island, to kinky, hardcore fucking in the steam room of a fitness center.

One night, I imagined the two of us in the privacy of my corner office late one night after everyone else had gone home for the night. He came up behind me, reached up under my skirt, and yanked my pantyhose down with the urgency of a dog in heat. He had forced my panties to the side, hiked up my skirt and pushed me down onto my desk, face first. He held my hands behind my back with one strong grip and with his free hand, he’d hurriedly unbuttoned his trousers to free his huge, thick, stiff cock, throbbing with desire for me and had thrust into me from behind, hard and fast, grunting and moaning loudly with animal-like passion, fucking me  hard, plunging in and out and in and out of my dripping wet pussy, panting hard as his firm hips banged into the cheeks of my ass, over and over again, harder and faster and harder and faster as I screamed his name over and over again. Holding my hands behind my back and slapping and gripping my ass cheeks with his other hand as he plowed into me with animal urgency. Then, as he would reach his peak, he would shoot his hot cum deep inside of me, growling loudly in ecstasy. Mmmm, the thought alone made me cum so hard on my own two fingers that I had to stifle my yell of passion with my pillow.

Oh, but I slept so well each and every night afterwards, and I always looked forward to work every morning.

**

It was actually about three or four months after I’d hired him, that we found ourselves with a golden opportunity, and albeit, completely unplanned and unforeseen by either of us. It was a Friday evening, and the last Friday of the month. I almost always stayed late on the last Friday of the month to “do the numbers” on my computer. For Justin, however, as far as I knew, anyway, this was the first time he had ever stayed late on a Friday evening. He had asked my permission at the end of the day, to stay late and catch up on some paperwork that he’d fallen behind on due to having left early the day before. Of course, I had told him it was fine. How could I ever tell my fantasy man “no?”

Anyway, he had been working at his desk, and I had been getting ready to print out the files I’d just finished working on. The two of us ended up in the printing room at the same time, somehow. Now, the printing room is rather small. There are 3 printers, one for each row of cubicles on the floor. There’s also a scanner that sits caddy corner to one of the printers.

Everyone else had left, and I had sent my hubby a text to let him know I’d be home late. When I walked into the printing room, sexy young Justin was already inside, running off some copies of the papers he had been working on at his cubicle. His back was to me, and he hadn’t heard me enter the small rectangular room. My eyes dropped down to his muscular buttocks as I watched him place a paper on the copier and close it. For a brief second, I imagined walking over to him and grabbing them with my hands while I nibbled on the back of his neck.

Seeing him standing there and knowing that no one else was around, something inside of me snapped. It was like a little voice whispered into my ear and said: “It’s either now or never, Linda.” At that moment, I didn’t think, I just acted. All of my reservations went right out of the window, and I decided to seize the only opportunity I might ever have to actually be able to live out one of my fantasies. In that moment, it felt almost as if time froze for just a few seconds. My eyes trailed the length of his slender, toned body from the bottom of his feet up to the top of his head, pausing slightly to admire that perfect ass of his again in the process.

Knowing that he was still unaware of my presence, I set my papers down and walked over to where he was standing. I reached out and grabbed his ass, cupping both of his muscle-toned buttocks, one in each hand. He jumped slightly in surprise and whipped his head around to see who had grabbed him. As soon as his head turned around, I leaned my head upwards and planted a firm, hard kiss right on his lips, before he could say a word.

At first, he was stiff, probably from utter surprise, but he didn’t break away from my kiss. In fact, when he realized it was me pawing his ass and kissing his soft lips, he relaxed and even began to return my kiss. I massaged his firm buttocks as I slid my tongue between his lips and I moaned when his tongue intertwined with mine. We kissed passionately for a moment, until we were both startled by the “beep” of the copy machine.

I broke our embrace to let Justin turn his attention back to the copier. I was elated that he hadn’t refuted my advances, but not certain as to whether or not he wanted to take things any further. We hadn’t spoken a word to one another, but the sexual tension in the air was high. It was so thick, I could taste it.

He didn’t even bother with the copier. To my surprise, he turned around to face me, and he had a look of desire on his face that told me everything I needed to know. I didn’t waste a second. I pulled him by his shirt as I backed up against the desk that was just behind me, my eyes never leaving his. He lifted me up and sat me on top of it. I spread my legs for him and pulled him between them. I could already feel his manhood beginning to stiffen through the fabric of his trousers when he pressed his hard body against mine. Just knowing that he wanted me that way turned me on to no end. I could feel myself becoming moist between my thighs with yearning—a yearning for him that had been building up since the day he walked into my office for an interview.

We kissed passionately for a few moments, our tongues locking and intertwining as our hunger for one another continued to build. I ran my fingers through his soft, silky hair and moaned as I felt his erection growing harder against my crotch with every second that passed. I began to unbutton his shirt, hurriedly, as if he was going to disappear from my within my arms if I didn’t rush to expose his firm, chiseled chest. I ran my hands up and down his chest, sliding my fingertips over his nipples, causing him to sigh with pleasure. He took that as an invitation to unbutton my blouse and push my silk bra up high, releasing my breasts that hungered for his touch.

He cupped both of them in his hands, making me groan with desire as he fondled and massaged them, and then his face was buried between them, kissing and licking them, and nibbling gently on my sensitive, stiffening nipples.

“Oh, Justin!” I called out in passion, gripping his head with both of my hands.

Then, he reached up under my skirt and grabbed the top of my pantyhose, pulling them down over my ass and hips with ease. He slid them off in a hurry, taking my moist silk panties off along with them. His hands were then under my skirt massaging my clit with skill and attention, making my pussy wetter and wetter with every stroke. I cried out in pleasure at his intimate touch and raised my hips towards him, signaling for him to slide his fingers inside of me. He inserted two of them into my pussy, which was already dripping with want for him.

Breathing hard, I reached out and unbuttoned his pants, pulling them down far enough to free his now rock-hard cock.  He let out a sigh of pleasure as I stroked it with my hands, feeling it throbbing in my palms. Knowing he was so turned on and hard for me pushed me over the edge. I wanted to feel him inside of me, and I couldn’t wait any longer.

“Oh, God, Justin, fuck me right now!” I gasped, panting with overwhelming desire.

I didn’t have to tell him twice, he took the fingers he’d been finger-fucking me with and smeared my essence onto the tip of his stiff, throbbing cock. Then he pushed my legs farther apart and slid the tip of his cock slowly into my waiting, soaking wet cunt. I let out a yelp of pleasure as he eased his way deeper inside of me, feeling every rock-hard inch of him stretching the walls of my pussy as he pushed deeper into me. He moaned his pleasure into my ear as he began to thrust into me, over and over again, in and out, deeper and deeper, harder and harder, hitting my g-spot with such skill and ease that I screamed out in pleasure.

“Ohhh YES! YES, Justin, YES!” I yelled, loudly, raising my hips upward and onto him, forcing his cock even deeper into my cunt. I could already feel my orgasm building. I wrapped my legs around him and grabbed onto his muscular, exposed ass cheeks, pushing him as deep into me as he could go.

“Oh YES! Justin, I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum, baby!” I cried out, feeling my climax about to peak. I pushed hard onto his ass, thrusting him deep into me and then I screamed out loud, my legs shaking uncontrollably as my orgasm wracked my entire body with an overwhelmingly powerful surge of sexual ecstasy. It was the best orgasm I ever had in my entire life!

“OHHHHHH! GOOODDDD! YEEEESSSS!” I continued to cry out, as my body stiffened up and my legs continued to shake. Justin didn’t stop, he squeezed my ass cheeks as he plunged his thick, stiff cock into me, sending surge after surge of electricity through my body, intensifying my orgasm with each and every deep, hard thrust until finally my climax began to wane, and my body began to relax again.

Justin could tell that my orgasm was dying down and he slowed down his rhythm, allowing me time to recuperate from the most intense climax of my life. I was panting hard, and my breathing finally slowed. Justin slid out of me slowly, as a look of pride spread across his face. I licked my lips at him, and he got the message.

He backed up away from the desk, giving me room to compose myself. I never took my eyes off of his huge, still-hard cock. I slid down off of the desk he had just fucked me on and got down onto my knees. I couldn’t wait to take him into my mouth. I reached out with my right hand and wrapped my lips around the tip of his dick, tasting the juices of my cum. I slid him into my mouth with ease, loving the taste of him. I took his cock deep into my mouth, causing him to let out a deep, long sigh. Then, I sped up my rhythm, sliding his cock in and out and in and out, deep into my throat.

I looked up at his face, as he grabbed my hair with his hand, pushing my face down onto his shaft, fucking my mouth harder and harder and faster and faster. The look on his face let me know that he was about to reach his peak. I loved watching him as his breathing sped up and the beads of sweat that had formed on his brow began to slide down his face. He was moaning and groaning and hissing and sighing. I loved every minute of it.

When his body tensed up, I knew he was there. I felt a spurt of thick, warm, salty liquid squirt into the back of my throat.

“Hoh oh! Hoh oh, oh! Hoh oh, oh, oh!” he grunted loudly, as more and more of his thick, hot cum shot into my mouth. I swallowed every drop happily and proudly, savoring the taste of him with each spurt. When he’d finally emptied his load, I slurped the last drop, holding his cock between my lips until it finally started to soften slightly. I let it fall out of my mouth and looked up at his face. His eyes were closed as he basked in the afterglow of his climax.

When he opened his eyes, I smiled up at him and kissed the shaft of his cock with my lips. He took in a deep breath and then helped me to my feet.

We never said a word as we redressed and composed ourselves. We had a secret—a discreet, sexual secret—just between the two of us that only we’d know. In the back of my mind, I hoped that it might become a regular thing between us; but even if it didn’t, I would always have my little secret, and it would bring me many hot, steamy nights of reminiscent self-pleasure in the future.


42. Home Sweet Revenge: MILF Revenge Sex on a Cheating Husband by April Fisher

Politics. Isn’t everything about how the public views you? Especially when you’re married to someone important, looks are everything. It was one day when my husband decided he no longer cared for me or the public eye that I decided to get my revenge on him – privately of course. I couldn’t have imagined that it would save my life, though. You find love again in the strangest of ways.

Have you ever had a cheating husband?

Most of us have been lucky enough not to – either happily married, or we were smart enough not to get married at all. I have never met a couple who didn’t have problems of some sort, of course, it’s normal to butt heads from time to time. But my husband Julian had cheated on me with a younger woman, a skank who had it all bared and ready for him to plow her cleanly shaven fields. How did any woman get their Brazilian waxes done that fucking closely?

The video of them together had leaked onto the internet. My husband Julian of eight years was a local politician – the mayor of the city, so it had turned into a huge scandal immediately, and he lost his job. But that wasn’t enough for me, so I kicked him out, and we were in the midst of filing for divorce. So legally, we were just separated right now. Still, even though I knew I would already be getting a hefty sum of money from him, I wanted him to feel what I had felt when I saw this video. I debated on making my own, even, and showing it to him. And then deleting it, of course. I was the victim here, not him. At least in the eyes of the public.

I thought of all this as I rolled a cart through the supermarket with my five-year-old son in the seat of the cart, kicking his feet happily and blissfully ignorant to the troubles his parents were going through. I almost missed being a child myself. It was a happier time, more simple. I made a toy out of anything – dirt was often my choice. Which was probably why I was an expert at digging it up now, and also making it.

Even if I had the power to make a revenge video for him, how would I find someone to make it with? It’s not like any men were clamoring to be my suitors now that it was obvious I was going to be single again. It was probably because I was already a mother. Kids had a tendency to walk in on their parents and ruin their sex lives. At least, that’s how it had gone down with me and my husband. I hadn’t had sex with him, much less anyone, in almost a year. Perhaps that’s why he had run off to see someone else. I guessed his hand, or his many toys hadn’t been good enough for him.

Did I mention I was getting the toys too in the divorce? He was going to miss his closet.

I absentmindedly shoved one last item into my cart and pushed it to the checkout counter. I waited in line, reading a trashy magazine. I never bought these magazines nor subscribed to them, but it was better than waiting with nothing to do. So many stories of cheating lovers, dark secrets, and untold riches. All of it was a lie. No one was actually like that in real life. There was always something more that these trash magazines conveniently left out to make their stories juicier, with a clear victim and predator. It wasn’t that clear cut in real life.

Especially with what I wanted to do to my husband. To everyone, I would be the weeping wife who had lost the love of her life to a slut. That’s what all the papers and trashy magazines would say. But behind closed doors, I was really more than that, and he was about to get what was coming to him, even if I had to hire a prostitute to get me off in front of a camera.

It finally came to my turn, and I rolled the cart forward. My son had been silent for most of this trip thankfully. I was especially thankful now that I was looking up at the clerk. Bingo. He was my prime candidate for this.

He was a particularly short young man with dark skin, but his eyes were bright, and they caught my gaze first, and then his smile. I could tell that he wasn’t enjoying his day through this fake smile, and that he’d rather have been anywhere but at work. So, when he finally did get off work, I decided to make his day end much better than it had started – especially since I soon would have the house to myself. My husband would come to take my son for the weekend, since custody was the first thing we agreed on. No matter what kind of scum my husband was to me, my son still needed his father.

“Hi there,” the man said in a monotone voice, like he’d welcomed a thousand other customers in the same way.

“Nice eyes,” I said, and immediately I could tell I had completely thrown him off. He tilted his head as he scanned my items.

“Thanks,” he said. “Most people notice them first anyways though.”

Of course, they would, they were so bright. I looked at his name tag. Chad. “They aren’t your only good quality, Chad.”

He finished scanning my many items and told me how much I owed him. I handed over the money, and then handed him a dollar tip – with my number written on it. “Give me a call if you want to hear more about what’s so interesting about you?”

He smiled genuinely for the first time that day and tucked the dollar into his pocket. “I’ll make sure not to spend this too carelessly then. What’s your name?”

“You can call me Mistress, if you’d like.”

A mischievous look flashed across his eyes, matching my tone of voice. “Really now? But what about the father of your child?”

He motioned to my son, and I waved him off. “That idiot is getting a divorce from me anyways. In fact, I had planned a little revenge on him for cheating on me, if you’re interested in helping. My son will be with him as of tonight.”

“I don’t really feel comfortable getting involved in personal problems.”

“No, it’s not a problem; all I’ll be doing is also cheating on him. You don’t have to do a thing… except me.” I smirked.

For the first time, he chuckled. “I’ll call you later then.”

I rolled the cart away with my purchased goods and then drove home with my son. I got him prepared for his weekend getaway, and right on cue, the scumbag came to get him just before supper time.

Of course, he smiled at me and tried to cozy up to me and gain my forgiveness – but I sent him on his way coldly, without regret. He deserved no sympathy or forgiveness from me, no matter how much I wanted things to go back to the way they were. He wouldn’t break up with his side whore, and he wouldn’t ever empathize with the humiliation I felt unless I forced him to. Perhaps if he showed me some grand gesture and proved that he would be loyal from now on, maybe I might be willing to try again. But no man was ever willing to change for someone else, so what was the point to not getting revenge on him? He deserved every bit of what was coming to him.

Even as he led my son out, holding onto his hand and his suitcase in the other hand, acting like the father I knew he would be when I married him, I could see the snake behind that warm exterior. I would not be fooled twice.

I locked the door behind him, and watched him drive away. I ate supper alone in a chilly quiet environment. Even with how warm the food was, I still felt like a ghost was haunting me. Maybe it was the ghost of the past, of what once was.

After supper, Chad called, and I invited him over to my address, giving him directions and assuring him we wouldn’t be disturbed and he wouldn’t get personally involved. I would make sure of it. All he would have to do with this is the good time he would be getting from me, of course. It had been more than enough to convince him, so I assumed he was lacking in loving from anyone else. If he had a girlfriend, he sure wasn’t getting any from her. I made a point to ask when he arrived so I wouldn’t wind up becoming the same woman I now hated.

I cleaned up the kitchen while I waited, and put on something more attractive than what I was wearing, and touched up my waterproof and smudge proof makeup. I didn’t want it to sweat or kiss off, after all, and I wanted to make a good impression – better than I had probably made in the supermarket wearing fucking sweats and a ponytail. I let my hair down and put some shine serum into it, taming any strays as well.

As I finished the final touches to my look, I heard my doorbell ring. I rushed downstairs to open the door for Chad. I only felt the slightest tinge of guilt for using him like this, but then I realized he’d agreed to it. I wasn’t forcing him to join me tonight. Nor did I force my husband away to someone else. Circumstances were different now, I told myself. I didn’t need to be guilty for something I didn’t even do. On the other hand, Julian needed to apologize to me and then get out of my life.

I twisted the knob to the front door and invited the man in. “Welcome,” I said. “I’m sure you went to a lot of trouble to come here.”

“Actually, I live not too far from here, it was pretty easy to find.”

This was a relatively rich neighborhood, so I could only guess he came from a well-off family as well. “Oh, are your parents wealthy?”

“Nah I live on the other side.”

Oh. The area I didn’t let my son play in, because crimes happened often on the other side of the fence. This didn’t really deter me from my goals of videotaping, however, but I think he did notice me falter a little. “I’m used to getting that look. I’m not a criminal.”

He said it with a smile on his face, so I was taken off guard by how sweet he was. And then I realized no one should be used to discrimination. “Oh, no, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to…”

“No one ever does, it just happens. May I come in?”

“Oh, right! Please have a seat.”

I closed the door behind him, and took his coat. After hanging it up in the closet next to the front door, I offered him a drink, which he happily took. He was oddly nice to me after being prejudiced against him, or rather the area he lived in and the people there. I had thought everyone there grew up in poor conditions, and didn’t really understand good manners. I could already tell I was wrong, and I felt bad for it.

“So, have you always lived this fancy?” he asked, putting his drink on his knee.

“No,” I replied. “My husband… soon to be ex-husband bought this house. He’s a politician and therefore pretty well off. I wouldn’t say we’re rich, but I’m sure the house makes it look that way. Comfortable and without worries is where I’d put us, but then again I’m very lucky to be able to think so.”

I felt slightly awkward with explaining the situation to him. He nodded as he looked around, seeming genuinely impressed. “Well I know he’s probably not the one that decorated it. You’ve got good taste.”

He put a hand on my back, rubbing it reassuringly. It was a warm touch, one filled with love. Love he had probably grown up with, and was now offering to someone else. I smiled at him. “I’ll probably wind up pawning off most of it for money and move to a smaller place. It will just be me and my son, after all. I don’t need something this big.”

“That’s true.” He put his drink down and took my hands. “At the same time though, a lot of it is good memories.”

I couldn’t argue with that. I squeezed his hands. “Thanks. I guess I kind of needed this.”

“Don’t you need more than that though? That’s why you called me here, anyways.” He smirked a little. “You wanted revenge, so how are we going to do this?”

I tilted my head. “I was going to record it, and blur out your face. You seem oddly cooperative now… oh, I forgot to ask if… you had a girlfriend.”

He motioned at me, and then to his surroundings. “He’s got to be a psycho to give up all this and a lovely lady like you. I say he deserves it.” Then he smiled a little. “And no, I don’t. Me and my most recent ex broke up a few months ago.”

I smiled a little in almost smug happiness. I wouldn’t become that woman. “So shall I set up the camera?”

“I’ll put on some smooth music. Where’s your player at?”

I stood up and pointed next to the TV to a surround sound system with a few empty plugs for mp3 players and similar devices. “I usually plug my phone in there, but there’s a bunch of CDs there too.”

Chad pulled out his phone. “I got a playlist made.”

I put my hands on my hips. “Did you make it specifically for tonight?” I would genuinely be impressed if he did. Most men didn’t go to such lengths for me, to make it romantic or special. Honestly, any music at all would be nice. Unless it was rap.

“Yeah, pretty much. I think you’ll enjoy it though.”

I took a tripod out from a drawer, and set it up to record automatically when I press a button on a remote. I tossed Chad the remote. “Whenever you’re ready to go.”

He caught it like a professional, and then plugged his phone into the speaker system. He pressed a button, and then some smooth reggae music played in the room, just loud enough for us to enjoy without alerting the neighbors.  His music set the mood perfectly – soft, a slow beat, and poetic. He came over to me and took my hands, and led me to the couch, with the camera looking at us from behind it. I set it up that way so we wouldn’t accidentally knock it down while having fun.

For the first time, I wondered how good he was at doing that, or if he was even good at kissing. He couldn’t have been a virgin with how attractive he was. I hoped he didn’t think my initial impression of him was offensive, even if it only lasted a few seconds. I needed to get the idea out of my head that people on the other side of the fence were bad people, because they clearly weren’t. Perhaps there was something I could do to improve their quality of life, being the wife of a politician… and a victim case. People would take pity on me, and I could do things I normally wouldn’t be able too. Being a normal happy wife.

He put a finger on my chin, snapping me out of my thoughts. “Don’t worry about anything, okay? I know you didn’t mean it.”

I felt my mind quiet down almost as if he’d commanded it to, and then he leaned in towards me to kiss me. He stopped just before he did so, his breath warm and inviting on my face and his lips just barely touching mine. “I’ll treat you better than he did.”

I fell prey to the words and closed the distance between us, kissing him vigorously, wanting nothing more than what he promised. After a year or more of being cheated on and ignored, I wanted to feel sexy again. I almost wished I was in college again, so I could feel free of responsibilities as well. I wondered briefly if he was in college – he looked the age to be, while holding a job to pay for it. I wondered just how much of an effort it had been for him to show up. I couldn’t let it go to waste, of course. I would reward him for indulging my desires and pleasures. I was middle aged and probably less attractive than he gave me credit for, but he seemed to be okay with that – at least for now. Maybe once he saw me completely naked, he would change his opinion.

He kissed back, and then he pushed me onto the couch, onto my back. His lips were softer than I’d at first seen, and I found myself relishing how thick his lips were. Perhaps tall, dark men really were the ones to a woman should want. I certainly found myself wanting him more and more, with each second that we kissed. He had a musky smell to him, one that instantly surrounded me as my back hit the couch and he climbed over me. His taste was better than my husband’s, one that I demanded more of with my tongue slipping through his lips. We made out for a long time like this, a frozen moment where we’d forgotten everything.

Everything including the camera. He remembered before me, and picked up the remote. He must have dropped it at some point when we were kissing. He turned on the camera, and with the screen of it turned towards us so I could make sure it was actually recording, we watched the red dot appear. Chad put the remote down. “Camera or no camera, you’re pretty sexy.”

I giggled as he put the remote on the coffee table and then turned back towards me to kiss my neck. “You’re just saying that to look good,” I jabbed playfully. I knew he wasn’t just saying that. Or at least that’s what I wanted to believe. He asked me specifically what we’d be doing to get revenge on my husband, and I answered clearly. He knew what he was getting into. Maybe he was just saying what I wanted to hear.

Either way, his lips felt really good on my skin…

He kissed along my jawline, and then move down to my collarbone. After that, my lingerie was in the way. He didn’t seem to mind this at first, contented with sucking on my skin to give me a deep hickey. I winced a little from the pain, but for some reason it was enjoyable. “Again,” I breathed, and to my surprise he obliged happily, moving to one side of my jawline and biting the skin there. He followed the rhythm of the music, slowly forming a large hickey.

When the next song played, the music suddenly picked up in fervor and beat, and we soon found ourselves moving to it as we stripped each other down to nothing. Clothes went everywhere, including my lacy lingerie that I’d greeted him at the door with. It was more than just following the music – we became the music ourselves, blending with the rhythm with our voices and our body language.

One thing I had thought of him before I’d seen it was that he would have a massive cock. Whether that was racism or just hopeful wishing after a year of not being fucked, I couldn’t tell. But that didn’t matter now because he did have a pretty huge dick, and I wanted it inside me so badly. “Give it to me…” I moaned, not even stopping to be graceful or elegant in my movements or facial expressions. I wanted to be fucked hard, and I wanted it now.

He obliged readily with his hands on my breasts, almost as if he was putting on a show for the camera. I couldn’t blame him. Someone else would be watching him later. Maybe he wanted to prove to himself that he could fuck me better than my husband could.

I could tell you he already was, especially when I felt his dick slip into me. It stretched me beyond my imagination, filled to the brim with his shaft. I moaned in glee and wrapped my legs around his waist, pinning him to my ass. But even my pleasurable sounds couldn’t convey how good it felt to have a man inside me again. A real man, this time, not a cheating scumbag. Even though he was at least fifteen years younger than me, he was already better at everything than I could’ve hoped for. God, I was so glad I chose to speak to him.

He took my sounds as an indicator to keep moving, and the slickness of my pussy paired with his thick cock created a lovely sort of friction I could only describe as heavenly. I pulled him in for a kiss, cupping both of his cheeks with my hands, and then roaming them to his back, where I proceeded to scratch him with newly manicured nails, leaving small red welts along his dark skin. Even through our making out, the noises we made were audible, and it was very clear exactly what those noises were conveying.

He seemed to read them well, along with my body language. My hips arching against him, my body yearning for more physical contact, my lips needing to move, my hands roaming his body – all this and more. He pinned me even further down onto the couch, his chest pressing against mine, his lips roughly sucking on mine, leaving hickeys along my bottom lip. It was almost too much to bear, until it became too much, and my body seized up in pleasure. “I’m coming!”

