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Chapter One

Half the state had been frozen over for days, the wealthy western ‘burbs of Montgomery County especially. I was working alone that day, riding an aging Ford F-150 fitted with a salt dispenser in the back and a rusted plow on the grill, and my dented aluminum snow shovel riding dutifully in the cab behind me.

Snow removal wasn’t my usual gig. Not full-time, anyway. I was a union laborer in the city, pouring concrete and moving framing materials on high-rise job sites. The last few months had been slow, however. I finished the last concrete job before Thanksgiving and the next high-rise wasn’t slated to start until Spring.

But hell, I didn’t mind. I was twenty-two years old, living alone in a small apartment in a cheap part of the city, and I had savings to hold me over.

I took the job with Jack Frost Winter Services mostly to pad my savings account. The boss kept me off-the-books, paying me in cash, so I could continue collecting unemployment benefits during my construction layoff. (Let’s keep that part quiet. I don’t need the Department of Labor sniffing up my butt.)

Honestly, though, I just preferred having the part-time snow removal gig to sitting around my apartment with nothing to do. Cracking open beers and playing video games all day was great, but an easy way to get fat and lazy.

I was on my last job of the day, some sprawling McMansion in one of the wealthier developments around the western county.

I rarely had to interact with the clients, all that was handled by my boss. I just had to show up, plow the snow, salt the driveway, and shovel sidewalks.

The shoveling was backbreaking work, for sure, especially when the snow got heavy, but my normal job consisted of moving wet concrete in wheelbarrows and hauling framework up and down twenty-foot ladders.

I’m just saying, I was accustomed to tough work, and didn’t find my duties with Jack Frost Winter Services particularly bad.

But hey, shoveling and salting beat the hell out of customer service. I was just glad I didn’t have to deal with angry phone calls from entitled, wealthy suburbanites like the cubicle mice back in the office.

The last property had been plowed and salted. I was just finishing shoveling the winding sidewalk when I heard a deep, sultry female voice call out from behind me.

“Hey there, shovel man,” that voice hollered, loud but oddly smooth. Oddly syrupy. “Nobody showed up to do my property today.”

That voice sounded sexy as all hell, but my back was aching from a long day, and I was never in the mood to deal with customers.

Especially customers who’d never scheduled our services. It happened quite a bit, you know. I’d work a property, finish up, and then have to deal with some neighbor who was pissed that their company hadn’t come out yet, as if that were any of my business.

I turned around, resisting the urge to roll my eyes. I thrust the metal edge of my shovel into a small pile of snow and leaned on the handle.

I was about to say, Sorry ma’am, you’ll have to give the office a call if you need snow moved off your property, but when I saw her leaning out of her doorway, I was rendered completely speechless.

In the frozen gray January gloom, her blonde hair was like a slash of sunlight in the gunmetal afternoon. Pulled back in a casual ponytail, but still somehow elegant, effortlessly fashionable.

It was getting late in the day, almost quarter after four, but she looked like she’d been lounging in her sleepwear all day.

A tight white robe was pulled around her, satin or silk, with a sash dangling loosely at the waist.

I wasn’t one for branded fashion, but I knew an expensive piece of clothing when I saw one, and I figured that tiny nighttime robe – almost more of a miniskirt, to be honest – probably cost more than what I earned in a week.

And yeah, it was tiny.

The hemline danced around her upper thighs, almost painfully short, exposing nearly every inch of legs the color of cream.

Her legs were thick, toned to perfection. This woman, who must have been twenty years older than me, was obviously no stranger to the gym. Though slender, her body had the curves of a female who wasn’t afraid to work the squat rack a few times a week.

She was barefoot, her toenails painted bright green, like they were decorated with little emeralds. She had a golden anklet over her right foot, just as bright as her hair.

Though she wore the sash loosely around her waist, the robe was most definitely not loose. That satin, or possibly silk, hugged the curves of her hips, then the narrow band of her waist.

She kept the slip parted slightly, however. It opened a few inches above her belly button, showing off a toned abdomen. The slip opened wider the higher it got, mainly at the chest.

When I realized I could see traces of her black lace bra cups, my tongue clicked dryly against the roof of my mouth, as if