He slammed into me harder and faster, escalating my orgasm that much more and I couldn’t help by cry out his name into the air, digging my nails into his back. He moaned as I did so, a little more out of pain than pleasure, but he didn’t stop, and I only seemed to want more after my first orgasm. I wanted him to fuck me like an animal. I had completely lost my head, and it was the best feeling in the world. If this was revenge, revenge was so sweet.

I didn’t get my wish to be fucked hard for very long though because it seems the noises I was making turned him on so much that he finished quickly inside me. I had gotten my tubes tied after my first son because I had only wanted one – and the first one had been an accident. So I wasn’t worried when he lost control; in fact, it made me want him, even more, to feel his thick semen inside me. He quivered a little, and I felt his cock throb as he finished.

“Fuck,” he breathed into the crook of my neck. He laid there with me for a moment, with the soft music blaring in the room and setting the afterglow perfectly. He kissed me, and reached for the remote. He turned off the camera, and then dropped the remote back where it had been.

We laid on the couch together for a long time, neither of us saying anything, not wanting to ruin the mood. Eventually, he stood up and began dressing himself. “That was pretty amazing…” he almost muttered it to himself, suddenly distant from me. I got a terrible feeling in my gut and dressed myself as well, suddenly feeling self-conscious.

“Did I do something wrong?” I asked.

“No, I’m just… worried about what’ll happen now.”

“I’m… never going to have kids again, if that’s what you mean,” I said.

He took out the dollar I’d given him, and handed it back to me. “I have your number in my phone. I’ll call you when you finally get this sorted out.”

He removed his phone from the speaker system, and the house went silent. It was a chilly silence, not a comfortable one.

“I… I’m sorry,” I said, not sure of what else to say.

“I’m just worried I might have gotten in too deep is all. Second thoughts.”

I motioned to the camera. “Well… I can always delete the footage if you want.”

He waved me off. “Nah, you said you’d blur my face. As long as you do that, I’ll be fine. No one will know it was me, no one has to know about this.”

I nodded. He stopped at the doorway on his way out. “Thanks. I feel a little better now.”

The tension that fell on the house after he left gave me a sick feeling in my stomach. Maybe I shouldn’t have done this. The guilt set in quickly after, and I debated erasing the footage. In the end, I decided showering and sleeping on the decision would be best.

I never wound up deleting the footage of course. When my husband came back to bring our son home, I felt that familiar tinge of anger settle in. “Well, look who the cat dragged in,” I said with an irritated tone.

“I left her, and I want to come home.”

The sentence struck me like an arrow in between my eyes, and I didn’t know what to say for a moment. “What?”

“I made a huge mistake… watching my son talk of nothing but you and how you cook his meals, and how he wants to go to the park with us, I know I can do better for you and for him.”

I felt my determination to humiliate him falter. “W-well, you’re too late.”

I motioned to the camera, still set up in my living room. It was stuck on the final frame, of me turning off the camera before going upstairs. He tilted his head, and then shook it. “I don’t want to know what you did, I don’t care if you did the same thing I did. I just want to make things right.”

It felt like a punch to the gut, but also I felt a spark of hope enter my life again. “But… I couldn’t…”

He took my hands, and pulled me into a warm hug. He hadn’t touched me in a long time, so long that I had almost forgotten what it felt like. I embraced him back, feeling bad for Chad but the reality of what I had to do was bigger than me and him. I had to work on my marriage, and try to fix it if I could. If Julian was willing… I should be too. And anyways, Chad deserved someone younger, someone, more attractive and able to have his children. He had his whole life ahead of him.

“Well… I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to at least try.”

He smiled and kissed the top of my head. “Should I go and get my things?”

It took me a moment of hesitation, but then I nodded. “I suppose spending a night together wouldn’t be so bad.”

He rushed out the front door almost faster than he came in. I could tell he was really invested in trying again. I wondered if he was the one that was dumped…

Either way, I deleted the footage and put the camera away. There was no need for it. My husband had already made it clear he didn’t care, so any revenge I had been planning would have been useless. It also occurred to me – unless Chad read the papers, how would he know when I sorted through my life?

He wouldn’t call me. It was for the best anyways. After all, we were from two different generations.

I sighed and set to making my son his lunch, the first of many for years to come.


43. Brenda’s Hot Revenge: Rough Passionate MILF Sex by Joni Blake

Though my marriage had always been a cold one when it came down to passion in the bedroom, I had always been faithful to my vows. Then one day I caught my bastard husband cheating on me with a girl who worked at the gym I own. I was fighting mad but instead of taking out my anger on them that way, I decided to get revenge on them both. That girl my husband cheated on me with happened to have a young, large, hunk and jock of a boyfriend. Turns out that he not only was a great choice for revenge but also the best choice for the best sex of my life.

Relations between my husband and myself haven’t been good for years. To tell the truth, they’ve been positively rocky for the better part of our fifteen years together. When we met, it seemed like the right thing to do. It was one of those situations where I got pregnant very early, and we decided that we liked each other well enough to try and stick together forever. That is such a scary word for a girl in her early twenties though, and I didn’t fully understand what it meant at the time.

To his credit, Rodney wanted to stay and help raise our son, Andrew, so we got married in a modern version of the old shotgun wedding and off we went. Problems pretty much started from before we finished the wedding and have continued ever since. You may ask why I didn’t get the marriage annulled or get a divorce early and that’s a good question. The two answers I have aren’t very good ones from where I stand today. First I could say that I just never got that mad at Rodney for that long. The other reason is simply that I am stubborn and loyal at the same time.

So, fifteen years passed and I found myself a wife and mother in my late thirties with a fifteen-year-old boy whom I love dearly and a husband who I cannot stand. He doesn’t pay attention to me or my needs and never has since the first few years. I’ve pushed through by spending a lot of time with friends and throwing myself into my work. My work as the owner of a local gym just happens to be a key factor in an unfolding drama in my life recently but more on that later.

It took a lot of time for me to come to terms with the normal state of my marriage as cold and loveless. I tried to force every kind of counseling I could think of with every therapist we could afford and more than a few we couldn’t. Nothing worked. In the end, I decided to accept what Rodney and I had about five years ago to be the best I would get at least until our child was grown.

There were good moments mixed in here and there but zero passion. A friend of mine I confided in once said that it sounded to her like my marriage was like ordering a cinnamon roll without the icing on top. It has sweet spots but could be so much better. I told her she had missed her calling as a relationship diagnostic specialist, but I don’t think that is a real profession. Either way, she hit the nail on the head.

While I wasn’t the happiest in my everyday married life, I still enjoyed my every day. I always got up and fixed a little breakfast for everyone in the house, fed the cats and drank a cup of coffee before heading down to the gym. Once there I made sure everything was in good working order and that the schedule looked good. Every day during the slower hours, I busted my butt out on the floor to keep myself in great shape.

Usually, I got home after everyone else was already at home so dinner was usually up to the guys and they sometimes did a decent job. Most of the time it was just alright, but I figured they tried so it was fine with me. I wish I could say that my husband did most of the cooking, but I have found out in recent months that Andrew does the lion share of the work.

Anyway, it’s not perfect by any stretch, but it works. Well, it did anyway. I thought it was working well for a dull marriage to lead a loving home. I tried to make it work until one afternoon when I came home early. I’d decided to leave work early that day. Nobody was at the gym, so I just closed it and told Rodney I was headed home. I had about a forty-minute drive to get home, and by the time I got there, I saw Andrew fuming in the garage. He was throwing tools and anything he could get his hand on, and I was certain I had never seen him that angry.

I stopped the car barely into the drive and got out without even closing the door to run up to him. At first, he started to ignore me and walk away, but I stopped him with that motherly tone to my voice that somehow perfectly mixed love and venom at the same time. He stopped and turned around.

“It’s Dad,” he fumed. “He usually helps me with homework and stuff, but this week it’s been all me, and I hate it. He has a new friend or something who he is helping look for a new house, and I’ve had to do all my work and all the dinner cooking without him.”

“Are you serious?” I asked. “Why haven’t you said something sweetie? Where is your Dad now?”

“He left with her thirty minutes ago or something,” Andrew said. “He says they look for a place, but I overheard her saying that they were going up to your gym.”

“It closes in a few minutes, Andrew,” I said.

He smiled and said, “But Dad has a key.”

Suddenly my stomach dropped. I thought of all the times lately that Rodney had mysteriously had somewhere to go at all hours. Sometimes he even left in the middle of the night saying there was something he had to do at work. I didn’t care enough to question him until that moment standing in my garage with Andrew. I had a sinking feeling that I knew exactly what was going on and I was damn sure going to find out.

“Is Cameron home?” I asked about the teenaged boy next door who Andrew is good friends with.

“I think so,” he thought for a second and checked his phone, “Yeah he is.”

“Okay, I want you to hang out with him for the rest of the day while I go see what the deal is with your Dad okay? Don’t worry about anything. We’ll just get carry out Chinese food for dinner. Sound good?”

“Yeah,” he answered and started off to Cameron’s house across the street, “You’re the best Mom!”

My thoughts went directly to what my husband was probably doing at that moment, and I thought that apparently, I’m not the best for him anymore. Maybe I never was. I went inside for only a moment to gather myself and get a drink of water before heading for the door again. I stopped at the full-length mirror on the way out and looked at myself.

I was still in my yoga pants and pink and black sports bra. My hair, blonde except for the roots, was pulled into a high ponytail and offset the tan of my body quite well. Why wasn’t Rodney interested in me, I wondered. It seemed like I got hit on a dozen times every day at the gym and yet my own husband didn’t want to give me to the time of day. Waving off the questions in my mind, I walked out and got back in my car to drive back to the gym.

It’s not a short drive but this time I made in about twenty minutes, partially because the traffic is lighter going back into town in the afternoon and partially because I was flooring it. I slowed down as I pulled into the strip mall where my gym was located, and I saw a car near the front of the gym, but most of the lights inside still seemed to be off. I have more keys than anyone else, so I went around back and quietly got out of my car to approach the back door.

As quietly as I could, I unlocked and opened the heavy door and instantly heard something I wished I hadn’t. Panting, moaning and yelling from a female voice and groaning of a male voice rang out from the locker room area. I felt my cheeks grow red from rage and quietly walked towards the voices, the male voice being sickeningly familiar. As I got closer, I thought I might have heard the female voice too.

The sounds of sex filled the locker room in echoes of pleasure bouncing off the walls as I got closer. I almost stopped, willing to pretend that I didn’t hear what I thought I heard or know what I thought I knew. But no, I steeled myself against those thoughts and walked on towards the girl’s locker room. I opened the door hoping to find someone watching a porno or something else crazy that would explain away what I knew I would find.

No such luck.

There in the middle of the locker room shower area was Rodney pounding his cock into some slut. I glanced around his back before they even heard me and saw the other involved party. I was stunned into action. Like a shot, I stormed across the locker room and shoved Rodney in the back so hard he slipped on the tile and fell into the corner. Turning oddly to look up at me like he didn’t even know me for a second.

“Oh, fuck,” he said as my face finally registered.

“Oh, my god,” the girl said.

I looked right at her and slapped the hell out of her, “Darlene! How could you? What are you thinking? You could have any man you want. You have a hot young college age boyfriend I have seen in this gym, and you’re fucking my worthless husband? What the fuck is wrong with you?”

Darlene was my most popular yoga instructor and had worked at the gym for the better part of four years. She was just passed college age and stunningly beautiful. Some said she was a brown-haired and younger version of me, but I didn’t see it. Her hunk of a boyfriend was one of my regulars and seemed to be head over heels for Darlene. I was certain the big guy was a stud so I couldn’t figure out for the life of me what she would be doing with Rodney.

“Brenda,” she started to try and get passed me, “Let me get some clothes on or a towel.”

“No!” I blocked her. “You are going to explain this to me right now. Evan is the hottest guy in the gym and has adored you for the entire time he’s worked out here. You have him now so why screw around with this old fart?” I asked as I pointed at Rodney crumpled on the shower floor.

Something changed in her eyes at that moment, “Oh, Evan’s into me alright. He wants to date me so he can pawn over and try to get to you!”

“Stop it,” I said, “He knows I’m married and I must be almost twenty years older than him.”

“Oh, it’s true,” Darlene said. “No matter what I do for him or how hard I try to make him completely mine, all you have to do is walk in, and he’s talking about you again. You, you, you, it’s always you!”

“Wait a minute,” I looked at them both, “Are you telling me that you agreed to fuck this male hag because you wanted to get back at me for your boyfriend thinking I was sort of attractive?”

“No,” she said, “I agreed to do him because he outed you. He told me you fucked Evan and that’s why Even can’t keep his mind off you! So why don’t you explain that to me, Brenda?”

I sighed and rubbed my forehead, “Darlene, you’re my best yoga girl, but you aren’t the sharpest tool in the shed, darling. I can explain it easily enough.” I pointed at the floor, “Rodney here is a lying asshole. End.”

“What? That doesn’t explain why you…” suddenly Darlene stopped and glanced down at Rodney on the shower floor and her eyes nearly popped out of her head when he smirked and shrugged. She screamed, “Oh my god! You asshole!”

I thought for a minute she was going to beat him to death as her slaps and fists kept pounding him, but I had to stop her. Pushing her back to the other wall, I said, “Let me tell both of you how this is going to unfold. Rodney, you think you get to ignore me and screw my idiotic yoga instructor behind my back? I’ve turned down thousands of hot young guys who would trade their college scholarship for thirty minutes with me, and you decided to screw around on me with someone I know and who I trusted?”

Darlene said, “Brenda, I thought he was telling the truth. I’m so sorry.”

“And there’s you,” I looked at her as I spoke, “You thought you’d get revenge on me by screwing this fool? Sweetie, you don’t know how to do this revenge thing correctly.”

Rodney stood up, “Oh, no. No, you don’t!”

“Let me get finished Rodney,” I smirked, “Then you can overreact as if I didn’t just walk in on your screwing around on me.”

I glanced at Rodney, “You wanted to pretend I fucked that big hunk Evan just so you could get in her pants. And you,” I looked at Darlene, “Wanted to believe I had fucked your boyfriend, and that gave you the right to screw my husband. Have I told either of you how much I hate liars? Maybe I should just make what you both said true. If the two of you wanted me to fuck Evan so badly, all you had to do was ask.”

With that said, I turned around and walked towards the door, “Darlene, you are on unpaid leave for a week. And don’t worry, I won’t tell Evan you fucked my idiot husband when I seduce him into the lay of his life with me. Lock up when you leave dear.”

Their reactions were so great I almost wanted to turn around and get video of it but that would have ruined the moment, and I do love a good dramatic exit. I went by the Chinese food place on the way home and enjoyed a nice normal rest of the night helping my teen with the rest of his homework. I had decided to let Rodney stick around that night and in the future for the sake of Andrew, but he was going to pay big as was Darlene. I was already getting worked up for what I was going to let that big college stud Evan do to me as I went to sleep that night. Though I was nice enough to put a pillow and some covers on the couch for Rodney because he damn sure wasn’t sleeping with me anytime soon.

Because I think I’m funny when I’m angry, I made Rodney agree to fix breakfast, eat lunch with and provide dinner for Andrew that next day. I winked and told him I’d be busy and hoped he understood. He was fuming but knew better than to cross me again after I caught his ass cheating the night before. To his credit, he agreed and didn’t make a stink of it. To my credit, Rodney was still breathing mere hours after the incident in the gym locker room.

Of course, a great deal of that is because I was working a secret plan that day at the gym and I was all kinds of excited about it. You better bet and believe that I wore the tightest and most revealing workout clothes I could stand that day and the results were instant. Guys who had known me well for years and who were some of my most loyal customers were staring at me. A few even took the chance to ask me why I was dressed so sexy and one guy who I knew to be happily married – per him at least – asked me why I was torturing him so.

Their attention served only to increase my excitement about the arrival of Evan that afternoon. At first, I worried that Darlene might do something smart like beg him not to show up that day or something, but I should have known better than to expect something smart from that girl. She has a great ass but not so much under the scalp to brag about. Sure enough around the same time, he did every day, Evan walked in.

His dirty blonde hair was so short he may as well have been shaved bald, but it looked damn good on his six foot plus frame. He was one of my guys who could have been a bodybuilder if he wanted but instead just enjoyed keeping in shape. So many people came up to him and asked for help on several different things that he has told me before he plans to do some personal training soon to help with money. His little loose tank top only showed off his impressive chiseled chest and his powerful arms.

He looked my way, and I instantly waved him over. I would be lying if I said I hadn’t seen the way he looks at me. Whenever another hot girl comes up to him, he is as calm and collected as he could be. Something changes around me, however. I’m not sure if he thinks I am hotter than those younger girls or if he is into older hot women like me. I also don’t care. All I cared about that day was getting his attention in the best way possible.

So, after I noticed he was walking over, I turned my back towards him and bent over to pick a random folder up from the bottom shelf of the desk I was standing behind. Quickly I stood up and turned around, and he was just lifting his eyes from my ass. I smiled and said, “See something you like big guy?”

“Uh,” he shifted his weight nervously, “No. I mean yes. I mean I don’t know.”

Nobody was standing near us, so I walked a little closer and made my move right away. I reached up and pulled his shirt, forcing him to lean down. When his head was close, I grabbed it and whispered in his ear, “I see something I want: you.” He stood up quickly and looked stunned, but I only nodded, “Oh, yeah, so bad. Say, I don’t have plans after work today. Why don’t you hang around and practice your personal training on all the parts of my body you like to look at and fantasize over?”

The poor boy didn’t even answer, only looked down at his tenting pants and stumbled passed me towards the locker room. I only hoped that he wasn’t too embarrassed to take me up on the offer later or my entire evil plan would fall apart. I didn’t want to seem like I was needing to be with him, so I mostly ignored him for the time he was working out. He kept trying to catch my eye, but I was always just too busy to look for long. It was very well done if I must say so myself.

Finally, he walked passed me to hit the showers, and without looking up, I said, “Want company?” He looked up, but by then I was walking towards the other side of the gym, once again making him want to literally run after me. God, I played the boy like a base violin and played him very well. I would have felt bad about it if he hadn’t apparently fantasized about me for the entire time he had known me and if I hadn’t been fantasizing about him since I decided to seduce him the day before.

Evan wasn’t always the last to leave but that day the gym emptied early, and there would be no yoga that evening so there was no reason to keep the place open. As everyone left, I told them to have a nice night, that I didn’t need any help closing and that I’d see them later in the week.

When it was time for Evan to leave, he was walking with a few friends, but I called to him from across the gym. “Evan! I need you to help me with something.” He glanced at the friends of his he was with and said something quietly. I knew all of them so said in a loud voice, “We don’t need those losers you’re with. You can always join them later.”

“Nice to see you too Miss Brenda!” one of them said with a sick smile, knowing how bad I hated being called Miss or Ma’am or anything like that.

“You asshole!” I yelled with a laugh, “I’ll get your ass for that.”

“Don’t make promises Miss Brenda,” he said, “It will break my heart when you don’t actually get my ass, and then I’ll be too bummed to fantasize about you tonight when I…”

“Goodbye, James!” I said with a slow wave. “That’ll be all. Thanks.”

Evan was in good spirits as he slowly walked across the floor towards me, “Brenda, I was going to tell you that Darlene texted and asked if I wanted to hang out tonight.”

“Oh, she did?” I asked. Apparently, the yoga nut wasn’t as brainless as I thought.

“I think I might go out with her,” he said as he kept walking towards me.

“Uh, huh,” I said, “You probably should.”

“Really?” he asked, “You, uh, you want me to go?”

“Why not?” I asked as he neared me. Then I walked over towards the windows and started closing the blinds one by one. “Isn’t she your girlfriend.”

“Sure,” he answered then said, “Well, I guess. I mean, we aren’t… uh, we don’t really…”

“I understand Evan,” I said still mostly ignoring him, but I saw in the window reflection that he kept walking towards me. “So, you should probably go.”

“I, uh, I should? But I thought you wanted…”

I turned around and quickly asked, “What? You thought I wanted what?”

“Oh, uh, nothing I guess.”

“I wanted you to practice your personal training techniques on me,” I said.

“Oh, right,” he shrugged, and I could tell he was still confused.

“Right,” I said and walked over towards the middle of the floor, noticing that he was still following me. “When I’m done with you, you can go see Darlene if you want. That’s fine.”

“What did you want me to do first?” he asked.

Quickly I pulled my top off and tossed it to one side, exposing my breasts which held up pretty well for a girl nearing forty, and turned around, “I want you to fuck me, right here and right now.”

The big stud was stunned into silence, but I knew he wanted it from the way his breath quickened so I didn’t waste a second. I took a step back and stood on a bench that was near me and jumped out onto him, wrapping my arms around his neck and planting my lips on his in the process. He didn’t hesitate to grab me, and I instantly was even more turned on by the way I felt nearly weightless in his powerful arms. He held me and kissed me like he had been dreaming about it his entire adult life. For me, even though I had planned most of it out, the actual moment I made my move was all impulse. That made it even more exciting when he started to take control.

“Yes,” I said as he carried me over to another bench and laid me down on it and grabbed my tight yoga pants. It might have been difficult for some to rip them off me but he had no problems. The little thong panties I wore underneath easily came off too and he hovered over me.

“Are you sure you want this?” he said as if he were trying to be sensitive or something.

I wanted to growl at him for asking me that after taking my panties off but instead I pulled his face down to mine and bit his earlobe before saying, “Shut up and fuck me, you big lug. That is, if you can handle a real woman like me.” He pulled away from me, and I knew by the look in his eyes that I had hit a nerve. I pushed farther by smiling up at him and saying, “What? Did I hurt your feelings? What are you going to do about it?”

“You want me to fuck you?” he asked.

I bit my bottom lip and said, “God, yes.”

“Alright,” he said and lifted me up roughly, “You asked for it.”

He swung me around like I was a loaf of bread in his strong arms and jerked his pants down quickly. I was already panting as I held on to him, nibbling and kissing his powerful neck and shoulders everywhere I could manage. Then he lifted me up and put me down on another bench, threw my legs apart and dove his face down between my thighs.

“Oh, yes,” I yelled as he roughly rattled his lips and tongue around my pussy. It wasn't finessed and detailed but it was damn sure passionate, and that was a welcome change to my body which was already reacting in strong ways. My back arched as I felt a surge of need flow through me. He was doing just enough of the right things and touching just enough of the right places to make his ravaging pace drive me crazy. I tried to grab his hair, but my hand slipped off since his is so damn short so I leaned forward enough to wrap my fingers around his head and drive his face deeper into my pussy.

The more I pushed and pulled at his big head the more I understood just how strong Evan really was. He could do anything he wanted to me right then, and I would be powerless to stop him. I had turned lose an animal inside of him, and nothing in the world could have made me more wet and horny for what I knew was coming.

With a rush of movement, he lifted me up again and carried me easily across the floor, stopping at a machine that had a pull-up bar in the middle. I instinctively grabbed it and lifted my hips up to his shoulders, wrapping my thighs around his big thick neck and head. He took the hint and began to lick and suck on my pussy once again. His hands came up under my ass and helped support my weight, but I didn’t need his help. His shoulders were broad and strong enough for me to rest comfortably on. Never in my life had I been with someone so strong and powerful and I began to only hope that what he had in store for me would equal how big and strong he was everywhere else.

He pulled his eyes up and ordered me, “Let go.”

I did what he said, and my body dropped for a brief second, forcing a yelp of surprise from me before he caught me and stood me on the floor facing away from him. It was near another workout machine that had ropes on either side for arm work, and I grabbed a rope in each hand as he grabbed my hair and slapped my ass. “Yes!” I said in mass approval, “Fuck me hard!”

It somehow made it even better that I felt his cock before I saw it. My pussy was drenched and primed for an orgasm, but the fit was still very tight as he shoved inside. I squealed in response to the rough entry, but he held firm to my hair and to my ass with another hand, shoving himself fully inside.

He didn’t go slow at all, not even for a moment, instead choosing to slam himself inside of me seemingly as hard and fast as he could. As the passion and feverish need for more rushed through me, I began to pull on the ropes, not even knowing how much weight they were set to. As he fucked my pussy from behind, my arms rippled with strength, pulling the weights up inch by inch. An orgasm was coming upon me fast, and my power seemed to spike as he reached around and firmly grabbed my breasts with one hand, somehow switching from one to another with the same long and large hand.

More and faster he pushed into me, switching his hand back again to slap my ass hard. I felt the orgasm building even faster, and my arms pulled the weights even higher up. He pulled my hair back hard and shoved his cock into me completely, as far as it would go. My orgasm exploded over me, sapped my strength and the weights slammed down hard.

It wasn’t enough to stop him from pumping into me from behind. It was so incredible in the afterglow of the first orgasm to have him still taking me so forcefully and hard from behind that I was almost upset when he snatched my body up and turned me around. Almost, but not for long as he settled me down onto his shaft while holding me up in his powerful arms. I didn’t have to hold on at all, so I just laid back as he began pumping into my pussy harder and faster again. My body was like a ragdoll, sloshing up and down as he took me. I screamed and yelled my approval and desire for him over and again, and he delivered more and more.

Quickly I felt another orgasm build, and I lifted myself up with just the power of my stomach, still not even grabbing his neck with my hands. He partially held me up as well as I stared into his eyes. He was snarling as he roughly slapped his cock into mine, the sound echoing through the empty and otherwise quiet gym. Then he growled, and I felt him tense up and thought he was about to cum, but somehow he held back, growling through it like the animal he seemed to have turned into. It was more than enough to push my second orgasm through me, and I then grabbed his neck with my arms, leaning my body against his.

It changed the angle his cock was moving into mine and slowed his pace a little but not much as he somehow managed to keep going longer and longer. God, what a stud he was. I’d never been so masterfully treated in all my life. He didn’t know everything, wasn’t a perfect lover but damn he was maxed out on need, desire, and passion. It was like everything I had never gotten from my cheating bastard of a husband was being given to me in that one encounter.

Finally, he started to tense up and slowed down, and I whispered, “Put me down. Let me finish.” He did as I said and I looked down to see his big swollen cock. Wrapping my hands around it, I smiled up at him and then took him as fully as I could into my mouth. I knew it wouldn’t be long as he was stumbling a bit and trying to find something to grab. When he couldn’t find anything else, he grabbed me but didn’t push me farther onto him.

When I knew, he was about to cum I pulled off, and he blew his load all over my face, chest, and stomach. It went everywhere. If he hadn’t been so good at what he did, I would have almost thought I was his first. One thing was for certain as we both crumbled to the floor, we happened at that moment to be everything the other person needed.

“Evan,” I said heaving breaths, “That was…”

“Incredible,” he finished for me. “I’ve always thought about what it would be like to take you like that, to just fuck you so hard but god I never thought it would happen. Shit,” he breathed heavily, “I could die now a happy man.”

I laughed and ran my hand along his chest, “Well, don’t go dying on me now. Who knows? I might not quite be finished with you.” He looked at me as if in question but all I did was shrug and head to the showers. When he followed me, I simply turned around and teasingly smiled with a finger wave, saying, “Until next time.” Then I shut the locker room door to get cleaned up. Would there be a next time? Nobody knows what the next day holds. My point was to get some good and dirty revenge on the two who cheated on me, and I did a damn good job of it, but I can tell you this. I am nowhere near being finished with that big lug of a lover, and there will be many more times.


44. The College Intern: Hot MILF Office Sex by Jessica Silver

I catch a whiff of his intoxicating scent. And I am undone. My hands do nothing to calm the raging waters in my soul. I look for him and picture a man who might make my dreams come true. Ready to give up, I discover a boy who can’t even begin to know what I need. Maybe I can still have some fun with him in the darkened office. But he has his own set of rules and slowly bends me to his will. What will come next during a night spent under his power?

It was the scent. A heady mixture of ocean breezes mingling with baby powder. Like fresh laundry swaying under a spring breeze. As soon as the heavenly aroma passed under my nose, my only wish was to fly from my desk and seek out the source. Naturally, that had to be the precise moment that I was chained to my desk via a conference call to the Chicago branch. Every time I tried to inch away yet somehow stay in range of the speaker phone, McCord asked for a new set of facts and figures. Damn me for not saving the info to my table. Clicking through the files, the scent stayed strong, and I craned my neck hoping to solve the mystery. One request for an Excel spreadsheet later and the scent simply lingered before vanishing altogether. I practically jumped at McCord’s declaration that we pick this up again next week and didn’t even wait through the series of goodbyes as I ended the call.

On my feet and more determined than ever, I stood in the doorway of my office and glanced up and down the checker carpeted hallway. Only Marissa from accounting padded by and I headed out to the sea of cubicles. Nothing but familiar faces crossed my line of sight, and Kelly startled me with her squeaky voice as I turned my head.

“Anything you need, Ms. Randolph?” she asked.

“I…”

What was I supposed to say? Did you happen to catch a whiff of the god that walked by my office? Definitely wouldn’t trip of the tongue as easily as who’s wearing the gold tie or the blue blazer?

“I’m fine, Kelly, I said, lied. “Just needed to stretch my legs.”

“I get it,” Kelly chirped. “I’ve started forcing myself to walk around the building twice during my lunch hour. I read this thing about people in offices needing to take every chance to keep the blood circulating so…”

Her voice became so much white noise as I glanced to the glass and looked across the atrium. I recognized Porter from HR and Wilson from IT. Their colognes were as familiar to me as their faces. A combination of AXE body spray and cigarettes. And even if either one was trying something new, neither man was remotely up my alley.

Defeated, I lumbered back to my desk and shut the door behind me leaning against the frame. Maybe it was all some olfactory illusion brought on my not enough sleep and the desperate desire to be with a man again. Three months since Luke up and I parted ways. Totally mutual, the relationship was going nowhere…

…but I still had needs. And the vibrator stashed in the back of my underwear drawer just was not cutting it anymore.

But I gave it a whirl after washing my sheets and getting as close to the heavenly scent as possible. The sense memory was too real to call the experience imagined, and I rode the humming phallus with a miserable sigh. What if it was just someone passing through, going to or coming from a meeting? No way to really track the visitors despite the fact that they had to sign in. That was the way it was with unfamiliar faces…

“Hold up!”

Screaming out loud as I tossed the vibrator aside before coming, I ran one hand over my flushed face, the realization hitting my like a flash of headlights suddenly turning a corner just as I had the chance to apply the brakes. It could be someone from the temp pool! Would explain why I’d never savored the scent before and I dove into my closet already searching for an outfit that would slay as I pictured the next morning in my mind and hardly slept in the hope of my fantasy coming to life.

Arriving early in a lavender skirt paired with the cream colored jacketed buttoned high and showing just the right amount of cleavage with nothing but my best bra close to my flesh, I ambled through another row of desks where men in ties and their shirt sleeves and women wearing sweaters took orders for the busy season. Normally they never entered my realm of awareness unless there was some kind of foul up and I needed all the facts before soothing a seething customer. My mystery man could bring the company to the verge of bankruptcy, and I would find a way to forgive him. But even as I lingered beside each workstation and rattled off banalities about checking in and everyone doing a bang up job I was no closer to realizing my wish. So much for my brilliant burst of inspiration. And I didn’t even climax, excited for altogether different reasons.

Kelly paced around her desk and shot me a quick wink. At least her day was off to a good start. I was thinking of leaving early with some paltry excuse about an appointment off site when I remembered that Alexandra was scheduled for her performance evaluation at two o’clock. I’d put her off three times too many. Resigning myself to the quarterly reports, I took lunch at my desk and kept looking to the hallway. Must have been a visitor. I was doomed to never spy what had to be a strapping man in a three-piece suit who would sweep me off my feet and let me bury my nose in his sweet smelling neck. Making like Kelly, I walked about my office and felt no better until it was time to go over Alexandra’s pros and cons.

“I can’t believe it’s already been a year,” I started. “How do you feel everything is going.”

“I think it’s good,” she started. “I mean sometimes I wonder if I’m talking too much. But then maybe I’m not saying enough. But then it’s like I don’t want to be slacking off. Or on the  other hand, I might be overstepping which is never smart. Unless I really have the right idea. But that sounds pretentious. Not saying that I know more than any of my coworkers. Unless you think that I should be a little bolder or---”

“Alexandra, stop!”

She nearly fell out of her chair as I waved one hand in the air and peered into her wide eyes.

“I think it’s going well, too,” I continued. “Point of fact my only real criticism is that you second guess too much. I would advise following your instincts a bit more and---”

My speech came to a halt as every wish wrapped in reality was suddenly close enough to do more than smell. The taste filling the air tantalized the tip of my tongue, and I tried to end things with Alexandra…

“Yes, Ms. Randolph,” she said, her voice stopping me in my tracks. “My dad always says that a person should go with their gut. But I wouldn’t want to run the risk of a bad call. Unless you think that maybe I could learn from it and grow.”

“I… yes,” I said as I inched closer to the door. “Good plan.”

“Do you mean trusting myself or being a little more cautious?” she asked.

“Whatever you like,” I said, almost in the hallway when she grabbed my wrist.

“But that doesn’t connect with what you just said,” Alexandra challenged. “Unless… is this some kind of a test? Do I need to give you the right answer to keep my job?”

“Damn it, Alexandra! No one is thinking about firing you!”

Her lip quivered as her face fell. The scent drifted away again, and I could not summon the heart to abandon her reddened face on the verge of tears as I sat her down and patted her knee.

“Sorry,” I muttered. “I didn’t mean that. My head’s not in the game right now. You should be reviewing me.”

She loosened her grip, and I looked outside my office again. No one. Nothing. Was the universe playing a cruel joke at my expense?

“Ms. Randolph?”

I turned my head to see her standing and felt her light hand on my arm.

“I think I get it,” she said. “It’s okay to be wrong as long as you own up to it. Thank you. I’m going to try my best to remember that.”

Alexandra asked me if there was anything else. But nothing would beat the bow that she had tied around the present of her raise and the chance to get in on the profit sharing. She left with a smile, and I could do nothing by slump back behind my desk and hold my face in my hands.

“I’m the one who needs a review,” I whispered. “I’m acting out of turn.”

Back to the reports and the sounds of the office emptying until the light outside the window grew dark. I wanted to hide until everyone else had taken their leave.

And when I finally dared to call it a day, the sweet scent hit me like a wave on a sandy beach. Was I still destined to reap a reward at the end of such a long day of hoping? I smoothed my hands down my skirt and turned the corner towards the copier machine.

“No.”

Not a visitor or a temp hoping to land a chance at full time. Before me stood one of the interns from the local college in crisp slacks and a dark red shirt. No tie. But what did that matter when he smelled like the rain…

…a shit load of a lot when I realized that he had to be at least fifteen years younger. Was he even legal? I felt my cheeks flush and wanted to hide under my desk until he was gone when the damn kid whistled.

“Why did you do that?” I asked.

“Because you looked like you wanted to say something,” he said as his pages collated. “Isn’t trusting your gut the play of the day?”

One green eye blinked under his dark hair, and I felt as found out as I did foolishly. He already knew too much. Was I going to add to my shame with the confession that I had spent over twenty-four hours searching for him only to find a virtual child in my midst?

“You shouldn’t eavesdrop,” I hissed as I tried to turn away. A hard hand, far stronger than Alexandra’s surrounded my wrist, and I gasped as he pulled me to his chest. The sweet scent was stronger than ever, and I studied the lines of his lush lips. Smooth cheeks, deliciously fluffy eyebrows… he looked like a man even as he smelled like an angel.

“I’ll try to remember that,” he said as his breath trickled down my neck and fell between my breasts. Heated like the sun despite the moon rising high in the sky, I felt drunk in the wake of his aroma, my knees buckling when he straightened my stance with one swish of his arms and backed away.

“You were nice in the end,” he said. “And I do like how you look. Voice fits the package.”

My outfit meant to kill brought a smoky haze to his stare, my knees knocking together at the thought that someone who had to be so supple under his shirt wanted me.

“I could say the same thing for your scent,” I said.

Finding his fingers, I gingerly linked my hand in his.

“Callouses,” I mused. “You’re new to an office.”

“Do landscaping with my brother,” he confessed. “Trying to get some of the ins and outs of the other side of things so I can help him set up his own shop.”

I had to sit down, and the boy brought a chair to rest under my body as I hugged my arms around my chest and let my eyes move up his legs. Stopping at the bulge that his pants failed to conceal, I chewed on the inside of my cheek and crossed my legs.

“How industrious of you,” I said. “Lucky for you, we supply gardening equipment.”

“I’m not here by accident, Ms. Randolph.”

He set his photocopied pages aside in a folder and pulled up a chair. Sitting so close, I started to tremble and couldn’t help but long for his steady hand on my leg.

“I’m a man that plans things out,” he said.

“Man?” I challenged. “What are you nineteen? Twenty.”

“Twenty-two,” he corrected me.

“Same difference,” I said. “Are we giving you a good education?”

He said nothing, the boy without a name, and I focused on his lips parting to form his rebuttal to my query when he simply smiled on the back of a laugh.

“Absolutely,” he said. “Today you taught me that it’s okay to make a mistake. That’s invaluable, Ms. Randolph. And there’s always tomorrow to correct it.”

I couldn’t think that far ahead and met his fingers on my thigh. Curling my touch around his, I inhaled his scent deeper than ever before and didn’t want to think ahead. My vibrator was not getting the job done. And boy or not the tent forming in his trousers was all man.

“It’s not tomorrow yet,” I said. “You really like the way I look?”

My voice was bold as he clutched my hand and I held my breath until he flashed a set of teeth like pearls.

“I think you’re waiting for someone to rip off that jacket,” he smirked. “What have you got going on underneath it all?”

Swallowing hard, I kept a hold of his hand and let him guide me to my feet. My free hand found the buttons, and I started to unveil my body when I stopped short and hung my head.

“You wouldn’t like it,” I sadly said. “I could be your mother.”

His eyes fixed on my breasts as he shook his head.

“I’m not that young,” he whispered. “And no way you’re that old.”

Was I blushing? The heat caressed a few fallen strands of my hair, and I didn’t take the time to argue as I crushed my lips to his. His taste was like cinnamon. How had I missed that? But the laundry swaying in the breeze came back as I abandoned his hand and wrapped my arms around his neck.

“You’re still so young,” I said. “Just like the night. But we… we could get comfortable in my office.”

“One of the perks of being on top,” he said. “Allow me.”

Yelping as he lifted me into his arms, I got my wish, drowning in his. His toned leg kicked the door open, and I saw his eyes scanning the space as he saw the sofa and moaned his excitement.

“This must be the place.”

He set me down, his fingers teasing the hem of my skirt. My mouth curled into a frown when he took a step back, and I reached for him as he unbuttoned the scarlet threads to reveal a firm chest lined with silky hair.

“And you’re in charge,” he said. “So a striptease?”

He kicked off his shoes and discarded his shirt. His arms were toned, and I fought the urge to touch as his hand move to his fly. Damn him for keeping the best parts of himself still hidden. But there was still his chest in all its splendor.

“Very nice,” I said. “I could return the favor.”

His hands were strong as he spun me into the center of the room,

“Was sort of hoping that you would,” he said. “I’m all eyes.”

Rather that he was all hands. But he tucked his fingers behind his head and settled in for the show. The jacket left my body, and I heard him sigh at the sight of the ivory lace coating my breasts.

“Matching set?” he asked as he lifted his eyebrows.

“Wouldn’t you just love to know?” I shot back.

“I really would, Ms. Randolph.”

“Far be it from me to let such a pretty boy down.”

The skirt slid off my hips, and I still stood in my heels, the precious panties perfectly complimenting my bra as I felt his eyes roaming over me until he curled one ankle around my leg and drew me closer to his side.

“Hasn’t happened yet,” he said. “God, you’re hot.”

“You don’t have to say---”

“I know,” he cut me off. “But can’t blame a man for being honest.”

He felt every inch a man as he brought me to rest on his lap and stroked my sides. Falling into the feel of his hands, I shivered as he found the catch on my bra and unveiled my breasts.

“They’re hot,” he mused. “I like looking.”

But the penetration of his stare was far from the place where I wanted this moment to stop and start.

“Keep your eyes peeled.”

Using his fingers, I wriggled out of the matching panties until I sat naked on his legs. Strange as it was to sit without any kind of armor, I stayed still as he reached between my thighs.

“Better ways to see you.”

One long finger stoked my clit, and my back arched as he grazed my pussy. Some boys might prove clumsy. Others would thrust and think that was enough. But my sweet smelling Adonis from the copy machine teased my tender folds and nipped at my ears. His teeth were sweet. His whisper more so.

“How do I feel?” I asked.

“Like the sky,” he said. “Smooth and sweet. But when do I get my hands on some sunshine?”

The power was mine, and I spread my thighs to sink onto his finger. His touch made me writhe, and my nails weakly stroked his chest as I tried to turn in time to his hold, his sweet scent nearly causing me to collapse when he arched forward.

“There it is,” he said as he nipped my ears. How was I even staying upright? It seemed like a mystery until his free hand surrounded my ass.

“You feel good all over,” he said. “You shouldn’t hide in your office all the time.”

Did he even know that I had spent the better part of the last few days seeking him out on the sales floor and in the darkest corners of my mind? Tensing around his smooth strokes, I seized his face and peered into his eyes.

“Maybe I was waiting for you to find me,” I challenged. “Did that ever cross your mind or your syllabus?”

Silencing him with a sharp kiss, I pulled away from him and assumed his abandoned position.

“Thought a woman like you would want to be on top.”

“I want you undressed first,” I said.

“Is that an order?”

Trying to keep my head in the game, I felt his cock pushing through the cotton of his… were they briefs or boxers? My hungry desire took over, and I lifted up to tear his pants away.

“Boxers,” I muttered. “You find that relaxing.”

“Don’t like being restricted.”

“Especially in the best places.”

He slithered out of his shorts, and I trembled when I saw his cock shining despite the dimness of the room. The pulse parted my lips, and I kissed the smooth tip, inhaling his intoxicating aroma as his hands searched my hair.

“And here I thought you were the one in charge,” he teased. “I…”

His voice trailed off as I licked the underside of his shaft and brought his speech to a halt. The boy planted his palms on my shoulders, and I opened my mouth. He tasted even better than he smelled and I started to let his lust trickle down my throat when I found the strength to push back and cradled his quivering chin.

“That… this doesn’t seem fair,” he said.

“Consider it a business lesson,” I said. “Bring them close enough to taste before you go in for the kill.”

Biting his lip before he had a chance to answer back, I leapt into his arms and expected to slide down his body to my feet. Why shouldn’t I savor my supposed power and try to make the moment last?

“Is that how it really works?” he asked as he raised one eyebrow.

“Let me show you right now.”

We fell into the wall, the corner of my desk grazing my hip. I kissed him again in an effort to keep the pain at bay when we came to rest near the edge of the window.

“Right here?” he asked. “Surprised you don’t take me to the roof.”

“I might before the night is out.”

Thirsty for his kiss as the feel of his cock still blazed around my tongue, I raked my nails down his chest and listened to his firm whimpers. His cock was hard against my thigh, and I eased his legs around mine until our bodies were nearly linked. I had earned this. A beautiful boy didn’t get to send my mind reeling and not deliver. Because I was in charge and strained to focus on that thought as he set my cunt on fire.

“Fuck…”

Playing for dominance as my body began to wilt, I wanted to use the wall to ride him when his fingers moved to the slit of my ass. He was hardly playing fair as he surprised me from behind and pushed into a hole untouched by any man. I should have him shown out for teasing me like this. But there was something to the sensation of him exploring my flesh.

“Easy now.”

He caught me as I fell, and had to rest in his arms at the feel of his lips on my neck until his whisper overruled his kisses.

“Do you really want a good time?” he asked.

My nod was weak as he lifted my limp body to my desk. Pushing the blotter and the pens away, I let my back sink into the cherry wood and tried to touch his face.

“Not yet,” he said. “That’s for after.”

“After what?”

“Do you really want to know?”

Again I nodded and expected him to bang me into the desk when he fell to his knees. I felt his lips curl around my toes and trembled as he suckled my skin. His mouth at my ankles sent shivers up my spine. All was swiftly replaced by the heat of his breath on my legs. My knees bashed together on the back of one kiss and then another. I saw his eyes fixed on the prize and spread my legs. Forget his face.

“Ow! You’re pulling my hair!”

“I’m still in charge,” I said. “And I’ve been waiting for you all day.”

“Let’s not have you waiting any longer.”

His cock pushed my limbs apart, and I arched my hips to take all of him in. So large that I was afraid I might burst.

“Easy now, Ms. Randolph.”

Apparently, his hands on my face were somehow allowed, and I kissed his palms as I found the rhythm of his thrusts. He spent long seconds buried inside me that threatened to turn me inside out when his push brought me back to the present. His cock sizzled as his fingers fondled my sides, and my lips barely brushed against his when I gave into defeat.

“It’s not as if I didn’t want you,” I said. “Do with me what you will.”

“Wasn’t part of the job description but---”

“Fuck the rules.”

He nearly pulled out, and I heard the whimper leave my lips when he fell into me again, close enough to kiss.

“Much rather fuck you,” he muttered.

“Then get on with it.”

He teased my tongue with his, and I bit his lip as he forced his hands over my head.

“So much for trying to make this nice for you.”

It couldn’t be that. This boy was the last mystery man that I ever would have looked for. At least I could relish his heat and---

“But something tells me that you’ll still like it.”

He turned his words into deeds as he shredded my sensitive flesh. Every nerve was alight as he crushed his cock into my cunt, every pulse followed by a swirl that made me shudder. Should I push him away or hold him closer? I had no words as my wrists struggled around his hands. But when he burst, there was no chill as his warmth met the blood rushing through my veins.  No cold as he came and I grabbed his face and felt his lips curl into a smile.

“Think we’re there,” he said. “God you feel good.”

He fell into my arms, and I nearly held him when the move seemed wrong.  He had to have classes in the morning. And I had a department to run. A few seconds that where far from enough, I slowly eased him away and started to dress.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“It’s late,” I said. “I should head home.”

“That sounds sad.”

“Well, I’m no longer young enough to stay out and drink until dawn. Sure you have something like that planned.”

“Maybe.”

He mirrored my movements, and I lamented the loss of his bare body. My cunt was still ablaze, and I could smell his precious aroma mingling with his sweat and the heavy perfume of our bodies as one when he blocked the doorway and gazed down at me.

“You want the truth?”

Terrified to hear it, I still nodded my head, my face falling into his hand.

“I think you wanted what happened here more than me.”

“Thanks,” I grumbled. “Sorry to see that tact isn’t part of your syllabus.”

“This isn’t about some credits, Ms. Randolph.”

“Then what is it about!”

He pushed me into the wall again, his answer a tender kiss.  On the edge of a sob against his lips, I clutched his arms and couldn’t help but want more of his hold when he pressed his brow to mine, his eyes sparkling.

“Well now that I’ve had you one way, I’d like to learn more.”

“You..?”

I hesitated as he touched my face and tried to make sense of what I was hearing.

“Unless this was all that you were after. And that’s okay, too. I can keep scarce.”

But his smell threatened to consume me every time I moved down a hallway. Maybe I could learn to live with that.

“So if it’s goodbye…”

No way I could survive the fiery kiss to my lips. I wrapped my arms around him and listened to him breathe even as we separated.

“I… someone told me that it’s good to keep moving. Want to take a walk with me so we can talk a little more?”

He offered his arm, and I was grateful for the feel of him so near when he came to another stop.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Just realized that you don’t know my name, Ms. Randolph. It’s David.”

And it was like music. We moved in silence to the elevator, and I shifted us towards the doorway to the roof as I cupped his chin in my hands.

“I’m Sarah,” I said. “And I’m so happy to finally meet you.”


45. Lessons Learned: The Older Woman and the College Man by Nora Walker

Susanne had a rough time during the last summer before her son left for college.  She was recently divorced and had given up on any semblance of a personal life.  When she and her ex-husband Michael take Thomas to college, she ends up running into her son’s new roommate.  She teaches Derek quite the lesson in pleasing women, and ends up learning something herself.

The end of the summer was always a little hard for me.  Seeing my son, Thomas, go back to school for another year always made me realize that he was just getting older and bigger and further away from me.  When it was time for him to move away for his freshman year in college, I realized that he would not be coming home the same young man I was sending off.  Throw in the fact that my husband, Michael, announced that he wanted a divorce shortly after my son graduated high school and it was a particularly hard time.

All of my friends told me that I needed to get right out there and start dating and having fun.  That just seemed inappropriate at my age, with a son in college, and everything.  Over the summer we worked on getting him ready for college, selling the house, dividing everything up.  It was a terrible time for all of us.

So by the end of August, my son was packed up for college, and my ex-husband and I were in our own apartments.  It was going to be a whole different world when we got back from dropping him off.  Luckily I already had a good job, so I was going to be okay financially.  There was no animosity in the divorce, simply a separation of two adults who had grown apart.  We split everything equally, debt and assets and furniture the same.  It would be okay.  At least, that was what I kept telling myself.

I did worry for my son though.  It was a lot of change all at once for an eighteen-year-old boy.  But what could we do?  It was just poor timing I guess.

One of my friends took me to some singles mixer at her church, and it was horrid.  All of these middle-aged divorcees, men, and women alike, were just looking for someone to hang on to, like some kind of pitiful life raft in the middle of the ocean.  I wanted nothing to do with any of it.

My friend apologized afterward and bought me a very strong margarita as payment.  I told her it was fine, but that if that was what was out there, I would just prefer to skip it altogether.  She sympathized to a degree but since she was in her second marriage already, I don’t know if she really got what I was trying to say.

Another friend of mine, Amanda, took me to some bar that was filled with drunk guys who were looking for one night of fun; truth be told, it was probably closer to twenty minutes of fun.  That little adventure just made me want to become a nun right then and there.  She apologized too, I guess it was not what she was expecting either.  That made me feel a little better, since she was recently single like I was.

Amanda and I agreed to watch out for each other in the future, to make sure the other was not making stupid decisions and that we could take it slow and that was okay.

The Saturday before Thomas’s freshman orientation, we had agreed to drive down as a family.  It seemed like a small concession to Thomas since his whole world was changing under his feet.  It was an awkwardly silent drive, but at least there was no screaming or fighting.  In fact, that kind of passion had long since dissolved from the marriage; perhaps that was why the divorce was inevitable.

Michael and I had separate hotel rooms for the trip.  Thomas had agreed to share one night with each of us before formally moving into the dorm.

“It’s already started, hasn’t it…” he commented glumly.

“I’m sorry honey,” I tried to comfort him.

“Yeah, I know.  Look I get it, I really do, but I don’t have to like it.”

He spent the first afternoon and evening with Michael, and then in the second bed in his room.  I was okay with that, gave me a little bit of time to relax and adjust to whatever life was going to be now.  I ordered up room service for myself, (by the way, being single means no one will get upset when you splurge) and enjoyed every delicious bite and sip of the Caesar salad topped with tiny grilled shrimp and two glasses of crisp chardonnay.  Afterwards, I took a long hot bath in the deep garden tub and let the scent of the bubbles soothe me away from reality.  I had brought some pampering treats with me, and finished the bath with a good scrub and shave of everything.  I crawled into the soft, clean sheets, and drifted off into a calm sleep.  I had forgotten how nice it was to sleep all alone in a big comfy bed.

The next day, I met Michael and Thomas for breakfast and then it was my day with Thomas.  We went shopping for more dorm room supplies and a few books that he still needed, then to a movie and a late lunch.  Afterwards, we stopped for coffee and dessert because I wanted to make sure I had answered all the questions he might have had for me.

“Yeah, Mom, I’m good.  It’s just a lot all at once, but I’m okay.”

I smiled softly, “I know.  We raised you right.  You are the best thing either of us has ever done.”

His tanned cheeks turned pink, and he chuckled, “Mom, cut it out…”

I laughed and let him off the ‘mom’ hook.  An eighteen-year-old boy can only take so much mom-mush at once you know.  I gave in to the fact that he would probably rather just have fun for the rest of our afternoon and evening.

“So how about some horrible action movies and room service junk food for the rest of the day?”

He grinned, “Now that sounds perfect!”

And that was how I spent the last few hours with my little boy before he grew up.

****

The next morning we all met at the dorm to official move Thomas in.  The room was a traditional dorm room, with the two single beds on either side, two small closets, two little built-in desk areas, a sink and counter area, and a rather small walkway around the whole space.  There was not really much storage to speak of, but we managed to find places for almost everything.  The little dorm fridge that we had brought fit perfectly under the window and in between the two beds.

“Did you need groceries for that fridge?” Michael was pacing impatiently in the small square space in front of the bathroom counter.

“Yeah, maybe,” Thomas nodded, fidgeting on the bed.

“Why don’t you two go take care of that?  I can stay here and make up the bed and such.”  I was trying to be understanding of the fact that Michael needed time with him just as I wanted.

“Really?” Thomas grinned at me.

“Of course.  Just promise me you’ll buy at least one fruit or vegetable.” I smiled and patted his shoulder.

Michael grunted some sort of response, and I just tried to ignore him.  I was not worried about how long they might be gone, I could tidy up the room and make the bed and give it a good wipe-down with the bleach wipes I brought.  Thomas would just tell me it was okay, and Michael would tell me to quit it.

They headed off to find a grocery store, and I got to work.

After about an hour, I had wiped down everything and made the bed, and was looking around for something to drink while I rested.  I wandered out into the hall in search of a vending machine, and had some luck at the end of the hallway.  I returned to the room with two sodas in hand and almost dropped them both when I saw a young man in the room.

“Oh hello there,” I mumbled, trying to regain my composure.

“Hi?” He had this look of cocky confusion.  That sounds like a strange combination, but on an eighteen-year-old college freshman, it looked natural.

He was slightly taller than me, wavy blonde hair, and laughing brown eyes.  In his tank top and shorts, I could see that not only did he love the sun based on his tan, but he also loved staying shape based on the musculature of his arms and legs.  He was a very nice looking young man.

His green eyes were raking me up and down, and it was then that I realized my thin tee shirt and shorts were clinging to me in the heat.  And since I was slightly perspiring, the top also looked a little sheer.

I set the sodas down on Thomas’s desk to introduce myself.

“Hi, I’m Susanne, Thomas’s mother.”

“Derek.  I guess, Thomas’s roommate.”

“He’s off shopping with his dad, so I was just tidying up around here.” I gestured around the room.

“Appreciate that, but it’s all going to hell when you all leave,” he chuckled.

I laughed, “Yes, I’m aware.  But I don’t have to see it like that the first day.”

I picked up one of the sodas and tried to hand it to him, “Are you thirsty?”

“Naw, but thanks.”  He sat down on his bed and stretched out his long runner’s legs in front of him.

I popped the top and took a long swig as I sat down on Thomas’s bed.

“So you’re not one of the parents that buys beer, are you?” He quirked his eyebrow up sarcastically.

“No, sorry, I’m not.  My ex-husband might be, but I’m not.”

“Ex?”

I sighed heavily and closed my eyes, waving my hand dismissively, “Let’s not talk about such things.”

“I’m a good listener, come tell me about it.”  Derek patted the bed next to him.

I shook my head, “I don’t think so.”

“Well, you look like you need an ear.” He was now rubbing the mattress next to him.

“I need a lot of things, but I don’t think an ear is one of them,” I quipped, not even thinking before I spoke the sentence out loud.

“Oh?” Derek grinned at me.

My cheeks felt hot as I flushed pink, “No, I didn’t mean… Well… Damn.”

He laughed, “You got something on your mind?”

I shook my head, “Enough of that, young man.”

He just grinned and winked at me, making the flush even worse.

Truth was, it had been a very long time since anyone had flirted with me, or shown any sort of interest.  Those singles mixers and bars did not really count because that as just stupidity and alcohol.  But Michael and I had not been intimate in a long time, even before the divorce.  And I certainly had not been with anyone since that.  And here was this very cute college boy flirting with me openly.  It was actually a tempting offer…

“You look a little tense,” he observed, trying to play it casually.

I shrugged, “It’s hard sending your kid off to college I guess.”

As I stared at my own knees, I could feel him studying me intensely.

“Yeah, guess my parents don’t agree.  They just sent me off by myself.”

“Really?” My head snapped up.

He laughed, “I’m the youngest of four, so I guess it’s no big deal anymore.”

“Oh, that makes sense.”

“Thomas, an only child?”

I nodded, “Yeah, he is.”

“I think I’ll take that soda now, if that’s okay.”

I smiled and waited for him to come get it, but instead, he just held out his hand.  Part of me thought that was a little rude, but the rest of me was acutely aware of the fact that this nice-looking college boy was looking for excuses for me to walk over to him.  I was torn between doing the right thing and following the unknown path, and I opted for the latter.

I grabbed the other soda can and walked it over to him.  Instead of grabbing the can, he wrapped his fingers around my wrist and pulled me down onto the bare mattress.  I fell forward into an awkward position on my hands and knees with him grinning at me eagerly.

****

I followed Derek’s gaze and realized that my nearly transparent tee shirt was now gaping in the front and he had a clear shot straight down my shirt.

“You look like you could use some fun,” his voice had gotten huskier since the last time he spoke.

“Fun?” I squeaked.

He nodded with the enthusiasm of a little kid on Christmas morning.

“Oh yes, fun…”

I tried to squirm away but his grip on my wrist tightened, and all I ended up doing was shaking my boobs for him.  Not really conducive to discouraging him…

“That’s the spirit,” he laughed, trying to pull me closer by the captured wrist.

“No, that’s not… I…” my voice trailed off as his face moved closer to mine.

His brown eyes searched my face for signs that I really wanted up and away.  But truth be told, he did not find them because they were not there to find.  It had been a long time since someone looked at me the way this sexy young man was looking, and I was actually not interested in removing myself from the situation.

Derek slowly released my wrist and rested his hand next to mine.  It was a smart move because anything that happened from that point on was completely by my choice.  I stayed frozen in that position, not willing to move forward or backward.  He waited a long moment, with his face just inches from me.

When his lips touched mine, they were soft and warm and cautious.  I didn’t respond, but I didn’t pull away.  The tip of his tongue grazed my lower lip, and I felt a wash of warmth flow through my entire body.

With a slight gasp, my lips parted, and that was all the invitation his tongue needed to invade.  As his tongue traced the smooth surface of my teeth and the warmth of my tongue, I remembered how sexy it was just to make out with someone.  I was still stuck in the precarious position of being on all fours, but I could have kept kissing him all afternoon.  His hand cupped the back of my head, and I moaned slightly.

I wanted to hold on to him, but I knew that if I lifted one of my hands, I would end up face down in his lap and that little move was too bold for me right then.

He broke off the kiss and grabbed both of my wrists. “C’mere…”

The heat that tickled my bloodstream was making me too lightheaded to argue, and I let him pull me to his lap so that I was straddling him.  Even through the material of our underwear and shorts, I could feel the beginnings of his excitement.  It had been decades since I had been with a teenager and I had forgotten just how quickly they were ready for action.

His fingers threaded into the hair at the nape of my neck and he pulled me down to his mouth to kiss me again.  It was hungry and needy and urgent, tongues dancing, teeth nipping, hands clutching at each other.  My body tingled with a feeling that I had almost completely forgotten about, desire.

I felt Derek’s nails rake down my back and I arched into his chest.  His hands tickled their way back up, making me squirm against the ever growing bulge beneath me.  He groaned and tried to pull me down tighter against him while his hips thrust upwards.  The friction between my thighs reminded me again just how long it had been.  I wrapped my hands around the bulging biceps of his strong arms and ground against him.  He groaned again, that deep rumble from inside his firm chest.

I slid one of my hands down his arm and then between our warm bodies.  His eyes flickered excitedly when he realized where my hand was headed.  I did remember that while younger men do charge quickly, they have hair triggers so if this was going to pan out for me at all I was going to need a little head start.  I let my fingernails tickle up and down the thickness under his fly, keeping up with his squirming hips as I teased him.

“Oh damn,” he groaned as his eyes fell to half-mast.

With just the pads of my fingers, I kept teasing him.  I stroked lightly up and down, squeezing gently at the thick head and the heavy balls until he could hardly sit still underneath me.

“Oh God, oh man…” His fingers dug into the mattress.

I leaned forward, letting my boobs press up against him and whispered in his ear.

“Have you ever had a blowjob that would curl your toes?”

I think the poor guy almost came right then and there.

He shook his head, “Nu uh, just a couple from some girls in high school.  There were… okay…”

I grinned at him and tickled the fullness of his balls.  I knew that I was about to give him an experience that would probably stay in his memories for the rest of his life.  I wiggled downward on his legs until I was crouched between them.  With my lips right up next to his khaki shorts, I exhaled warmly over the sensitive head of his cock, eliciting another pained groan from his mouth.

I made quick work of the button and zipper on his shorts and grinned when I saw that he was not wearing underwear.

“You look like you were ready for a good time already,” I winked up at him.

His cockiness had dissolved with the onset of his horniness, and he just nodded blindly.

His young cock was eager for action and bobbed out to greet me.  I reached up and tugged on his shorts until he finally lifted his ass and let me slide them down his legs and to the floor.  His smooth young skin was warm as I ran my palms up his thighs.  His cock twitched in anticipation of what he thought an experienced mouth could do.

I ran my warm, soft tongue up the shaft, feeling the hot pulse throbbing under the skin.  His fingers dug into the mattress again as he tried not to just shoot his load right then.

I was certain that his past blowjobs had been from young women who were neither experienced nor skilled.  I, however, was both.  My ex-husband used to beg me to give him one, and now this young man was going to enjoy the fruits of all that practice.

I licked every inch of the warm veined skin lightly, as though tasting a new flavor of ice cream.  His hips shifted and squirmed on the bed, seeking more stimulation for the ache in his cock and balls.  My fingernails scratched and tickled the crinkly surface of his heavy balls as my warm wet mouth sank down over the length of his shaft.

“Ohhh damn,” he exhaled in a rush of air.

I held him in my mouth for a long moment, knowing that he desperately needed motion and friction and suction.  My nails kept scratching and tickling until I thought he was going to come out of his skin.  With no warning, I suddenly started sliding my mouth up and down, fast and firm.  My lips held on tightly as my tongue swirled and lapped at the most sensitive spots.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck.” Derek’s whole body was rigid as he tried to hold on to his climax.

I wrapped my other hand around the shaft and moved it in unison with my mouth, a long wet warm tunnel around his entire cock.  I felt the surge of need under the skin and knew that he was close.  I slowed just a little, holding him on the edge of insanity with my tongue circling that spot just under the swollen head.  When I felt that final swell, I released him altogether.

He stared at me with his eyes wide, “Ohhhhh fuck…. Please…”

I crooked one finger at him, and we switched places so that I was sitting up on the edge of the bed and he was standing in front of me.  I yanked off my bra and tee shirt and threw them behind me.  Sitting there topless really drove home the point that I was about to suck off my son’s college roommate.  I had a flash of reality and ran to lock the bedroom door just in case.

His chuckle when I returned quickly dissolved into a moan when I wrapped my fingers and lips around him again.  A few quick hard strokes and his hips thrust forward eagerly.

I sat back and worked my hand in fast squeezing strokes until he grunted and shot his load all over my chest.  Splashes of white covered my full tits until his knees went weak, and he dropped to the floor.

“Holy shit,” he panted, trying to catch his breath.

“One other lesson for today my young man…” I grinned down at him as I wriggled out of my shorts and panties.

He grinned up at the sight of my trimmed and slippery pussy opening up for him.

“Have you ever…?”

He nodded, “A couple of times but they told me to stop.”

I laughed, “Because they didn’t like it or because you didn’t know what you were doing?”

He shrugged, “I dunno.”

“Then come here for your next lesson.”

He crawled forward between my legs, and I felt a fresh surge of moisture watching his grinning face come closer.  His girlfriends would thank me some day, even if they never knew.

I leaned backwards on the bed and inched myself right up to the edge of the bed.  When I felt his warm breath on my wetness, I moaned.

“Gentle,” I cautioned him, “gentle at first.  And everywhere, not just right in that one spot.”

His tongue was hesitant but warm and soft.  I smiled to myself when I heard him hum happily.  His tongue explored every fold and hidden crease until I was squirming and writhing on the bed.

“D-D-Derek,” I could hardly speak, “just right there, at the top…”

He flicked his tongue just once over the swollen nub right at the top, and I arched my back into him.

“Y-Y-Yes, there…” I wound my fingers into his thick blonde waves.

He flicked once more, tormenting me and teasing me, then twice, then again once more.  My whole body was tight with need and anticipation.

“More Derek, please… don’t stop…”

He pursed his lips around the aching little button and flicked the tip of his tongue fast and firm, over and over and over.  I groaned deeply and pulled his face against me.  There was nothing else in the whole world except the warm wet sensation of his tongue against my clit.  I was so close I could hardly breathe.

“Inside me, just one… inside me,” I begged.

I don’t know how he knew but somehow the rhythm of his finger curling into me matched the pace of his tongue and I lost control completely.

“Oh God, oh yes, oh please,” I chanted as I flooded his face and chin and hand.

Derek’s tongue and finger worked my body through the first and then the second explosion until I had to shimmy away when it became too sensitive.

After I eased back down to reality, I realized that he was laying on the bed next to me, stroking my hair back from my damp face.

“Now see, this will be an afternoon to remember,” I chuckled.

“Oh hell yeah,” he laughed.

A few minutes later, we realized that we needed to get ourselves tidied up before Michael and Thomas returned.  We splashed water on our faces, scrambled back into our clothes, and unlocked the door.  As a naughty little afterthought, I skipped putting my panties back on.  Instead, I handed to Derek with a wicked smile, and he just grinned back at me and stashed them under the mattress.

I went back to organizing Thomas’s school books, and a few minutes later they returned from the store with their arms full of grocery bags.

“You’re still cleaning Mom?” Thomas looked incredulous.

“Well, I was getting to know your roommate too.  Derek, this is my son Thomas.  Thomas, this is your roommate Derek.”

“Oh, um, hi,” Thomas shook Derek’s hand awkwardly, as teenagers tend to do.

“Well, we should let you two get acquainted.  I’ll call you later.”  I kissed Thomas on the cheek briefly and headed for the door with Michael.

Derek grinned at me, “So I guess we’ll see you for Parents’ Weekend, right?”

I turned away quickly before Thomas or Michael could see my cheeks flush hot pink.

****

Michael kept giving me strange looks as we made our way back to the parking lot.  I just ignored him and kept walking, a secret little smile on my face.  He never asked me whatever it was on his mind, and I was good with that.  Since I was never any good at lying, it was just as well that he did not push the issue.

I actually did not go back down there for Parents’ Weekend.  I let Michael have that one and told Thomas I would come visit him another time.  He seemed disappointed, but I just thought it would be easier.  Besides, I was not quite ready to run into Derek again.

In case you were wondering, I did not go out and start dating young college studs after that.  In fact, I never even had sex with Derek again.  But it did wake me up to the fact that that part of my life was not over simply because I was of a certain age, had a college-age son, and had gotten divorced.  It proved quite the opposite - that I was ready to have a personal life and that I deserved one.  And being a single empty-nester was almost the perfect opportunity!

My friends were very surprised when I came back with this revelation, but I just could not bring myself to tell them how it came about.  It was inappropriate, to say the least, and perhaps that was the thrill of it.  I also liked having it as a little secret between Derek and me.  Maybe someday he would brag about bedding his roommate’s mom; I just hoped he would keep his mouth shut until he wasn’t living with Thomas.

I have often thought about what Derek imagines when he thinks back on that steamy afternoon, and I just hope that he thinks of those lessons as fondly as I do.


46. Heather’s Hook-Up: The MILF and the Sexy Young Mechanic by Roxy Rhodes

I never thought that I, a 42-year-old Sunday school teacher, would ever have sex with a stranger—let alone, a strange damn near half my age. I’ve been very lonely since my husband left me for a younger woman, and I’ve tried to suppress my sexual desires by indulging in my bible studies and scriptures. However, when my car broke down one sultry summer evening, I found myself stranded, waiting for the roadside assistance to arrive. It just so happened that a young, handsome, muscularly-toned hunk happened to see me stranded on the side of the road. He was nice enough to stop and ask if I needed any assistance. Who knew that he’d end up “assisting” me with much more than just my car?

It was a warm summer afternoon, and I was on my way home from bible study at my church. It had been raining the day before, so I was grateful to see the bright sunlight, even though it was somewhat of a scorcher by mid-afternoon. After Bible study was over, I decided to go for an evening drive, since the weather was so nice.

I was driving along in my navy blue Honda when suddenly, it started to make a loud noise, and then the engine began to sputter, and my car started shaking. Finally, it cut off completely, and I found myself stuck on a country road—damn near in the middle of nowhere.

“Oh sugar honey iced tea,” I said softly, to no one in particular. I had been practicing not swearing ever since I had become the leader of my Bible study group, so that was the closest thing to the word “shit” that I allowed myself to say.

My first instinct, of course, was to shut off the ignition and then, try it again, because that’s what we always do when our cars unexpectedly shut down on us, right? So, when I tried to start it up again, it wouldn’t even turn all the way over. It sputtered a few times, but never did cut all the way back on. My knowledge of cars began and ended with gasoline and fluids (i.e. windshield wiper fluid, transmission fluid and brake fluid). I had absolutely no idea what to try next.

I sighed in frustration and banged my head lightly onto the steering wheel. It was nearing the end of the day, and the sun was just now starting to set. I knew I still had at least another hour and a half or so of daylight left, but probably not much more than that. I decided to pop the hood and take a look up under it.

I pulled the latch under the dash and opened my driver’s side door. When I got out of the car, I looked around, observing my surroundings. I was on a back road out in the country. I looked to my right and then to my left, and all I saw was trees and road. There were no houses or businesses anywhere in sight, and no cars on the road in either direction.

“What a clusterfudge,” I said aloud. I shook my head and put my hands on my slender hips. It was times like these when I really missed my piece-of-shit ex-husband.

Ronald had been really good with stuff like automobiles and household repairs. Our relationship had started out great, probably a lot like that of most young couples. We had met back in college. He was a psychology major, and I was studying teaching. It had always been my dream to help mold young minds and back then, I was determined to become an elementary school teacher.

Ronald had wanted to become a psychiatrist, and in time, that’s exactly what he did. We got married after I graduated and we moved here, to the suburbs, just outside of the city. A year later, we had our son, Marvin, named after Ronald’s late father. I had some complications after Marvin was born and had to get a hysterectomy, so sadly, Ron and I couldn’t have any more children after Marvin.

Marvin was a great kid, though. He took after his father. After he graduated from high school, he got accepted into a good college. He said he wanted to be a psychiatrist, just like his father. I can’t blame him, though. His father’s practice became very prominent—and not to mention profitable—over the years, in fact, that was how he met Bambi, the pretty young bimbo he ended up leaving me for.

Marvin had been a senior in high school, and Ron had started staying later and later at work. He had just hired a new receptionist at his practice, and her name was Bambi Farmer. Seriously? Who named their child “Bambi?” When he had first told me about her, I had laughed at her name, and he’d shot me a stern look. I didn’t think anything of it at the time, but even if I had, it probably wouldn’t have made any difference.

I think Ron and I maybe had sex twice during Marvin’s last year of high school. He became cold, distant and uncommunicative. A few times, I had tried to reach out to him, but he would always shut me down and shut me out. I actually started to get a little depressed, and when I told Ron how I was feeling, he actually treated me like one of his “patients.” He told me he’d be happy to “prescribe something for me.” And that was the end of that conversation.

The week after Marvin left for college, Ronald took me out to dinner. Here I was, suspecting that maybe we were finally going to start getting close to one another again, and instead, he ended up telling me that he was moving out and wanted a divorce.

He didn’t even have to say it because I already knew that he was moving in with Bambi. He had just been “doing the right thing” by waiting for Marvin to graduate before he left me high and dry. I was hurt, badly. I even took a sabbatical from work for a few weeks, just to try and deal with the heartbreak. My self-esteem was shattered into pieces.

Bambi was half my age. She was tall, gorgeous and model-thin, with big, bouncy breasts and a perfectly round little ass. He had told me that she was a college intern when he’d first hired her and that she was striving to become a psychiatrist, like him. I think she had a crush on him from day one—or maybe her crush was on his big, bulky bank account. He thought that she admired him, however, and not even a month after our divorce was finalized, he was remarried to her. Less than a year later, she was pregnant.

At the time, I hadn’t had the energy nor the emotional strength to fight him in court. He left me the house and the car he’d bought me, and I settled for a crappy little $2000/month alimony payment. Combined with my teaching salary, it was enough to live comfortably, but I knew I could’ve gotten at least double that amount, had I actually had the guts to really take him through the wringer.

That was almost two years ago, and instead of becoming a bitter old hag, I turned to my church family. Ron and I had been members of our church for over 15 years. He left it, of course, after he left me. I don’t even know if he and Bambi even attend any church at all, anymore.

Anyway, my church friends were very supportive. They helped me through my heartache and gave me plenty of volunteer work to engage in, to help take my mind off of my pain and build my self-confidence back up again. I became completely engulfed in my bible studies, and all of it did help me get back to my old self again. As far as men were concerned, however, I hadn’t thought myself ready to start dating again, just yet.

I raised the hood of my Honda up and peered beneath it. I didn’t see any steam or smoke coming from anywhere, nor did I smell anything odd or abnormal. I honestly had no idea what could have gone wrong with my car. I brushed away the small beads of perspiration that had just begun to form on my forehead with my right hand. Although the sun was just starting to set, it was still pretty warm out.

I went back into the car and reached for my cell phone. I hadn’t charged it all day, and my cigarette lighter car charger had broken the day before. I had meant to get another one, but it had slipped my mind—until now, of course.

My LCD screen had a battery life level of 5% on it. I knew I was screwed. Who knows how long I would have to sit out here before another car would come driving along? I decided to chance calling roadside assistance. With any luck, I’d reach someone who could help me before my battery died completely.

I dialed the 800 number and got through the prompts without too much trouble. My battery was at 4% when I finally reached an agent.

“Hello, my name is Heather Dyers, and my car has broken down on out on Route 31, headed West,” I explained to the woman on the line. “My phone is about to die, so please send this through even if we get disconnected. I’m all alone out here and have no one to help me.”

I explained to the woman where I was and that the last cross street I’d seen had been about 2 miles back. By the time she’d put the work order through, I had 1% battery life left. She told me that someone would be out to assist me within 30 minutes to an hour. I got back into my car and listened to the radio while I waited for the tow truck to arrive.

While I was waiting, two cars passed by me, about 10 to 12 minutes apart. One of them stopped, and the driver asked if I needed any help. It was an elderly couple. I told them that I was okay and that I’d already called a tow truck.

About 15 minutes after the 2nd car had driven past, I noticed a tow truck coming down the road toward me.

“It’s about time,” I said, to no one in particular, with an impatient huff.

The truck pulled up behind me flashing its yellow lights. I got back out of my car and stood next to my driver’s side door.

The door of the tow truck opened and out stepped one of the most attractive, well-built young stallions I have ever laid eyes upon.

Now, in Bible study, we are taught not to look upon others with lust, but this young hunk, he had to be the sole exception to this biblical rule. He was so fine that I cursed for the first time in almost two years when I saw him.

“Damn!” I said, softly, to myself, cursing for the first time in nearly two years. I hoped that he hadn’t read my lips.

He smiled warmly as he approached me, revealing a perfect set of pearly white teeth. My heart actually started to beat faster when I saw them. I had already returned his inviting smile with my own before I had even realized what I was doing.

“Hi, there,” he said, his smile never faltering. “Are you Ms. Dyers?” His voice was deep, and his tone was friendly. He held out his hand, offering it to me.

“Yes, I am,” I replied, “and, boy, am I glad to see you.”

My impatience had, somehow, suddenly dissipated at the sight of this bronzed male beauty. When I shook his hand, I couldn’t help but to notice how smooth his skin was and how strong his hands felt. For a brief moment, I could imagine them touching me in places other than my hand.

He was close enough to me that I could smell his cologne and the scent was highly intoxicating. I let go of his big, manly hand, after having shaken it just a little bit too long. He certainly was a breath of fresh air. I had never seen a young stud with so much attractive exuberance. His presence was waking up something deep inside of me—something that I had been repressing for a very long time.

Just the touch of this young man’s hand sent a chill coursing through my body, and I looked into his beautiful eyes and couldn’t help but to smile even wider. I knew that I was flirting, but I just couldn’t help myself.

Perhaps it had something to do with the fact that I hadn’t had sex in over two years, or the fact that my husband had left me for a younger, prettier woman, and I wanted to get back at him, (or to at least feel like I could do the same) but, whatever it was, something snapped inside of my head and almost instantly, I knew I wanted this man. I wanted him sexually. I wanted to do all of the naughty things that I knew my husband had been doing with the young hussy he had left me for. But, I was an older church woman. What would this hot, young stud want with a weary old maid like me?

I shook the thought from my head as I watched the sexy young mechanic walk around to the front of my car. The hood was still open, and he looked underneath it with interest.

“Let’s see if we can figure out what the problem is, ma’am. Maybe you won’t end up needing a tow after all. If it’s something minor, I just may be able to get you going again, myself.”

You’ve already got me “going,” you fine, sexy hunk of young meat, I thought to myself, silently, hoping with all hope that he couldn’t see the lust written all over my face. For a moment, I eyed him from behind. My eyes traveled from the bottom of his feet, up his strong-looking calves, (he had on a pair of denim shorts) and then paused on his perfect, muscular ass. Oh, how I wanted to reach out and give it a little squeeze—just a little one!

I licked my lips as the thought raced through my mind, and he turned around to address me, again. I was wondering if he had seen me licking my lips while checking out his ass.

“Did it cut off on ya while you were driving, ma’am?” he asked me.

“Um, yes. It started sputtering and shaking a bit, and then it completely cut off on me,” I told him. It was the honest truth.

“I’m gonna grab my toolbox out of the truck,” he stated, and abruptly turned around to head back toward his tow truck. I watched him walk back to his truck and felt my heart rate starting to increase. Even the way he walked was ridiculously sexy.

I snuck a quick glance at my own reflection in my driver’s side window while his back was turned to me. I wanted to check my appearance.

Although my reflection was just a tad bit distorted, I could see what I looked like pretty well. I was wearing a tan-colored form-fitting skirt that hugged my slender hips pretty nicely. It wasn’t skin-tight, of course, as that would not have been considered appropriate attire for the Bible study class I had just attended, but it was feminine and form-fitting, nonetheless.

I turned to the side, briefly, to check out my ass, and saw that it looked rather nice in the skirt. I wondered if the young, hot repairman had bothered to notice it at all. Out of the corner of my left eye, I tried to sneak a glance to check and see if he had looked back at me, and I could have sworn I saw him sneaking a peek at my ass. He turned away so quickly, though, that I wasn’t quite sure if I had actually seen him looking, or if I had imagined his sneaky glance.

In any case, I pulled my skirt up just a tad bit higher and unbuttoned the top 3 buttons of my white, short-sleeved blouse, attempting to show a little skin. I can’t exactly explain what had come over me, but suddenly, I wanted more than anything for this young, hot hunk of meat to find me attractive.

He emerged from the back of his truck with a heavy-looking toolbox, and as he walked back past me, he smiled and winked at me. Maybe he really had been checking me out.

His sexy wink gave me a bit more confidence and motivation and I put a little flirtatious switch into my walk as I headed around to the front of my car to stand beside him and “pretend” to look under the hood alongside him.

He leaned forward, looking closely at something under the hood, and I closely examined the muscular, toned cheeks of his beautiful ass. I felt another twinge in my crotch as my gaze went from his ass up to his broad shoulders and down the length of his strong-looking arms.

“…might be your problem here,” I only heard the last few words of whatever he had said. I looked up and saw him smiling knowingly back at me, and I knew that he had caught me checking him out! I could feel my cheeks filling up with color, and I quickly looked away.

“No shame in looking, ma’am,” he commented, slyly. “And by the way, you’ve got a nice looking ass on you, yourself.”

My face lit up in surprise when I heard his words and I could feel that my blushing had intensified. I returned his smile with my own, and in that moment, something happened. We shared an intimate, knowing look between one another.

I don’t know if it was the romantic glare of the sunset that was just beginning over on the horizon, or the fact that his compliment about my ass boosted my confidence into overdrive; or perhaps it was the realization that I had an opportunity that may not ever have again, to feel young sexy and free—a feeling my husband had all but stolen from me when he left me for that younger woman. Whatever it was, it ignited a deep, burning desire within my long-neglected loins.

In that moment, our eyes met, and a spark ignited. Right there, in front of the open hood of my Honda, something I cannot fully explain came over me, and I reached out with both arms and pulled that young, hot hunk closer to me. In an instant, my lips covered his, and I closed my eyes, enjoying the feeling of his soft, supple lips, the taste of his mouth and the scent of his intoxicating cologne.

In that moment, I didn’t care if he pushed me away or rejected me, I just wanted to feel his hard, toned body against mine and his lips against my lips, even if only for a brief moment.

To my very pleasant surprise, however, he took me into his big, manly arms and returned my embrace. His mouth opened slightly, and his tongue slid between my lips. I moaned as our tongues intertwined intimately, and he pulled me into him, pressing my breasts against his full, solid chest.

His kiss felt sooo good! I wanted to stay wrapped inside of his arms forever. I felt a yearning building in my core, and I knew without a doubt that I wanted this man to take me. I wanted him to take me right there on top of my Honda, or inside of it, or even in his truck—it didn’t matter to me. I just wanted to feel him close to me, against me, and inside of me.

His hands found my ass, and he squeezed, cupping both cheeks in his big hands. Another moan escaped my lips, and I reached down and grabbed his ass in return. His butt was so perfect! I grinded my crotch up against his, moaning with desire, attempting to use my own body to send him a clear message. I sighed with passion when I felt his manhood begin to stiffen against my groin.

This young, fiery, stallion wanted me! Me! An older woman, a woman old enough to be his mother! He had no idea how sexy he made me feel—how desirable I felt in that moment!

Feeling him hardening against my body sent my sexual confidence into overdrive. I broke our embrace so that I could reach down and take his bulge into my hand. I massaged his hardening cock through the fabric of his denim shorts, licking my lips with desire as I did so.

We didn’t even need to use any words, and none were spoken between the two of us. I led him to the back door of my Honda, and I opened it up and climbed inside, motioning for him to get inside and join me. Our eyes locked in knowing passion and he climbed inside and closed the door behind him.

I was on my knees on the back seat of my car, facing him, as I began to unbutton the rest of my blouse until my lacy black strapless bra was fully exposed and visible. He reached out and began to fondle my breasts through my bra. I sighed in pleasure at his touch, feeling his fingers brushing against my nipples. I reached behind my back and unsnapped my bra, revealing my soft, pert breasts that were begging for his attention.

He gave them the attention they wanted, too. He leaned in and fondled my left breast with his soft, strong hands and took my right breast into his mouth. His tongue twirled around my nipple and bit down gently, sending sensations shooting through my body and making me moan and sigh with delight. He squeezed, fondled, massaged, suckled and licked my breasts with skill and precision. I could feel the dampness between my legs as my juices of arousal began to flow from my cunt.

I didn’t even know his name, but I didn’t need to. All I needed was his touch, his kiss and most of all, his dick. I reached in and began to unbutton his jean shorts, unzipping them with a hurried urgency. He had me so turned on that I couldn’t wait to taste him in my mouth.

I leaned down with my head near his groin as I freed his now-completely-hard and thick cock. It turned me on, even more, to see how stiff and throbbing with desire it was, for me. I felt another twinge in my crotch and more wetness of arousal seeping down from inside my pussy and soaking the thin fabric of my panties.

I placed my lips against his hardened cock, and a deep, long sigh escaped his lips. I licked my tongue around the tip and then sucked the entire head into my mouth, slow and hard. His hips jerked upward toward my face, reflexively, in response to my oral stimulation. He hissed his pleasure as I ran my tongue down up and down his shaft and then took him deep into my mouth until I could feel the tip of his cock tickling the back of my throat.

A trickle of pre-cum squirted out into my throat, and I swallowed it, happily, enjoying the mildly salty taste of his ever-increasing sexual arousal. I was loving how sexy I felt! I hadn’t felt so sensual and so empowered, and so free in sooo long! I guzzled his cock, hungrily, speeding up my rhythm and bringing him closer to the edge, almost to his brink, and then slowing it down, to keep him stiff and on fire for me. His moans and groans of pleasure and his sighs and hisses of desire were like music to my incredibly horny ears.

As I continued to suck his cock with intensity, he reached down and found the edge of my skirt. He hiked it all the way up my thighs and up over my ass and hips, exposing my panties. His hand slid between my thighs and started to massage my moist, dampened crotch through my panties. I sighed with his cock still filling my mouth. He slid my panties to the side, and his fingers found my swollen, slick clit and he massaged and stimulated it with the tips of fingers. My moans and sighs of passion and pleasure were muffled by his thick hard cock that was still filling my mouth as his fingers continued to work their magic between the folds of my pussy—folds that were growing wetter with every stroke of his magical finger tips.

I felt him slide two fingers inside of my now-dripping-wet-with-arousal cunt and I arched my back and jerked my hips upward and forward, into his hand, against his intimate touch. I let out another muffled yelp against the shaft of his swollen cock as his fingers massaged the inside of my pussy, stroking my walls and hitting my g-spot over and over again, until I felt like I was going to explode all over his fingers.

I needed the orgasm that he was about to give me, if I didn’t stop him, but I wanted to cum on that thick, throbbing cock of his. I wanted to explode my cum juices all over the head of his dick and let them run down the shaft in streams of climactic ecstasy!

“Oh God!” I cried out, withdrawing his stone-stiff cock from my mouth and backing away from his fingers. “You’re gonna make me cum, if you don’t stop, baby, and I wanna cum on that huge, thick cock! I wanna squirt all over it and soak your shaft with my pussy juice!” My voice was breathy, and I couldn’t believe how explicit my words came out, but that’s how much he turned me on and how uninhibited he made me feel.

My words had barely left my mouth, and I was climbing on top of his lap, straddling him in the backseat of my Honda like a horny teenaged girl. I moaned, deep and long, as I slid down onto his massive cock, slowly, sinking down onto it until it couldn’t go any deeper inside of my hot, wet twat.

“Fuucckk!” he said, slowly, into my ear, his voice breathy with passion.

We both breathed hard, panting and moaning in sexual bliss as I rode him cowgirl style, sliding up and down on his cock. His strong, muscular hips jerked up to meet mine, and his big, smooth hands gripped the cheeks of my ass, slamming my buttocks up and down against his exposed groin. I sped up my rhythm, bouncing up and down on his cock as he squeezed my ass with one hand squeezed one of my flopping tits with other. Our moans grew louder and more intense as we both got closer and closer to our climaxes.

I was in heaven! My body started to tense up as I reached my peak. I could tell that he was almost there, too.

I came first, screaming out in sexual delight as my orgasm took over my entire body. My legs tensed up and the walls of my soaking wet pussy tightened around his throbbing cock.

“OHHHH FUUUUCCCKKK!” I yelled out, loudly. Tears of extreme joy filled my eyes as I erupted into the most powerful orgasm I had ever experienced. I felt my cum squirt out of my pussy and soak the head of his stiff cock. My entire body was trembling uncontrollably. My head was thrown backward, and my eyes were rolling back inside of my head.

The hot, young hunk never stopped fucking me. He continued to thrust upward, deep and hard, into me, forcefully and passionately, increasing the intensity of my orgasm with every lunge.

And then, suddenly, he was there, too. He let out a deep, loud, “UHHHHHHH” sound as I felt his cock start pulsating uncontrollably inside of my pussy and a hot, thick load of his cum shot out of the tip of his cock and up into my cunt. He groaned loud and long, squeezing even harder onto my breast and ass cheek as squirt after squirt of his hot cum shot out of the head of his dick and deep inside of my twat. His body tensed up, as well, and he was as deep inside of my pussy as he could be.

We stayed like that for just a moment, locked inside of each other’s arms, enjoying the afterglow of our intense, earth-shattering orgasms. It was beautiful! It felt like a “temporary forever, ” and I knew it was an intimate moment that I would never forget.

After my orgasm had waned, I sighed slowly and planted a passionate “thank you” kiss on his mouth. Then, I eased up off of his still-half-hard cock.

Neither of us said a single word as we cleaned ourselves up and fixed our clothes, but both of us had satisfied smiles on our faces.

By the way, the hot young hunk was able to get my car going again. He discovered that my fuel needle was broken. All I had needed to “get me going” was a little bit of gas—pun intended!

We both laughed about it, in the end. He gave me five gallons from his huge gas can, and my car started right up with no problem.

That evening, he had “got me going” in more ways than one! It’s a night I will never forget, and by the time the sun had completely set, I was back on the road and on my way home.

The fine young stallion had given me his business card, and on the back, he had written: Call me anytime!

His name was Jim. Jimmy Graves from Graves Towing and Auto Repair. I put his business card in my pocket and smiled. I just might end up giving him a call, one day. He had made me feel like a hot, sexy, young vixen again and it was just what I had needed.


47. To Get Even: The MILFs Rough Revenge Sex by April Fisher

Of all the things my husband could've done to hurt me, cheating I thought would have been the last of them. Much to my dismay, it had been only one of the things he'd done, according to my personally hired private investigator. I decided some revenge was in order in the form of good, old fashioned getting even.

I never understood why people do the hateful things they do. Sometimes, I had a thirst to do someone wrong, usually out of revenge. But I never gave in to the temptation, thinking it would stoop me as low as them. I had always played the part of the better person, though after someone had wronged me, I refused to associate with them very often after that. I was the type of person to never want that drama in my life again. As a result, I’d left several people behind, especially in college. As I grew older, I left fewer and fewer people behind. Perhaps it was because people were being more honest with me, or maybe it was because if I kept cutting people out of my life, I’d eventually wind up alone. Maybe it was a little of both, or neither. Either way, I now had a pretty reliable small circle of friends and my husband was one of them.

Or at least, he had been.

Enter Dawson, a male of forty-two years with stunning peppery gray hair that used to be blond and bright blue eyes. We had married pretty early on, just after college. We had two children that were two years apart, and now, both of them have moved away to enter college themselves. One was two years into his major, the other just starting. I was envious of their freedom, and their innocence. I felt old, even though my husband had always kissed me while we stood in front of the bathroom mirror and said he saw a beautiful woman, and a lovely person.

He had been a good person himself once. He used to bring me little gifts home just because he’d been thinking about me, and sometimes when I looked tired to him, he would tell me to go have a bath or take a nap, and he’d take care of some of the housework. He used to be romantic as well, and once the kids left home, we decided to take a celebratory second honeymoon, and went on a cruise together.

It was not long after that that he started acting strangely, and as a result, so did I. While doing laundry I would search his pockets for any sign that I wasn’t crazy. I looked inside his address book and his agenda, looking for signs of someone else. I found none. Either he was hiding it well, or I was just a crazy jealous wife who needed to chill.

But then he stopped bringing the gifts home. He said he’d been too tired lately to get any, but he’d try harder when he didn’t feel so exhausted. He also stopped doing the chores for me too. I didn’t notice that one at first, because he didn’t always offer. But I noticed over a few weeks that he stopped offering. I wondered if it had been something I’d said or done over the honeymoon, or maybe we were just getting too old to keep up the romance.

But we were only in our forties, and we were perfectly capable. So what was going on with him?

I decided in a moment of crazy that I would hire a private investigator. I had savings of my own that I had always kept separate from the joint bank account we had, if only for my own sake. He’d never complained, and we’d always had enough for bills anyways. So with that money, I sent this detective on his way to ease my mind. I hoped beyond hope that my husband was just getting erectile dysfunction or something and was feeling low.

What the detective came back with only made me feel lower than low; and extremely angry.

“Sorry, ma’am. These were the photos I took. I know this isn’t what you wanted to see.”

I flipped through the photos, laying them out on my kitchen table. It was early afternoon, and Dawson wouldn’t be home for another three hours, at least from what he told me. I expected he’d be longer, because these photos depicted another woman.

They were holding hands in one photo, and the photos gradually got more and more sexual in nature. I didn’t understand why he’d done this, especially since I had thought I had been satisfying him greatly. He’d always praised me afterwards… so what had I been doing wrong?

“I know what you’re thinking,” the investigator said. I had forgotten his name, probably because I’d only met him once before sending him out after my husband. The detective was younger, with thick grown hair combed to the side and deep brown eyes, like chocolate. His face was chiseled to perfection.

“Who are you again?” I asked, probably suddenly to him.

“Er… I’m Detective Robin.”

“Robin, right. Can you understand how I’m feeling right now?”

He closed his eyes, probably to avoid me seeing him roll them. “No, I doubt I can.”

“Then how could you possibly know what I’m thinking?” I said, gathering up the photos and putting them back in the envelope they’d come in.

“I’ve actually done this a few times before… you’re probably wondering where you went wrong for him to do this.”

I tilted my head in both confusion and amazement. He’d actually guessed correctly. Then again, he was a detective, so it was his job to be good at coming to the right conclusion.

“Everyone asks it at some point. Where did we go wrong? I always tell them the same thing,” he said, sitting down next to me. “It wasn’t your fault, because it was his choice to go to someone else instead of telling you what was on his mind.”

I sighed and put the envelope down on the table. I stood up. “Do you want some coffee? Something to eat? I’m sure you’re famished.”

I went to open the fridge, but then I felt his warm hand stop me. “I’ll be fine. And so will you.”

How could he possibly know that? I’d been married for almost twenty years to the same man, and then suddenly he betrays me like so many other people I’d cut out of my life. Was I just a magnet for dishonesty? Did I deserve this betrayal for something I’d done wrong? If so, why? I couldn’t be okay with never knowing the answers to these questions.

I knew in the end that I and my husband would only see each other again at holidays because our kids would make us look each other in the eye. They knew me – I would want to never see him again. I had thought he’d have been the one person to never hurt me the way other people had. And now I realized that everyone would lie to me, just like the detective was right now. I would never be okay again.

I sighed and decided to stoop that low. “I want to make him feel just as bad as I do right now.”

The detective shrugged. “I won’t stop you from it. Everyone copes with this differently.”

“I’ll ask you again. Do you want something to eat?”

The realization dawned in his eyes what I was really asking, and he took a moment to think over the offer. “Now? Or should we set up a dinner date?” I was glad he was following my metaphor.

“I suppose we should set up a dinner date for when I’m absolutely certain my husband won’t be home,” I mused, taking some cheesecake out of the fridge. I needed junk food to help me cope with this. I got out a fork and started digging into it.

“I guess the weekend won’t do very well then.”

“Not really, we’re both home at that point.”

“It might be difficult then because I work pretty late during the week,” he said. “Perhaps you should find someone else for the job.”

“Maybe… but just in case, give me your number.”

He smirked and handed me a business card. “Home and work is on it. Call me whenever you need something. I should get to my next case now, but… I hope you’ll be okay.”

He patted me on the shoulder, and I genuinely felt like he meant it, but the fact that he left immediately after meant he didn’t care enough to stay with me. Like most people, he walked out. As he left, I noticed he had no ring on his left hand. And as he left, I reminded myself that revenge wouldn’t fix this.

When my husband finally came home, I decided to talk with him without mentioning what he’d done. Maybe I could find out what I was really doing wrong, maybe I could fix it, and maybe he wouldn’t need to go to someone else again. For once, instead of cutting him off instantly, I wanted to fix the problem. If I couldn’t… then he would see just how much of a bitch I could be.

“So, how was work?” I asked him, as was typical of me to do every weekday. I hoped he might talk about what happened after work, but he hadn’t been late for a while, so I wasn’t counting on it. He was probably cheating while at work, with some secretary or co-worker.

“Kinda stressful,” he responded while pulling on a pajama top. “A client came in today raging about how his job was done. A co-worker of mine was fired for it. Apparently, they’ve been consistently putting out crap.”

“Oh, that’s not good… I hope they do well on their next job.” I tried to act as normal as possible, and my sympathetic self was how I normally acted. I always tried to understand why people did what they did, but cutting them out of my life was just par for the course for me. I couldn’t keep someone in my life once they’d lied to me. Anything else they’d done, I could handle. But once they lied, the trust was gone, and it would never come back. I hope the trust with Dawson could be fixed nonetheless.

“Yeah… well, they did do a pretty shitty job,” he muttered. “I have to train a newbie though, so that’s not going to be fun.”

“Well, people need experience to get a job, so try and be sympathetic, alright?” I asked, helping him button his shirt closed. “I think anyone trained by you will do an amazing job.”

“You flatter me,” he said with a small smile. “But that’s what I love about you.” He pulled me in for a kiss. I kissed back, but only because I had to. I instantly felt that it no longer had the weight it used to, and I realized at that moment that even if we fixed the problem, I would never feel the same way about him again. I had thought he was different, and he wasn’t.

He tilted his head. “You okay?”

He must have felt something different in the kiss. I pulled away and turned my back to him, and hugged myself. “I know about her…”

I didn’t hear him move to protest what I’d found out. Instead, he stayed where he was, and asked the simple question, “Who told you?”

It hurt more than I could’ve imagined, and I suddenly felt the urge to throw him down a flight of stairs. He didn’t even try and soften the blow. Everyone else had tried to make up for what they’d said and done… but not him. He was worse than everyone else.

“Why did you do it, Dawson?” I asked, barely above a whisper. “What’s wrong with me that you have to go to someone else?”

I wanted to hear him speak what was truly on his mind, because obviously, he’d been lying to me for a long time. I needed the truth.

“I guess I’ve been missing something for a while. I can’t quite put my finger on what… but she gives it to me. Not that it matters now…”

Why wouldn’t it matter that I haven’t loved him the way he needed to be?

“Because she was the one that was let go today.”

Oh. That was why. He didn’t have his fix anymore.

I sighed heavily. “I don’t want to sleep in the same bed with you tonight.”

“Wait, can’t we talk…? I’m sorry, I can explain where we went wrong…”

“Honestly, even if we talked, I still wouldn’t want you in the same bed. Not until I can trust you again…” And frankly, I probably never would. I didn’t say that out loud. I still had hope for us, since he was being honest now. But I also wanted to make him feel like I did.

We went to bed separated. I slept on the couch, since I couldn’t look at the bed that we’d slept in together for the last twenty years. I couldn’t sleep very well, and I wound up crying myself to sleep in the wee hours of the morning, to the sound of the early birds. At least, even if I was hurting, the world still worked without me, still blossomed in happiness even if my heart was shrouded.

My husband was gone when I woke up. I found that he’d left a note on the kitchen table when I went to make some breakfast. “Went to comfort my co-worker on her lost job, should be back soon. Sorry for what happened. I’ll make it up to you.”

I tore up the note. How could he possibly make up for destroying what we had? In a fit of anger, I dialed up the detective.

“Are you free?” I asked as he answered the phone rather hurriedly.

“Well, yeah, I just got out of the shower though… what do you need?” he asked, and I heard the water running in the background of his place.

“I need to get revenge on him. He just left me a note telling me where he went, and he went back to her. Can you believe the nerve?!”

“Ouch. I’m guessing you want… company.”

“I wouldn’t mind it at all. I doubt he’ll be back for a while anyways. If he shows up, let’s just… get a hotel.”

“Wouldn’t it just be safer to get a hotel to begin with?” He sounded a little concerned.

“Yeah, probably.”

We decided on which hotel to go to, and that I would pay for it since I’d called instead of him, not to mention that I was better off financially than him. I didn’t mind that I was the one paying at all. Frankly, it was the least I could do for him exposing my husband as the liar that he was.

I got a little dressed up for the occasion, with my hair up in a fancy ponytail and simple makeup. I didn’t want to give people too many red flags that I was going to meet someone else. For all they knew, I could’ve just felt extra good today.

On my way out, I wrote a note for him. “Gone out with a friend. Hope you enjoyed yours!” I made sure to draw a smiley face to deepen the wound this would give him. I realized me getting even probably wouldn’t help my relationship, but it would make me feel better, if only for a while. After crying myself to sleep, this was exactly what I needed.

I arrived at the hotel half an hour later, and he stood there waiting for me in normal clothing. It took me off guard, as I had never seen him out of uniform. Frankly, I think I preferred him this way. I wondered if he still thought about his job even when he wasn’t on the clock. I hoped not, because I wanted his entire mind to be on me today.

“Hey,” he said, taking my hand and leading me inside. He opened the door for me politely.

“Hey there,” I said, feeling more sexy than usual.

“Do you always dress this nice?” he inquired.

“For you I do.”

He smiled. “I’m a lucky guy then.”

I paid for our hotel room. It must have looked so strange, checking in with no baggage and only the two of us. I felt all the eyes on us as we headed to the elevator to go to our room. They must have known what we’d be doing once we got upstairs. I had made a point to take off my ring, so people wouldn’t start whispering about the cheating girl at so-and-so hotel. But even so, I was glad for living in a city, because it meant that not many people knew each other well. Everyone was stuck in their own little world. Rumors didn’t start easily, thankfully.

We entered the room quietly, and locked the door behind us. We each had been given a card key, which we just dropped on the dresser along with our personal belongings – wallets and keys, for the most part.

No words were needed to start what we had come here to do. We flung ourselves at each other and began furiously making out, stumbling over this way and that as we struggled to find our way over to the bed whilst our lips were locked, and we were eager to rip off each other’s clothing.

As he laid me down on the bed and slipped his tongue into my mouth, I couldn’t help but feel a little guilty for becoming the dishonest person I so hated… but I supposed it had only been a matter of time, with so many people doing it to me. I guessed it was a contagious trait, especially when your husband was involved. Now, we would be even. I hated that I had actually wanted to do this, but somehow, the guilt was better than the hurt I had felt. It was fine with me; the guilt meant I still had some aspect of humanity to me.

His kiss was a little sloppy but nothing I couldn’t handle. Sometimes wet kisses were the best kind of kisses, especially when you were in the shower and the warm water washed away all the grim from your body. I imagined being in the shower with Robin as he took off my bottom, exposing the thong I’d put on just for him. I’d often worn thongs for Dawson – I had plenty of lingerie hidden away I’d shared only with Dawson. This thong had been one of those things.

He kissed down my jawline and my neck while I unbuttoned his shirt and slipped it off of him, exposing his chest. He must have either recently shaved, or he was naturally not so hairy, because as I ran my hand down his chest, it was smooth and soft. I liked how it felt. Dawson had always just let it grow wild, and while it was nice to lie on top of, it wasn’t very sexy to me to just let it go like he did. I wished he had taken better care of it, but I supposed it was too late for that now. Instead, I let myself enjoy how lovely Robin’s chest was, roaming my hands over the curves of it, squeezing his nipples here and there which elicited a small moan from him.

He reached around my back to remove my bra, and with surprising ease, it came off, and I was exposed. My breasts had always been on the larger side, so that when I lied down, I felt uncomfortable because it always felt like there was too much there to hang down. I had considered getting a breast reduction a few times, but Dawson had always said he liked my boobs as they were, so I never had. I regretted it sometimes, because my back had issues some days.

Robin took a breast in each hand and squeezed them together. “These are perfect…” he muttered and wrapped his lips around one nipple while his hand worked on the other, twisting it and pinching it. I moaned a little, feeling small pleasurable tingles run through my chest. I wondered if a tit job was in order since my breasts were clearly big enough for one. Boobs jobs were the only thing that kept me confident about my tits. So I decided to do that to him and reached down to undo Robin’s pants. He didn’t stop me as I took out his cock. He had a larger penis than I was used to, but I was sure my tits could still wrap around it fully just fine.

So I pulled him up to my breasts, and I squished them together around his cock. He moaned a little as he pushed it to the base. His tip poked out from the middle, so I took it upon myself to lick it vigorously, and much to my surprise, he tasted pretty good. I guess I was too used to someone who tasted a little less than good. I savored the feeling of having his tip in my mouth while I squeezed him and rubbed him with my boobs, squishing them back and forth along his shaft.

Robin didn’t even seem guilty about what he was doing, like I did. It might’ve been poor conduct to sleep with a client, though, and it might get him fired if someone ever found out. Thinking of that almost made me want to stop, but then he elicited such a moan that any more doubt in my mind was promptly removed, and I wanted to do so much more to him.

“Fuck me,” I breathed, looking up at him from my tit job.

He looked down at me, and nodded, withdrawing his cock from between my breasts. “I came prepared at least.”

He put a condom on the tip, and used my tits to roll it down his dick. It was actually quite sexy to watch. I pinched the end of it between my lips.

He climbed down and positioned himself so that he was between my legs. He lifted them onto his shoulders, and poked my entrance, pulling my thong to the side. “Mmm… the sight of that must’ve turned you on quite a bit.”

“Maybe,” I muttered as he rubbed his shaft along my vagina. He found my clitoris easily and rubbed his tip against it, getting me wetter and friskier. “Put it in…”

It was a little uncomfortable at first, being used to one smaller than his. Thankfully, it wasn’t painful, and the more he moved, the better it felt. My pussy adapted to his size and shape, and soon it felt like a perfect fit. I started begging him to move a little faster, needing the friction of his cock more than the wetness I provided to him.

He obliged happily, thrusting softer but faster, not wanting to overwhelm me with feeling. Building up to it was important almost as much as fucking furiously was. I gripped the blankets a little, preparing myself for the wild ride he was going to give me as we went on, stimulating each other. He hit the back of my uterus several times, and I had no idea what that had felt like until now. It felt almost painful, like a cramp, but also extremely pleasurable because he wasn’t going hard enough to make it rough yet. I almost wanted him to go hard, just to experience being slammed into and being completely full at the same time.

“Harder,” I moaned to him.

He started pounding into me, and I saw stars for a moment as he hit my cervix with more force, but it felt so good that I didn’t want him to stop. I closed my eyes to avoid the vision impairment, and then it was perfect. I was being fucked hard by my own private investigator, he could lose his job for pounding me into the mattress, and I didn’t even care about it. All I cared about was the impending orgasm and the feeling that was sure to come with it, a new feeling that my husband could never give me. I made a note to buy a bigger vibrator after this.

“Ah, fuck, you’re so tight,” he moaned to me, gripping my thighs for leverage. “I might come really fast…”

“Come with me then,” I breathed, feeling myself get really close as he pounded me straight to the end of my pussy even harder. He seemed motivated to make me climax, even more so now than before. My clitoris rubbed against his skin with each thrust, and within moments, I was pushed to a finish I couldn’t even describe in words. It was a higher peak than I’d ever reached in my life and I couldn’t help but cry out as I came. I could feel him throbbing as I contracted around his cock and heard him groaning in pleasure.

“Fuck, yeah…” he chuckled a little as he pulled out of me, and threw away the condom. I laid there for a while almost completely naked except for my thong, panting in the afterglow of my affair. That revenge was better than I had expected it to be.

He pulled up his pants and buttoned them closed. “Do you want some help getting dressed?” He asked with a smile on his face. It was a mischievous smile, one I couldn’t resist.

“If you’d be so kind,” I responded with a smile of my own.

He helped me stand up, and handed me my clothes and acted as a hand hold while I tried to keep my balance slipping on my bottom. He buttoned my shirt back on. “I suppose we should be going soon. Maybe we should order room service first, if you’d like.”

“I would like that.” So he picked up the phone and we ordered some food and wine, and ate it together. It was almost like what we did hadn’t happened, but then again, to others, we were supposed to act totally innocently about it anyways. It had only happened to help me feel better, and now we were strictly professional again. Neither of us would utter a word about it, content to keep it in our memories.

I bid him goodbye after a lovely meal, and came home to my husband who had red, puffy eyes, sitting on the couch still in his work clothes. I sat down next to him. He knew exactly what I did from the note. He was the first to speak.

“I… called a couple’s counselor. Maybe… we could find the problem. And move past what happened,” he said, pausing to carefully think over his words. He didn’t mention me specifically, but I could see in his eyes that he was hurt by what I had done.

I took his hand, truly letting the guilt hit me. It still felt better than the betrayal. “I would like that… as long as this doesn’t happen again.”

He brought my hand up and kissed it. “We’re even now… I’ll make it, so neither of us feel the need to bother with someone else again.”

While the dishonesty still hurt me to my core, I felt that for the first time I could move on from my bitterness about betrayal. Perhaps revenge was sweet in its own way. They say revenge fixes nothing, but it sure did with me. To get even or not to, I’m sure was the question. The answer? Get even.


48. Mrs. Smith’s Car Trouble: MILF Sex with the Young Stranger by Joni Blake

Life tends to trap us into patterns. We go to work, do our job, go home, go to sleep and do it all again in the race for meaning or substance. I have just been too stuck in my pattern to notice what fun life had in store for me if I would only step outside of my little pattern. On the way to work one morning, my car quit and I was roped into a situation where a stranger was my only hope for getting out of the cold. Little did I know what else that stranger had in store for me on the day of my car trouble.

The craziest day I have had in decades started out like any other Tuesday morning. I woke up around five in the morning and enjoyed a slow hot shower. From there I put my robe on, poured a cup of coffee from the pot I bought that turns itself on at just the perfect time and enjoyed the quiet of my large home while it lasted. Six o’clock came along, and I started the process of waking up my twin boys who were both doing great in middle school; much better at school than they are at waking up every morning in fact. My husband is gone of course, but that’s nothing new. He stayed gone ninety percent of the time even before we recently got a legal separation. The boys haven’t even noticed a difference.

They both enjoy the same cereal, and though I might eventually become that cereal brand’s most active customer, it does make mornings easier because they fix their own breakfast other than the turkey bacon that I start for them. Luckily for me, I don’t have to worry about making their lunch because they both would rather use their allowance to buy food at the school cafeteria and the school bus picks them up early enough for me to enjoy a clear route out the door before I finalize my rush towards the workplace. I did have to take the time to remind them to grab their coats and then remind them which coat since it was supposed to have a cold rain storm that day.

Once I was in the car and driving towards Jenkins, Johns and Calhoun, the law offices where I have worked as a paralegal for fifteen years, my phone rang as someone from the office called me. I always plug the phone into the car so that I can use the steering wheel buttons to answer and the car’s sound system for the conversation. Sometimes when a call comes in it means that my immediate boss has noticed that I am running late but that Tuesday I was actually early.

That should have been my first clue that something was going to go wrong.

“This is Nancy,” I said after pushing the button to answer the call.

“Mrs. Smith,” an easy male voice said, “This is Kenneth. I know it’s early, but I wondered if you had a minute to talk.”

“Hello, Ken,” I said quickly, “I am kind of in the middle of driving towards you right now. Can it wait thirty minutes?”

“Maybe,” he paused, “Uh, sure, I guess so. I’ll just brief you on the subject now, and then we can talk about it once you arrive.” I heard papers turning on his end of the line which had surely been placed on speaker phone. Ken always talked on speakerphone, even when it didn’t make sense. “Here we are, it’s about the Riley case. They have decided to try and come to an agreement again and want to meet here in the office today. I know you and Tom are quite busy with a few cases in the final stages right now, but I am supposed to let her know something within the next hour.”

If I hadn’t been driving, I would have closed my eyes and rubbed my temples for a few minutes. Ken was a great guy, one of the nicest and least threatening people I have ever met in fact but he was extremely difficult to talk to. It was twice as bad over the phone than it was in person. He’d been a lawyer at the office a little longer than I have worked there and has always been sweet on me. There was, shall we say, zero interest on my part. Let’s just put it this way. When Ken tried to ask me out – which happened at least a few times a year although he knew I was married and did not know how unhappily so – I had no problem pretending that I was the happiest little wife on earth.

That is how little interest I have in Ken romantically, and yet somehow, he seems to always find a way to rope me in on his projects. Even now when he knows that my boss and one of the most popular lawyers in the office, Tom Calhoun and I stay busy all the time. I sighed as I stopped at a traffic light and turned the heat up a little since it had finally gotten hot. “Ken, I really don’t have time, but I’ll tell you what I can do. Since I am early this morning, I will come by your office first thing when I get there and give you all the notes I have on the case. That way you can have the meeting today without me and keep the client happy.”

“Oh,” he snickered a laugh, “I doubt they’ll be all that happy if it’s only me they meet.”

I shrugged as if he could see me, “It’s the best I can do, Ken. Take it or leave it.” The light turned green, and I easily pressed my foot down on the gas pedal. The car surged forward, coughed, and nearly quit before it picked up and kept going. “What the hell?” I asked.

“What?” Ken asked.

“Oh, nothing Ken,” I said, “My car is acting up a little bit. I’m sure it’s just the cold weather. Let me get back to it, and I’ll see you when I arrive.”

“Sounds good, Mrs. Smith,” Ken said, “I’ll look forward to it.”

I made sure the line was dead before saying quietly, “Yes, I bet you will.” The way Ken looked at me either made me sick or made me feel like the hottest woman in the office, depending on the day. Sure, I’d been approached by men who wanted to hook up with me even though they clearly saw the wedding ring on my hand. I’m five foot six, a tad over one-hundred and fifteen pounds, thinly built with curves that are holding up well for a woman approaching forty years old and my hair is naturally blonde. Let’s just say that I’ve had my share of indecent proposals over the years. Something about Ken just creeps me out though.

At least I know him well enough to know he is far too afraid to admit how into me he is. That should mean that I don’t have to worry about him trying to force me to go out with him on a dinner meeting he calls business but treats like a one-night stand. As I drove, my car started sputtering again. It was to the point that I checked my gas gauge to see if I had pulled the ultimate driving blunder, but there was plenty of gas. Whatever was going on needed to stop before I hit the interstate I decided. One place I didn’t want to get stranded with car trouble was on the side of that crazy place.

The car worked its problems out again or at least seemed to, and my thoughts returned to Ken and guys like him seeming to want nothing more than to get into my pants. Though my automatic response is always no, I would be lying if I said I wasn’t getting lonely in the bed. My husband has been seeing someone for years, multiple people actually and I’ve only entertained one other man in all the time I’ve been married. He was a rich guy who thought he could buy me out of my marriage contract somehow and couldn’t even last for more than a few minutes once he got into bed with me.

The way things were going, if I thought Ken would know what to do with my body, I might actually give him a shot before long. A girl can only stay lonely so long. But then again, I had spent years in with a man who didn’t pay attention to what my body wanted and struck out when I decided to give an affair a try. It seemed like the right man, who knew what to do with me and how to please me might never come along. The thought was spirit shaking.

At that exact moment, with me lost in thought and feeling sorry for my situation, my car stalled out completely. I barely pulled it over to the shoulder before it stopped completely. Several attempts to restart it failed, and I found myself without hope getting it started again. Thankful that I at least had the little bit of heat left inside the car, I reached for my cell phone, so I could call my roadside assistance number. After a few attempts, it became clear that my car wasn’t the only thing that was dead. I am the world’s worst at not realizing my phone battery is low, and I guess it hadn’t been charging through the car cord like I thought it was.

With a deep sigh, I got out of the car and started looking around for any options that I might be able to find within walking distance. Unfortunately, I was just about to the interstate ramp and the part of town I found myself stranded in was strictly industrial. Nothing but factories and old warehouses stared back at me as the wind ripped through my blouse. I wrapped my arms around myself and began to wish I had brought more than just my lightweight jacket.

Part of me had already decided that I was going to have to walk somewhere and use the phone so I reached into the car for my jacket and wrapped it around myself. Just as I locked the car and walked about half of a block towards the factory that appeared to have a decent office, the heavens opened, and a torrential downpour started. I quickly turned around and ran back to my car but by the time I got there, unlocked it, and sat inside, I was drenched from head to toe.

I’m not one to feel sorry for myself but at that moment, sitting inside a car that wouldn’t start in a cold driving rain storm with a dead cell phone, I was more than a little bit miffed at how the morning had turned against me. Just when I knew it couldn’t possibly get worse, an old, beat up truck pulled up beside me. The thing looked like it came straight from an old television show or something with different colored patches of rust covering it from bumper to bumper.

I closed my eyes and scolded myself mentally for thinking that this morning of all mornings, couldn’t get worse. Now I had a crazy looking college kid in the only vehicle in town that probably ran more poorly than mine at that moment, pulling up to try and earn his badge for the week in boy scouts. When I couldn’t ignore him anymore, I opened one eye and glanced at him. He was standing there with a big black umbrella and was yelling.

“Having a little car trouble?” he asked.

I glared at him with a look of pure rage, and he laughed at me, saying, “All right, just messing around. I have a wrecker here and a shop a few miles away. I was heading in and saw you stranded here. How about you let me help you? I promise you can trust me.” He fiddled with his shirt pocket and pulled out a dripping wet business card. “Call the number and check me out if you don’t believe me. I’ll wait.”

I didn’t want to admit that my phone was dead so I just said, “Its fine, I believe you. What do you want me to do?”

He pointed to his truck, “Hop out and get in the passenger’s side of my truck here. Leave your keys in the ignition, and I’ll work to get your car hooked up so we can tow you to the shop. I’m already headed there, so I won’t even charge you. Plus, it looks like you could use some heat. The heat in that truck will burn you out. Go ahead.” I opened the door and got out, thankful that he was holding such a large umbrella. He handed it to me and said, “Here, take it. I’ll get the car hooked up and get us on the road.”

When I climbed up into the truck, I was thankful for the blasting heat. I took the liberty of turning it to max heat and sat back with my eyes closed and my arms wrapped around me, trying to somehow keep warm with drenching wet clothing. Once or twice I peeked at the young man who had stopped to save me and felt a little bad for how hard he was having to work in such a driving storm. I rolled the window down a crack and yelled, “Why don’t you take the umbrella back? I don’t need it in here.”

He waved me off from the position under the edge of the car where he was searching for the place to hook my car to the wrecker, “I couldn’t use it right now anyway.” I sat back again and enjoyed the heat as he got back into his truck and drove to the right position to hook my car up properly. He got out again, and I heard the tow truck working to attach my lovely little dead car, and within a few more minutes he was back inside and driving towards his shop.

The entire trip lasted only ten minutes, and the young man was at least smart enough to know that I didn’t feel like small talk in my current situation. Only shivering, trying to warm up and worrying about what could be wrong with my car as well as how much it would cost to fix interested me at that moment. I was at least optimistic for his shop though. He was clearly the new guy and probably got the oldest and most run-down truck because of it. In all likelihood, the shop itself would be run by dozens of professionals and would at least be in as good of shape as most standard car shops.

Then we pulled into the parking lot which was full of potholes and drove into the large bay where there was only one other car and zero mechanics. I began to wonder exactly what I had gotten myself into and glanced over at the young man with skepticism clear on my face, “What kind of outfit do you work for here?”

He smiled and then seemed to wince a little, “I don’t work for someone at this shop, this is mine.”

“Yours?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said.

“But you couldn’t be more than twenty-two or so years old,” I said with a shrug, “How could you possibly own the shop?”

“I know it’s not easy to believe but I was raised right around the corner, and this was my dad’s shop. He left it to me in his will ten years ago, and I’ve run it ever since. At first, it was a side business for extra money during high school, and after a quick couple of years at college I opened it up full time.”

I didn’t know if I should say I was sorry for his loss, happy for the guts it took to run such a place on his own or what. Finally, I settled on, “How am I to believe this is legitimate?”

“What?” he asked, “You think I went out of my way to pretend to rescue a beautiful lady with a stalled car in the pouring rain because I’m a creep?”

“No,” I lied, “I didn’t mean that. It’s just hard to believe.”

“I’ll tell you what lady,” he said.

“Nancy,” I corrected.

“I’ll tell you what, Nancy,” he said again, “Don’t believe me. I don’t have much in the way of proof, but I did tow your car here for free, and I am willing to look at it for free if you trust me long enough for that. If you want it towed somewhere else, you’ll have to pay for it yourself though.” He got out of the truck and used the levers to let the car down off the tow device and then walked to the back door of the shop. He lifted it quickly to reveal several cars, “These are the other cars I’m working on right now, and four of them are expected to be finished sometime this week. I work by myself, so I’m extremely busy. Believe me or no, I would be perfectly happy with you taking this fancy and swanky car somewhere else. I should warn you though that if you do, they’ll use every excuse in the book to charge you more because it’s a foreign made vehicle. Ever heard that before? I thought so. Anyway, let me know now because I don’t really have the time to look at your car so I can push her right back out the door, and you can wait on a pretty tow truck to haul it somewhere else if you like. What’ll it be?”

“Uh,” I smiled, “I didn’t mean to offend you.”

“No offense taken ma’am,” he said in a tone that suggested he had in fact taken offense, “I just need to know which car I’m starting my day with.”

“Please,” I said, “Go ahead and look at the car if you are willing to. I’m sorry for not believing you are legit but it just seemed too good to be true. A hot young stud swoops in to save me from the side of the road and doesn’t even make a pass at me before towing my car for free, warming me up with the heater in his truck and offering to diagnose the problem for free. Can you really blame me, considering how my day has gone so far, for not believing something good was happening?”

“Good point,” he said with a nod, “You can run up those stairs and try to dry off in the break room. It has great heat and everything. Oh, shit, would you mind telling me what the trouble with your car seemed to be? Christ, can’t believe I forgot to ask that.”

“Of course,” I said, “It started sputtering along, and I thought maybe it was cold. It kept doing it though, and I tried to ignore it until the damn thing stopped completely. I thought maybe it was electrical, if that’s possible, since my phone died when it was plugged in and should have been charging.”

“Did your wipers work?” he asked in thought.

“It wasn’t raining until the car stopped running,” I said, “But they worked when I left the house.”

“All right,” he said before asking, “It wouldn’t start or even try to start? Did it make any sounds when you tried to start it?”

“Nothing,” I said, “It was completely silent.”

“Okay,” he said, “I think I might know what to look at now. Feel free to go ahead and check out the break room. Run the heater up as high as you need to warm up. I’ll be a few minutes. Oh,” he said, “You said your phone was dead so you can use the phone in the room to call out if you want. Just dial nine.”

I wandered up the stairs to find a modest but clean room with an old refrigerator, a small table, a short counter just large enough to safely hold a sink and microwave. The far wall held a small air conditioner and heater that was off when I arrived.

The room was cold, but the heater warmed up fast. Too wet and cold to enjoy sitting down, I paced around the room trying to warm myself up. With my shirt, so dripping wet there was just no way for me to warm as quickly as I wanted to. A wild thought entered my mind, and I debated about whether to act on it or not.

There was no second employee expected to arrive, the young man downstairs would surely be tied up with my car for a while, and the only window simply looked down onto the shop floor. With a shrug, I dumped my coat to one side and pulled my sweater over my head. I stopped before draping the two articles of clothing on top of the heater, but I did drape them over a chair and pull it closer to the warm flow of air.

The air felt so good against my bare skin I nearly took my pants and underwear off as well. With the nerve endings on my upper body once again functioning I slowly walked back over to the window to check on my knight in smudged armor. He wasn't there.

“Ma’am, I have news on your…” the male voice behind me stopped suddenly, and I turned around just as the young mechanic covered his eyes and finished, “Car. Holy shit.”

“Oh god!” I yelled and scrambled for my clothes. “I am so sorry! My sweater was drenched, and the heat felt so good…”

“No,” he said, “I understand. I should be the one saying I'm sorry for gawking at you without a shirt on. I've just never seen anyone so beautiful before. Keep your sweater off, I'll just turn around and tell you the news.”

I had a death grip on my sweater as I thought about what I had just heard. Did he just tell me to keep my shirt off? That's a switch, I thought. He also said something else. I looked at his back as he respectfully looked away and began to speak.

“It’s your alternator,” he said quickly, “You’ve probably been having little electrical problems for a while but didn’t notice anything big being wrong until it went out completely. That’s kind of how it happens.”

“I figured it was a battery or something,” I said softly.

“Well,” he shrugged, “The battery is bad too, but that’s because the last few miles you drove were strictly on the battery, and that drains it pretty fast.”

“How bad is the price going to be?” I asked.

“It’s not an easy fix from a labor standpoint, but I can work with you on it,” he said. “I’ve only worked on one other car of the same manufacturer and digging in there will be a learning experience for me as well. Not that I don’t know what I’m doing. I assure you I do,” he said, “I just plan to get a look around while I’m in there. Anyway, the exact price will depend on where I can find the part and how quickly I can get it here. I know a guy who keeps foreign car parts here in town, and we work well together so I think I might be able to work a deal for you. Still, I don’t want to quote you a price yet because I need to know if he has the part or if I will have to get it from somewhere else.”

“Okay,” I said, “By the way, I never got your name.” I paused and added, “And you can turn around.”

He turned around and said, “Jason, oh, wow. Sorry, I thought you said I could turn around.”

I smiled and said, “I thought you said I should stay undressed. It’s nice to meet you, Jason. I’ll wait here while you call around for the part. Feel free to use this phone if you need to.”

“Oh,” he stammered, “No, ma’am, I had better go downstairs and use the one down there. I’ll, uh, be able to hear better that way. All right, I’ll talk to you in a minute.” He started down the stairs so quickly that he nearly tripped and fell down the first half of the steps.

I knew I shouldn’t have enjoyed making him squirm quite that much, but it is rare that I get to turn a man inside out using only my body. Especially with the type of husband I wound up with, it comes around about every other blue moon. I took the chance and the privacy to grab the phone and call the office. Without a doubt, Ken would take the news hard that he wouldn’t get to see me first thing in the morning. In other news, I really did need to find a way to work eventually so I worked something out with one of the other paralegals there who said she would come and get me on her break. I had already decided that I was going to let this guy fix it because he had been the one who stopped to help and he was very willing to work with me on the price.

After I got off the phone, I knew I had about an hour before Sheila, the other paralegal who was going to come and pick me up, arrived. With nothing but time, I walked over towards the chair where my sweater was hanging and noticed it was drying nicely. My pants were still wet of course but that wasn’t anything unexpected, and I couldn’t very well walk around the shop’s break room completely in the buff. Walking over towards the window once again I spotted Jason on the phone and being very animated with whomever he was speaking to. Because it was my car part and the price I would have to pay that he was talking about – and because I’m too curious for my own good – I walked down the stairs quietly to snoop.

The shop was big, but it wasn’t so big that I couldn’t hear him talking across the other side of the shop. Being wide open and metal like it was made overhearing him twice as simple, and I didn’t even have to walk out into the open to hear the odd and specific sound of a one-sided conversation.

“It doesn’t matter Dillan,” Jason was saying, “I just need your cheapest price. Just shut up and give it to me already.” He sighed, “Oh, good God, I don’t run my place like you do. No, it’s not a repair for sex thing. She’s had a bad day, and I told her I would help her out. Well, of course, she is attractive. Jesus, she is probably the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen in my damn life, but that isn’t why I want a good price. No, it isn’t,” he said, “Now stop acting like this is the first time I’ve ever asked you for a cheap price, get off your ass and get me a part over here for next to nothing. Do I need to remind you that you owe me? Sure, we’ll call it even after this one but you and I both know you’ll owe me again within a few weeks. All right, you’re a good man Dillan. No, of course, you aren’t, but it’s a nice thing to say, and I am trying to be nice. Make it happen, big man. Later.”

I had already backed away from the edge of the stairs when he walked up to the break room. While glancing at the floor, the wall and basically everywhere else but at me, Jason said, “I’ll have the number for you as soon as my guy brings the part over. Should be half an hour or so.”

“You can look at me now,” I said from across the break room. When he didn’t look, I laughed and said, “Honestly, you can look this time. I’m not standing here with my sweater off this time, I promise.”

He looked up, and his jaw dropped.

“I like it when you’re too shocked to speak,” I said as I ran my hands over my body. It wasn’t like I lied to him since that time when he looked up I was standing there completely naked. “I don’t want to know how much the car will cost to fix anymore.”

“You don’t?” he asked.

“Not right now,” I said as I walked over to him, “I want to show you my appreciation for all you have done for me.” Without another word, I closed the distance between us and clamped my lips onto his in a deep and passionate kiss. His hands slowly worked over my body, and I unbuttoned his jeans. By the time a few more seconds passed, and the kiss broke, it was clear what was happening next.

His shirt came off quickly, and he drove me across the room as I finished loosening his pants and they fell to the floor as well. The guy was at least fifteen years younger than me, but I could already feel more passion between the two of us than I had felt from a group of older men in the previous decade. He was dirty and grimy, and that only served to make me want him more as his hand ran through my hair, grabbed the back of my head, and pulled me in for another kiss.

It was all I could do to keep up with his pace as he ran his other hand under my ass and grasped it tightly. The feel of his dirty and callused hands grasping my smooth cheek in such a commanding way drew the first of many pleasured moans from my lips. Moving quickly still he turned me around and bent me over the table that was there in the small room. I grunted as he pulled my hair and slapped my ass, grasping a handful of my butt cheek once again.

I could feel his erection between my thighs as my legs were already parted and ready for him to take me. It was clear that he knew everything that I liked and more by pure instinct alone and it was confirmed when he jerked my hair back and slammed his cock hard into my pussy from behind. He asked if I liked it rough and I told him he better believe I did.

It didn’t take much encouragement for him to get fast and hard with his pace, slamming his rock-hard shaft into me like nothing I had ever felt before. Not even in college had anyone taken me with such force and need as this stud was. It was so perfect I can’t even begin to describe how incredible he made me feel. I wanted to kiss him and thank him for being so perfect, but I didn’t dare interrupt his pace because it felt so damn good.

When he finally released his hold on my hair, he made up for it by reaching underneath me and tightly grabbing one of my breasts in each of his hands. He squeezed tightly, running his forefinger across my pointed nipples in just the perfect way. My first orgasm built quickly and gushed out of me, the warm cum making his entry that much faster and harder and thus that much better.

If there had been anyone else even near the building, they surely would have heard my screams of pleasure as this young man bested every lover I even dreamed of having. He wasn’t using candles or love notes or pretending to be more gentle than he was. He was being a man and taking what he wanted in the way he wanted it. God, it was so perfect I wanted to take him away from there and make him my personal sex object forever.

My hands slapped down onto the table, and I groaned that another orgasm was coming soon. He took the chance to spin me around, saying that he wanted to see me the next time I came all over his cock. Commandingly, he directed my hands around his neck and lifted me up then onto his still rock-hard cock. My back arched and I groaned as he filled me so deeply and perfectly.

Quickly he began pumping himself into me once again, this time allowing me to move against him as well. Sure enough, my orgasm came hard and fast just like the first but the second one came with him looking into my eyes. It wasn’t love or anywhere close to it that I saw in his eyes. It was dirty lust and desire for a woman he wanted to fuck like crazy, and it made me want him that much more.

Over and again he shoved his cock into me, and I couldn’t believe how long he was lasting with the pace he was using. Finally, when he neared his own climax, the pace increased double. I told him quickly that it was safe to cum inside me and that I wanted his hot stiff cock to explode inside my pussy. He somehow increased his thrusts for once again for another little bit before he grunted along with me, my third orgasm coming at the same time as his huge climax.

The surge of his shaft inside of me was the perfect ending to the best sex of my life. He sat me down, and we each took a few minutes to catch our breath before I said, “That was amazing.”

“Holy hell,” he panted, “You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever seen, and I can’t believe that just happened. Let’s go again!”

I looked down, and he wasn’t far from being truthful about the offer, but I motioned for him to wait, “Slow down there mechanic. I have a coworker picking me up in about twenty-five minutes.”

“Yes,” he sighed and began to catch his breath, “That fool bringing that part to me should be here soon too. Fuck, that was awesome. Look, I know you probably…”

I held up a hand and kissed him once more, deeply on the lips, “Don’t say it.”

He looked disappointed, but he seemed to understand or at least thought he did. As he redressed and started out of the break room, I called after him, “Jason.”

“Yes?”

“When do you think my car will be ready?” I smiled and licked my lips after the question.

He clearly took my meaning by the way he smiled, “Oh, it will probably be late this afternoon, say around six o’clock.”

“Hmm,” I swayed my hips as I started pulling my clothes back on, “I think I can make it. You think you can handle another round with your favorite sexy woman?”

He laughed, “Lady, I could handle another round with you right now.”

Pulling my sweater on, I squeezed passed him and blew him a kiss, “I know you could Jason. So could I. I guess I’ll see you this afternoon then.”

It wasn’t perfect, but everything wrong, dirty or forbidden about it made it that much hotter. All I knew for sure when I left there that day was that it was going to be a very long and distracting day.


49. Lipstick Stains: The Lonely Wife and The Young Stranger by Jessica Silver

I’ve been Peter’s wife for so long. Making his home is the only life I know. So what if he has to condescend before giving the smallest shred of praise? It doesn’t mean that he loves me any less. Doesn’t it? On a night where we are meant to dine with his coworkers, Peter hoping to show off his skills, I chance upon a stranger. This man brings out impulses that no self-respecting wife should ever own up to. But I’ve grown weary of the put downs. Part of me wants more. And now, right in my midst, stands a gorgeous, younger man.

“Lillian? Were you on my computer?”

Peter’s voice caught me off guard as I fried two eggs and popped three slices of whole wheat bread into the toaster. He smoothed a hand down the length of his tie and shot me a tiny smile, wagging his finger in much the same way that he would scold the neighbor’s dog. But before I had a chance to be annoyed, he pulled me close to his chest, his kiss sort of warm and almost wanting. My fingers dropped down his back, and I gave his ass a playful squeeze.

“Careful,” he said. “I have a meeting first thing.”

And he wouldn’t want to appear wrinkled or mussed in any way.

Sitting at the table, he sipped his coffee, scanned the paper, the one part of him that stayed old school. And waited. I turned my attention back to the stove, flipped the eggs so they’d set just right over easy and presented the plate with a knife and fork at the ready.

“I’ll need some jam, dear.”

“I’m on it.”

I did like doing this. Taking care of him. Peter was a fine man turned slogans into full blown ad campaigns for a wide array of beauty products. A far shallower woman would say that the complimentary samples were worth the price of staying at his side. But at what cost? He provided for us, allowed us to a purchase a beautiful home with a large pool resting in the yard out back. And the man loved me. Maybe he didn’t say it in words. But more often than not there were flowers followed by fancy dinners. Trips to the Bahamas in the winter, sojourns up to Maine when Connecticut grew far too warm in the wake of an August heat wave. I didn’t have to work, had my own AmEx with which to shop… so long as I kept him apprised of the balance and ensured that it stayed at a certain level.

“Here you go,” I said as I presented the jar of strawberry preserves. Peter scrunched his nose as his lips shifted into a frown, and I started to speak when he beat me to the punch.

“I prefer raspberry,” he said. “Was that not on your shopping list?”

“Oh… I…”

Racing back to the fridge, I tried and failed to locate the jelly that was his heart’s desire. Was it on the list? Maybe I scratched it off without thinking or failed to scribble the right words down in the first place. Hanging my head as I turned back, I heard his tongue click as he tapped his knife against the edge of the plate.

“My poor little Lillian,” he gently chided. “Perhaps we should leave the shopping to Ramona from now on.”

“Ramona?” I challenged, my mind flashing to the image of our young maid with chocolate brown curls who came by to tidy up twice a week and deep clean once a month when we were otherwise engaged.

“That’s not her job,” I said. “Do you really think she could do any better?”

“Please don’t raise your voice, dear,” Peter said. “If the trips to the market are getting too much for you… I’m only trying to help.”

He winked as he dug into the wrong jam and smeared his toast. My fingers curled around the dishtowel hanging off the oven handle. Why did he have to say such things? Pick at the one error when I knew the toast was perfectly browned and the eggs worthy of the finest diner? A small part of me wondered if he’d ever even asked for the raspberry. Like maybe he wanted to trip me up just so he could keep the upper hand. Given another second I might have slung the dishtowel over my shoulder and charged forward so I could swat him with the frayed edges when Peter smiled again over his coffee cup.

“It’s not a problem,” he soothed. “This works for me. A lovely breakfast as always, dear.”

My anger dissipated as I prepared a cup of tea and joined him with a bowl of melon. Had to keep trim as I was drawing closer to forty with each passing day. We sat and ate in silence, his continued compliments putting my soul at ease when he focused his stare for a second time.

“What is it?” I asked.

“My computer,” he said, echoing the earlier sentiment from the moment he entered the room. “I always make a point to minimize my email. And this morning I find the window open wide. Were you poking your nose in where it does not belong?”

He almost sang the words as he tossed his paper aside. My hands trembled upon my teacup. Caught. No way to make it a lie or even know how to start.

“Yes,” I admitted.

“And why were you doing that, dear?”

Was this the moment to come out with the whole truth and nothing but? His people were spinning the tale of a lipstick. Unlike the incorrect jam, it was not meant to smear. I was to wear it to dinner that night, my lips proving the point before he spoke in jingles without music. But the lipstick bore no magic powers. I told him as much. Did I want to see if he had written to his partner confirming my version of events so they might rethink their strategy?

Nothing of the sort to be found. What did I really expect? And why hadn’t I put the window back where it was?

“Peter, the lipstick---”

“Will look lovely on you,” he said.

“But it doesn’t do what you said it would.”

“You must have applied it wrong. This seems to be a morning for mistakes, my love.” Reaching over the table, he playfully pinched my cheek, his finger falling and grazing the line of my bare lips. “You’ll make it work at dinner.”

Patting my head, he polished off his coffee and moved to the foyer for his coat and briefcase. I stayed frozen for several seconds before rising and meeting him the doorway.

“Come to kiss me goodbye?” he questioned as he wrapped his arms around my waist. I thought of the first time our lips locked in the aftermath of a long day at the beach. No worries about lipstick then. Part of me couldn’t help but remember, yearn for the boy with the goofy grin before he became the man in three-piece suits who only treated me a bit better than Ramona with her mop and her feather duster.

And at least she did not have to account for what she did with her paycheck.

So much for being the man’s wife.

“Make sure you have the red dress ready,” he said, his lips barely touching my brow as he opened the door and started down the steps. “You know I like the way you look in that one.”

With that, he was gone, and I stood watching the street lined with maple trees long after his car vanished from my point of view. He liked the way it looked. He held the purse strings.

He didn’t listen when he’d never applied so much as one stick of makeup and my opinion might have mattered. Moments like that made me want to cry. But what was the point? This was my lot in the life, the role to which I had somehow been assigned. Better to see to the red dress and put on a show as soon as he asked.

“Did you have to wear your hair like that?”

I’d only spend forty-five minutes on the chignon, trying to make sure that every strand stayed in place as a few stray ringlets perfectly framed my face.

“What’s wrong with it?” I asked.

“Makes you look old is all,” he said as he helped me out of my wrap and took it to the cloakroom. He had yet to say anything about the dress. I felt like slinking into the floor and disappearing on the spot when a slim man with a slight spray of stubble dotting his cheeks brushed by me. Was he even old enough to shave?

Who cared when he whistled as soon as he turned his head?

“Nice,” he said, causing me to blush. He ran one large hand through his dark hair as he swallowed hard, his light eyes sparkling in the candlelight.

“Sorry,” he murmured. “That was a little forward.”

Maybe so. But his words made my heart flutter in my chest under the crimson gown, and I lightly touched his elbow.

“I… oh.”

The arm hiding under his navy-blue jacket felt firm. Strong. Like it could lift a boulder as if it was no more than a ball of cotton or crush an intruder with a shrug turning into a headlock…

…or lift a woman wearing red up by nothing but her waist and carry her into an unknown world, his smile growing brighter as his eyes glowed with every breath.

“Think nothing of it,” I said. “I appreciate the compliment.”

“Then I’ll give you another one,” he said. “I’d be a lucky man if I could buy you a drink.”

His flirting made my heart flutter. Not even Peter had ever been so bold. Perhaps because he was always so sure that he had me under his thumb and it was not such a long trip to the marital bed. Hoping that the stranger had not seen my ring, I hid one hand behind my back and jutted my chin towards the bar.

“Then this is your lucky day,” I grinned. “Or night I should say.” He was quick to take my palm in his, and as we approached the mahogany bordered by bottles and even more mirrors of glass, he asked me what my pleasure was.

Him out of that suit and muttering endless streams of sweet words into my ear.

“A white wine,” I said. “Nothing too dry.”

“So, something sweet,” he said. “That fits. Could you go for a Chablis?”

I was ready for anything that came from his hands and clutched the stem, our fingers just touching before I lifted the crystal to drink and watched him swig a scotch without ice.

“You like your drinks to do their job quickly,” I observed.

“Like my women,” he said. “But looking at you… I’d be glad to take a little more time.”

The years drifted away in the wake of his gaze. I felt twenty again. Younger. Peter appeared from the cloakroom, his eyes frustrated when he didn’t catch sight of me right off the bat. Fearing that the spell was doomed to come to a quick end, I held my breath and closed my eyes.

But my husband had yet to find me and once again I saw nothing but the stranger.

“How’s the wine treating you?” he asked.

“It’s lovely,” I said as I swiftly took another sip. “To whom to I owe such a treat?”

He narrowed his eyes and stretched closer with his half-empty glass (or was it half-full?) dangling from his long fingers.

“I’m Gregory,” he said. “Greg to my friends.”

“Will you count me among them?” I asked.

One hand met my arm, and I curved into his touch, speaking his nickname as his smile grew brighter.

“Glad to hear it,” he said. “And do I get to return the favor?”

I started to ask him to call me Lillian. It was the only name that I had answered to for years. But if he was trusting me it should… I wanted it to work both ways.

“Lily,” I whispered. “And I’d love to hear you say it.”

“Like the flower,” he murmured as his lips drew near to mine, and I was ready to accept his kiss almost out in the open when the sound of Peter’s voice turned me from my wish.

But he was not calling out my name.

“Brandt! There you are, buddy---!”

His words came to a quick halt when he saw me drinking with an unknown man. Did I want him to make like a man from my fantasies and mark his territory? But he looked past me, through me as he clapped Greg’s back and shared a smile with the man at his side.

“Marty and I have been waiting!” he said.

“Should have figured on that. Guess that’s why you sit in the big chairs.”

My stomach did somersaults as they shook hands. The moment was lost before it even started…

… but Greg held out his hand.

“Lily, these are some friends from work. Would you care to join us?”

In an alternate universe, I would have leaped into his arms and agreed without hesitation. But my husband glowered, Marty appeared confused.

And Greg had no idea who had scored a drink on his dime.

“Lily?” Peter challenged. “Since when are you on such familiar terms with my wife, Brandt?”

My tall, dark stranger sputtered, and I wanted to comfort him when Peter pulled me to his side and seized my chin.

“What do you think you’re doing?” he whispered.

“I… I was just being nice.”

“It’s all good, Pete,” Greg assured him. “Just a joke. She couldn’t stop talking about you.”

My heart lifted at the way the man moved to keep me safe, and I nodded as Marty said that our table was ready.

“Are you coming, Greg?” I nervously asked.

“Naturally.”

We sat before a fresh round of drinks and oysters on the half shell. Peter kept one arm around my shoulders and cast Greg a series of warning glares. My hero seemed to fall in line and listened to the idea of lipstick impossibly staying in place. My mouth was meant to be the proof of the pudding.

But the Chablis…

“Looks like me might have to rethink the campaign,” Marty said.

“No, no,” Peter assured him. “She just didn’t get a chance to properly apply it in the car. You know how it is with little ladies. Always running late.”

And he had a laugh at my expense. Kicking my chair out from under me, I let my empty glass shatter to the ground.

“I was not,” I insisted. “That’s your move when I’m waiting with your dinner.”

“Careful,” he cautioned, on his feet and grabbing my forearms. I heard Greg’s chair squeaking underneath him as he rose. Was he trying to stand up for me?

“I have to make a call.”

So much for that dream. I stepped away from a waiter with a dustpan wanting to remove the shards as Peter started to pull me into a corner.

But I didn’t budge.

“Lillian, don’t---”

“I told you that it was a silly idea! Like any lipstick, it leaves its mark. A smarter slogan would be, so the world knows where your love lies.”

Marty set a half-eaten oyster aside and perked up.

“That’s not half bad,” he said.

But Peter was already spinning him back to his way of thinking, claiming that I’d had too much to drink too fast.

“I need the ladies’ room,” I murmured.

Peter’s mouth was on my hair, and I wriggled as he held me fast.

“Yes. Get with it and fix your face so I can fix this.”

As if we had ever been a team in any aspect of the marriage. How dumb of me to believe that. To want that. He suddenly seemed so ugly… had he always looked that way? Why hadn’t I recognized the truth sooner?

“Figure it out on your own.”

Running fast in my heels, I was ready to fuck the ladies’ room. Better to leave the restaurant. I’d kick off my shoes and make my way home in my bare feet.

But did I even want to see that house---?

“Hey!”

A pair of strong arms. They grabbed me quickly and dragged me into a room that was far from brilliant white with clear running water. This was a far darker corner with mops and brooms balanced against the walls, his eyes darker in an even dimmer light.

“What’s up?” Greg asked.

“What are you doing?” I challenged.

A single lightbulb swung over our heads, and I reached for the closed door when he wrestled my hand to his chest.

And his lips fell to my fingertips.

“What I should have done when I first saw you,” he said.

“What do you mean?”

“I….”

His voice drifted away as his kiss met my mouth. Greg could care less about the lipstick. Or my husband trying to salvage the campaign just a few feet way.

“I wanted you then. And I want you more right now.”

Such a risk with Peter so close…

…fuck the consequences. A girl only got so many chances.

Pushing him into the opposing wall, I watched his body buckle and recover just as fast. My hands were at the hem of my skirt, and as soon as he saw more of my legs, Greg loosened his tie and discarded his jacket.

“Hold up.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

It didn’t make me feel old when he said it, and I stepped toward him slowly, my fingers surrounding the buttons as I unveiled his chest, his arms. So many muscles lining his torso. I suspected as much and fell to my knees.

“Lily?”

“One moment.”

Kissing each groove and savoring the faint wisps of hair dotting his taut skin, I moved up his body, the beating of his heart growing louder in my ears. What would it feel like to sleep in the space of his chest night after night? I lingered around the idea but lunged up for his lips, his stubble scratching my cheek as we heard a server passing by with tray that might mean the dinner that Peter or someone else had ordered.

“Hurry,” I said. “Anyone could find us.”

“You’re not scared, are you?”

Unable to answer his question, I let his arms engulf my waist as his fingers traced small shapes into my bare thighs. So much trouble to get the dress right. But Greg seemed to care nothing for the garment as he helped it over my head and lasciviously looked at my bra, my panties…

…and the heels that some kept me on my feet as his shirt fell away and he lowered his fly.

“Nothing to be afraid of,” he promised, kissing me again as he gathered my hair in his hands.  A cock seemingly stronger than his arms grazed the faint strip of lace concealing my mound, and he ground his hips until I soaked the silk and held his head in one hand.

And his cock in the other.

“If you’re so sure of that, show me,” I murmured into his mouth.

“You want to go first?”

At the invitation, my hand moved up and down the length of his member. Sleek and smooth and trembling when I touched him, I moved up his hard flesh and back down to the tip brimming with lust. Cupping him and wanting his desire to wash over my fingers, I heard him whimper before he moved away to kick open another door.

To another room.

“You know your way around,” I said. “Take it you’ve been here before.”

“But never with you; never like this.”

Lifting me up off the ground, I swayed in the dank air but still felt warm as his hands massaged my ass. Setting me down on a stainless-steel table, David laid me out and hooked his head forward. Kisses on my naval, my sides enslaved to his faintest breath. I gasped when he bit down on my panties and spat them away.

“Never like this?” I echoed.

“No,” he said as he raised his head. “Never with anyone like you.”

His lips were on my neck, and I moaned with as his teeth nibbled my quaking flesh. Did he sense that and think was I afraid? Please let him know that I needed so much more.

“You are hot, Lily.”

I giggled as his tongue lapped at my thighs and slowly spread my legs. His cock still loomed large before my watery eyes, but my world morphed into the movement of his mouth on my pussy.

“Am… am I?” I gasped.

His answer came in the form of his nose nuzzling my folds as he licked my cunt. I was already growing wetter as his teased me, tastes me, nearly sent me falling through space.

But I had the table and clasped his neck for good measure as his mouth moved up my body. Scotch hung off his breath, and I wanted to kiss him once more when his fingers surrounded my face.

“Spectacular,” he said. “Why do you waste your time with a man like Pete?”

Because I’d know him for more years than I could count. Because at one time I felt so sure that he would fulfill my hopes and dreams.

Because it was easier to lie in bed and imagine than seek out the real thing.

“I don’t know anymore,” I said. “Want to show me what I’m missing?”

Greg laughed and let his head fall to my shoulder. His sighs met every strand of my hair as it graced my shoulders. Burying his head between my breasts, he bared his teeth again. Now the nips were sharper, love bites that shredded my bra. His mouth opened to suckled my nipples, his tongue taking its time around each mound. My fingers slipped away from his neck, his pants cascading to his ankles. Kneading the firm curves of his ass with my hungry hands, my body arched as his kiss moved down my sides, his touch on my pussy again. With supreme ease Greg’s finger was inside me, making me drizzle with a greater desire than anything I had ever known.

“Been missing that?” he asked as his head shot up for a split second, our lips crashing together as I twirled my tongue around his. Did I nod? Would my nails leave marks on the muscles that made up his back? Needing to cum for fear that I might explode, I shrieked when he pulled me from the table.

“Answer the question,” he ordered in a husky voice.

The nod, if it even existed, must not be enough.

“Yes. I mean… I mean no…” I managed.

“No?” he teased, waggling his eyebrows as his hands, his mouth abandoned my body. The sight of him starting to pick up his pants was like the last chance of rescue from a burning building fading fast, and I was on the floor, clutching his cock as I furiously shook my head.

“I mean… how could I miss what I never had?”

His member throbbed in the space of my trembling palm, and I desperately stroked him as he pressed two fingers under my quivering chin.

“Then take a taste, Lily,” he said. “Let’s see what your tongue can really do.”

Biting down on my lip to steady my stance, I kept him in suspense for several long seconds. Fondling his fine shaft, my finger stopping at the tip, I let my mouth move into a smile.

And then my jaw dipped oven even wider.

How would I make this work? Greg’s piece just graced the tongue he coveted. Could any throat prove deep enough? No doubt some other girl had tried; maybe she even succeeded. But I wanted to show him what he had been missing.

Maybe for his entire life.

“Jesus fucking…”

He had no other words as I mewled and sucked. Hot like a fire from which I had no wish to escape, I started to drink him down, the flow of his lust quenching every untold thirst that I kept hidden. The way his cock vibrated against the insides of my cheeks, the pounding of his thighs on my shoulders made me smile around him. More of him, every glorious inch was on the verge of melting when he moaned and pulled out…

…leaving me licking my lips, trying to hold onto his taste as he peered down at me with eyes like ice.

“Why would anyone want to cover that mouth with makeup?” he murmured. Slowly stretching to my feet, I hugged him close and growled as I turned him towards the abandoned table.

“What are you doing?” he asked, his voice cracking as I crawled between his legs and hovered over his cock.

“If you’re not going to let me blow you, I’ll have to find some other way to fulfill my needs.”

He didn’t have a chance to utter another word as my cunt surrounded his cock, the feel of his body settling inside defining all that I was missing. And more. Fitting him like a glove, I rocked around his length, my nails now digging into his chest as my knees hit his hips and I tossed my head back.

“Yes,” I moaned as I tightened my muscles and smiled as his stream swirled with my heat. I was flying but still dropped deeper, draining his cock for fear that this first chance might be by my last. Pushing that thought aside, I kissed my marks on his chest, my teeth piercing his earlobes as he held my ass, let me savor his largeness until the explosion that sent me screaming into his mouth, my hair like loose ribbons adorning his body as our breath calmed. Rubbing one another, kissing the few places where our bodies had yet to meet, I finally turned away from him, let him wipe the sweat from my brow as he reached for my hand.

And I tightly took his hand in mine.

“I wasn’t even gonna come tonight,” he said.

“Is that a pun?” I smirked.

“I can always cum, Lily. But this… I mean doing it with you.”

We stayed like that until the world outside the doors rang out loudly.

Who was I kidding? Hoping this would last…

I groaned as I stood and started to dress, my heart sinking as he followed suit.

“Duty calls,” I said as I reapplied the lipstick and resigned myself to the natural order of things when he kissed my mouth, the makeup turning his lips a brighter shade of red.

“Stop. We have to get back out there.”

“You don’t want to live in this little room with me?” he asked with a wink.

“Wouldn’t that be nice?”

Straightening his tie and letting my finger trail down his frame so I could stroke the bulge hidden away once more in his slacks, I walked through one door, another…

“Don’t you want to wipe it off?” I asked.

“Meaning?”

“The lipstick, Greg.”

“No,” he said, his voice hardest thing all night. But his eyes… what was he thinking?

“Like you said; so the world knows where your love lies.”

“Now you think you love me,” I wondered as prepared to face the music once more.

And he held my hands and made me meet his eyes.

“If we take the chance, who knows? But what I do know is that you smiled when we shared a drink. Looked even happier when we were alone. Are you really ready to go back to your husband when we could keep this up?”

“Another pun?”

“I’m really asking you. Lily?”

My name as a question hung in the air. This was crazy; Peter would see that he lost his job. I wouldn’t have a place to call home. But as my body buzzed with the memory of his thrusts, I kissed his stubbled cheek, took a deep breath, and we moved through the restaurant.

Together.

Peter’s face fell, his eyes practically popping out of his head as we stepped into the night. Tomorrow would bring complications. Down the road, there would be lawyers. It was enough to send me back into the cocoon of the wrong jam and a familiar man’s patronizing words.

“Lily?

But then there was Greg. Maybe I could love him. Maybe it was just a stepping stone to the next chapter.

But one way or the other I was taking a chance.


50. The Doctor’s Orders: MILF Sex with the Hot Young Doctor by Nora Walker

As a single mom, Annie has always put her daughter’s needs about her own.  But now that her daughter was about to go away to college, thoughts of loneliness had crept in to the point where her daughter was concerned about her.  Little did she know that one small mistake in the kitchen was going to be the prescription for a new life.

I had been raising my daughter by myself for almost ten years, and she was about to start her senior year in high school.  I was so proud of her but so scared for myself.  It had been easy to ignore my own wants and needs and personal life when I had her to focus on.  I do not consider myself to have been a helicopter mom, but she was the sole focus of my world.  Well, that and my job.  I had to pay the bills somehow since her father really did not uphold his end of the divorce arrangements.  I.e., he never sent his child support.

Luckily, I had a pretty good job that paid for our simple lifestyle and yet still afforded me a certain amount of flexibility when I needed it for her.  While I did have an office, I also worked from home quite a bit in addition to having customer meetings and lunches and such.  When you are out and about on work-related stuff, they do not really notice when you stop off and run a personal errand or two as long as you get the job done.

But I did always make sure that I was home in the evenings so that Amber and I could have dinner together.  It was a rare occasion that we did not eat together, although it had become more and more frequent the older she got.  Within reason, I did not restrict her social life or her after school activities, but I did require good grades and most weekday dinners at home.  First of all, I wanted to make sure that we stayed ‘in touch’ on a regular basis.  Second, of all, I wanted to make sure she was eating healthy for most of her meals.  I could not control all of that, she bought her lunch at school most days, but it ensured at least one healthy and balanced meal per day.

Amber was mostly a well-behaved young lady who made smart decisions about her life and her future, and I appreciated that more than she probably realized.  Or sure, we had had our fights and disagreements and such.  What mother and daughter haven’t, especially when it has just been the two of you for so long?

I had one more year with her at home and then life would change again.  Many of my friends wondered out loud to me what I was going to do with myself.

I would just laugh and say, “Finally relax.”

But we all knew that was not true.  I would still worry about her; I just would not be able to check up on her.

I think I would be forced to get my own life and that fact was scary enough.  I had been on less than six dates since my divorce, and those had all been ‘set-ups’.  You know the type, when you think you are meeting friends out for dinner and suddenly there is a random unknown man sitting there.  They have all been nice enough, but not really worth disrupting my home life over; and certainly, no one that I was willing to introduce to my daughter.  Let alone if I started a relationship, and they slept over some evening.  That would be beyond awkward for Amber to encounter a strange man in the kitchen over the coffeepot!

But between work and being a single mom, it was not a huge gap in my life.  I guess since my marriage to her father had been so distant, to begin with, it was not like I had had a close intimate relationship, to begin with.

Lately Amber had been bringing it up more often.  I guess she was worried that I would too lonely after she moved away to college.  I always dismissed her questions and concerns with a chuckle and a wave of my hand.  I did not want to think about her worrying about me or heaven forbid, her thinking about any kind of sex life for her mother.

We were curled up on the couch with a pizza one night, watching a really cheesy Lifetime movie when I noticed that she kept darting glances my way.

“What?  What is it?” I finally asked as I sunk my teeth into the spinach, mushroom, and garlic flavor combination.

“Are you paying attention to the movie?” Amber asked me.

“Yeah, kind of.  I’m more interested in the pizza,” I laughed.

“Mom…” she rolled her eyes as only an eighteen-year-old girl can.

“What?  Sorry,” I sighed heavily.

“It’s about this couple that meets later in life, and gets married and all that.  That sounds really nice I think.”

I fixated my eyes on her, “Subtle, Amber, very subtle.”

“Mom, I just worry, you know that.  We’ve always had just each other, and I’ll be gone soon.  I like the idea of you finding someone.”

“Oh Amber, that’s just too much for me to think about right now.  It’s just not a priority.”

“You have to make yourself a priority.  That’s what my guidance counselor keeps telling me, and I think it works for you too.  You can’t always just be my mom.”

“I know, I know.  But I’ll cross that bridge when I get to it, okay?  For now, I just want to enjoy our last year together!”

“Oh, Mom!  It’s not like you’ll never see me again!”

“But it will never be the same.  Besides, I could never end up with someone who did not share our love of extra-garlicky pizza!”

“Yeah, he’s never want to kiss you!”

I slung a throw pillow at her and laughed, “Thanks a lot!”

She ducked the pillow and ended up smooshing her slice of pizza against her tee shirt.

“Mom!  Look what you did!”

“Well, I’m the one that does the laundry anyway so there,” I stuck my tongue out at her.

The thought did occur to me as I said that sentence.  “Maybe I need to teach you that sometime in the near future.  That and cooking.  I know you help out a lot around here, but you should learn some of those basics before you get to the dorm or your apartment.”

“Sounds fair, but you have to teach me how to make your tortilla soup.  That’s required!”

I kissed her cheek, and we settled in to finish both the pizza and the movie.

****

Over the course of that weekend, I tried to start teaching Amber a few tricks about laundry and cooking.  I was proud to have raised an independent young woman pretty much on my own, but it was time to show her some of those life skills that most adults take for granted.

We started with the basics, how to get the pizza sauce stains off her tee shirt from our Friday night together.  I walked her through the stain remover and then the process of laundry.  She laughed and rolled her eyes when I reminded her not to include her red running shorts with her white tee shirts and socks.

“I know, Mom, it will turn everything pink.  I got it.”

“Oh, and when you wash and dry your towels?  Never use any kind of fabric softener – the liquid or the dryer sheet.  That will make them non-absorbent, and you won’t be able to dry anything very well or very fast.”

“Really?”

I nodded, “Yup, my mom taught me that little fact years ago.”

I had been to the grocery store on Saturday to stock up so on Sunday for lunch, we made the homemade tortilla soup together.  It was mostly just diced chicken, onions, celery, carrots, tomatoes, and jalapenos in a base of chicken broth.  We also went through some of the spices that I usually add, like cumin, chili flakes, and garlic.  It really was not that complicated, just a lot of chopping and then patience while it all simmered for two hours.  Sometimes I would add rice, but it was not a must-have.  What made the whole meal amazing was everything we added to it when it was done cooking.

I spread out all of the toppings that we liked -- pico de gallo, diced avocado, diced tomatoes, sour cream, wedges of lime to squeeze over the soup, plenty of crispy tortilla strips, and lots of shredded pepper jack cheese.  Amber and I piled it all on to our steaming bowls, and settled onto the couch to dig in.  It was probably a little more complicated than most college students would mess with, but it was what she had asked to learn.

I got up to make a second bowl for myself but had a complete brain fart when I got to the kitchen.  When I reached for the pot, I wrapped my hand around the handle so I could tilt it towards me for more chicken and I let out an unearthly scream as I clunked the pot back onto the burner.  I had managed to thoroughly scald three of my fingers.  Amber came running into the kitchen with her eyes wide and her long ponytail bobbing.  I was standing at the sink running cold water over my scorched skin.

“I think I need to go to the doctor’s office,” I whined.

“What happened, Mom?!?!”

“I grabbed the handle with my bare hand,” I was embarrassed at what I had done and grateful that she was remaining pretty calm about my screeching.

Luckily we were both dressed decently enough (also known in our household as wearing a bra), so she was able to grab my purse and hers while I clumsily filled a Ziploc bag with ice and wrapped the bag in a towel.  She carefully led me to the car while I iced my throbbing fingers.

We headed to the nearest ‘minute clinic’ type of place.  Even with the pain, I was feeling, I certainly did not feel like paying for a trip to the emergency room.  Amber got me signed into the patient list, and we settled down in the extremely uncomfortable plastic chairs of the waiting room.  She was even able to fish out my driver’s license and health insurance card so that they could get the paperwork started.  Fortunately, I had burned the fingers on my left hand, so I was able to fill out my own paperwork since I am right handed.  It would have been quite a mess if I had injured my right hand.

We ended up sitting there for well over an hour, waiting on a nurse or doctor to call me back.  When they finally called my name, I told Amber she could just wait there.  I was not so bad off that I needed my hand held in the examining room, so to speak.

The older nurse led me back to a room while she read the paperwork out loud.

“Burned yourself, did you?” her eyes twinkled as she read my description of my unintentional self-inflicted injury.

“Yeah, it was just a senior moment I suppose,” I rolled my eyes at myself.

“Don’t worry, Nathan - Dr. Daniels - will take good care of you.”

“I’m sure he will just tell me not to grab boiling hot metal.  That’s what these doctors like to do, state the obvious.”

She laughed, “Dr. Daniels isn’t like that.  He’ll fix you up, I promise.”

“Do you know how much longer the wait will be?  My daughter is in the waiting room.”

“Not too much longer.  She can come back if you want.  How old is she?”

“She’s eighteen.  She’s better off out there instead of fussing over me.”

I noisily sat down on the paper-covered examining table.

“Please tell me I don’t need one of those horrid paper gowns?”

“No, not at all.  Unless you burned yourself in places that we can’t see.”

I laughed, “No, just the fingers.”

I ended up waiting another ten minutes or so and then there was a soft, polite knock at the door.

“Come in,” I answered.

I was sorely unprepared for the gorgeous man that strode into the room.  He looked to be about twenty years younger than me with a full head of wavy brown hair, flashing blue eyes, and a quick smile.  I don’t know whether it was a factor of how long it had been or whether he was really that good-looking, but I noticed almost immediately how well he filled out his white lab coat.

“I’m Dr. Daniels,” he grinned.

My heart did a little somersault inside my chest as his voice rumbled in the room.  I was having a hard time catching my breath just from looking at him.

****

Dr. Daniels gingerly pulled away my homemade towel-wrapped ice pack and winced when he saw the bright red color of my fingers.

“Yeah, I got them good, didn’t I?” I laughed at myself.

“You really did, but I don’t think you did any deep or permanent damage.  It should heal up just fine in a little while.”  When he spoke, I could hear his honeyed Southern accent.

“Really?  I don’t have like third-degree burns?”

He laughed, “No, nothing like that.”

“Damn, if this hurts this much, I don’t even want to know.”

His blue eyes looked at me intently, and he shook his head, “No, you don’t want to know.  I’ve worked in emergency rooms before, and it can be very very bad.”

“Now you just see silly housewives and sinus infections?”

He laughed again, filling the room with the warm sound.  “Something like that.  Plus the hours are much better and very few gunshot and knife stabbing victims.”

“Good heavens, where did you work?”

“Downtown Atlanta; it was interesting.”

“Oh, are you from Georgia?”

“That I am.  How could you tell?”

“Your accent,” I giggled and felt my cheeks flush pink.

“Dang.  I thought it was getting better.”

“Oh, don’t worry about it.  It’s very charming,” I smiled.

“Oh really now?” His eyes twinkled wickedly.

I blushed again, “Well…  I mean…  I didn’t…”

He winked at me which really did not help my level of flustered.  I was pretty sure he was vaguely flirting with me, but I was so unaccustomed to that kind of attention, I did not know what to do with myself.  Especially since he appeared to be closer to my daughter’s age than mine.

Just when my thoughts were wandering into dangerous territory, he snapped me back to reality with a healthy dose of pain.  He swabbed my fingers with alcohol to clean off any residue or whatever.  Then he gently coated them with this thick white salve.  Afterward, he carefully wrapped them in gauze and them wrapped all three of them together as extra protection.

“Goodness, don’t I make quite the sight.  I can’t walk around like that!”  I laughed at my three bulky white fingers as they stuck straight up in the air.

“Hey, just be glad you didn’t only burn the middle one.  Now that would be awkward!”

I giggled at the image of myself walking around and flipping off the whole world.  I was shifting uncomfortably on the examining table, making the paper liner crinkle underneath me.

He stepped closer to me, his slim torso pressed against my knee.  I felt the heat creep through my body at his distinctly non-medical touch.

“Did you burn anything else?  Did you drop the pan when you burned your fingers?  Did anything splash on you?”

I shook my head, not trusting my voice to stay calm with him that near.  I was certain he could hear my heartbeat even without his stethoscope.  My breathing was uneven and causing my breasts to rise and fall noticeably under my tee shirt.

My heart skipped a beat when he skimmed over the outside of my thigh with the tips of his fingers, “It doesn’t look like there was any other damage.”

“N-N-No, there wasn’t,” my voice shook as I whispered my answer to him.  My head was down and trying to avoid looking at the fingers that were tickling my leg.

“Should I examine just to on the safe side?”

My head snapped up to meet his intense cobalt gaze.

“What?”

“You know, just in case…”

“In case of what?”

He chuckled, “Just to cover our bases.  I’d hate for you to leave without a thorough examination…”

My cheeks felt like they were on fire from blushing.

With the backs of his fingers, he brushed my hair aside to expose my neck.  I felt the cool air from the examining room against my sensitive skin and the goosebumps ripples down my arm.  He lightly ran his fingertips down my neck, giving me goosebumps on my goosebumps.

“Looks okay,” he said in a low voice as he leaned forward towards me.

I gasped when his lips brushed my neck.

“Dr. Daniels?”

“Call me Nathan,” his voice had dropped another octave as it rumbled against the shell of my ear.

“Nathan?  Wh-Wh-What’s going on?”

As his answer, he pressed his lips to mine.  They were soft and warm, and I instantly and completely remembered what passion felt like.  When I did not pull away, he pressed firmer.  The tip of his tongue tickled my lower lip, and when I gasped, it slipped between my lips to tickle the roof of my mouth.  I moved my hands to bury them in his hair but as one of my hands attempted to clench, the pain shot through.  I groaned, and he pulled back from kissing.

“Wrong hand?” he chuckled.

I nodded, “Yeah, I forgot.”

He shook his head with a wry smile and lightly pushed me backwards on the table until I was lying down with Nathan standing between my thighs.  He pulled me to the very edge of the table and slid both hands up under my tee shirt.  I gasped when his fingers found my aching nipples.  He flicked and pinched and tugged at them, sending shockwaves down to the very warm core of my body.

“Nathan?” I gasped quietly.

“Yes, Annie?”

“It’s been so long…..” I was worried to tell him, but it seemed like I should give him fair warning.

“How long?” he mumbled against my skin as he licked and nibbled my tummy.

“Ummmm, about eleven years I think?”

“Geezus, what?  Are you kidding?” he exhaled in surprise.

I laughed, “I’m older than I look.  And I haven’t been with anyone since my divorce.  Not to mention the last year of the marriage was pretty much sexless.”

“You’re going to explode,” he chuckled.

He slowly unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans, working them slowly down my legs as I kicked off my flip-flops.  I was glad I had worn semi-nice underwear that day, a simple pair of white cotton bikinis.  And I did maintain myself ‘down there’ on a regular basis despite the lack of intimate partners; I just preferred it that way for my own comfort zone.

When his palm pressed against the damp spot at the center of my panties, I groaned from deep inside my chest.  The heat from his body combined with the heat in my own and it did feel combustible.  His fingers wiggled against me, and I squirmed on the table.  It had been so very long since anyone touched me there that I could not sit still.  Hell, I didn’t even touch myself there anymore.

Nathan was drawing agonizingly slow circles around the aching parts of me.  I squirmed and writhed on that infernal rustling paper cover as he teased me.  Then suddenly his hand was gone, and I felt a new kind of warmth against me.  I sat up slightly on the table and saw that his face was right up against me.  It was his breath I was feeling.

“Nathan? What are you…?”

He grinned up at me from between my thighs, “It’s been so long you don’t know?”

I felt my cheeks flush as red as they had ever been.

“I’ve never…”

“Are you kidding?  Really?”

I shook my head and nibbled my lower lip.

“Mmmm, allow me…”

He hooked his thumbs through the strings of my bikini panties and slid them down my legs.  I twisted my hips around and lifted my ass up so that he could get them off and he tossed them somewhere in the room.

His lips were gentle against the skin of my inner thigh as he moved upwards from my knee.  I was not even sure what to expect from this particular sort of touch, but parts of my body ached to feel whatever he had in mind.  When his tongue wove its way through the folds of my flesh and found the tiny swollen nub inside, it was all I could do to keep from screaming out.

I was using the forearm of my bad hand as a pillow so that I remembered not to move it.  The other hand instantly buried itself in his thick brown curls as I experienced my very first tongue on my clit.

His tongue drew those same slow tiny circles that his hand had been rubbing earlier and it was driving me crazy.  It was hot and wet and soft, and like nothing, I had ever felt before.  He just kept circling and circling, every so often flicking across the top until I could barely breathe.  I was gasping and writhing, trying to get from him something that I could not even identify.

He closed his lips around the swollen bud and flicked his tongue firm and fast over the taut surface and my whole body tightened up.  Every muscle went rigid, and then my whole body trembled and shook and curled.  He sucked and flicked until I did not have a twitch left in my muscles.  Or so I thought.

He kept lightly licking against my trembling clit but this time he carefully slid two fingers inside me and I bucked hard on the table.

“Oh!” I cried out, clamping my good hand over my own mouth.

He curled his fingers inside me as his tongue hit just the right pressure and speed and I shattered again, flooding his hand and mouth with my juices.

“Nathan!” I gasped, “It’s too much!”

He chuckled as he pulled away to let my body recover.

“Would you be up for something else entirely?”

I blinked up at him, the pain in my fingers forgotten as he started to undress.  His broad shoulders were well-defined, and his pecs were smooth and flat.  His waist nipped in to accentuate the perfect six-pack abs.  There did not appear to be an ounce of fat or flab on his entire naked gorgeous body.  I propped myself up a little on my elbows, and I’m pretty sure my eyes widened at the sight of what he was offering me.

Now, it had been a while since I saw a hard cock in person, but I am damn certain that what he was sporting could have been called perfect.  He appeared to be almost eight inches long, smooth and hard and perfectly wide.

“Is that what they’re handing out to kids nowadays?” I grinned up at his face.

He winked at me, “No, this is the doctor’s special.”

I laughed, “Well, bring it on over here doctor.”

I indelicately scooted back on the table, and he climbed on top with me.  I reached down between our entwined legs and ran my nails up the length of his swollen erection.  He groaned and half-closed his eyes as I tickled that sensitive spot just below the opening at the tip.  He pulled his cock away from my hand, and I felt the thick mushroom-shaped head pressed up against me.

“After as long as you’ve waited, I don’t want it to be over too soon,” he groaned as he slid inside my warm wetness.

My whole body tensed up at the penetration; I could not even remember the sensation anymore but nothing I had ever had in my past compared to the feeling of Nathan in that moment.

I wrapped my legs around his trim waist and dug my heels into his ass, spurring him in deeper.

He chuckled, “I love older women; they always know what they want.”

And in true younger man fashion, his hips pounded his cock in and out of me with a rabbit’s energy.  His pelvis struck mine over and over, slamming his thickness deep inside with every thrust.  Nathan’s dark brows knitted together as he tried to focus on something I could not see.

“Oh Damn,” he cursed under his breath.

“What?  Did I do something?”

He shook his head, “No, it’s me.  I’m going to…”

He yanked his hips away from me suddenly, and I felt the hot splashes of his cum on my belly.

“Oh damn,” he sighed, “I’m sorry.”

I chuckled, “It’s quite alright.  You still gave me more in our little visit than my ex-husband gave me in our entire marriage, my daughter notwithstanding.”

He slid two of his sturdy fingers back inside me and curled them just right up against some unknown place, and I bucked on the table again, another climax without any warning whatsoever.

I finally fell back against that damn crinkly paper and tried to breathe normally.  He sweetly fetched a cup of water from the sink and helped me sit up while we both looked around for our clothes.

I eventually got myself re-dressed and made it back out to the waiting room after tidying up.

Amber looked very concerned, “Mom?  What happened?  What took so long?”

“There was some waiting, and then he just bandaged me up and took very good care of me.”

****

Amber eventually did move away to college, and I was left empty-nested.  But I was not alone.  She was a little skeptical about Nathan at first, but soon got to know him.  And despite the fact that her mother was now dating someone who would have been age-appropriate for her, she actually really liked the guy.  She was thrilled that I had someone to keep me company now that she was gone, and in her opinion, he treated me very well.

I had forgotten, but I did remember that with younger men, they may have a hair trigger when it comes to getting off, but they can almost always rebound just as quickly.  We finally found a few ways to make sure that we both got what we needed most of the times.

One of the best things about dating Nathan was Amber’s high school graduation.  The look on her father’s face when I showed up with a gorgeous young doctor boyfriend was just about priceless.  Especially in light of the fact that I had done a terrific job of maintaining myself over the years, and Nathan could barely keep his hands to himself.  Thomas just glared at the two of us while we giggled like school kids.

It turned out that Nathan really was just what the doctor ordered.

Thank you for buying this erotica collection.

Click on the image below for a free Erotica Audiobook offer, when you join Audible for a 30 day trial.

[image: ]

Click HERE for an audio sample

OEBPS/image_6545.jpg
ALL FEMALE
NARRATION

Iy

(BT
FIF,/ N S;I;QRIES OF
A G






cover.jpeg
FILTHY FIFTY STORIES

) i iliic?

FIFTY HOT MATURE WOMEN SEX STORIES

NI BLAKE, JESSICA SILVER, AND NORA WALK





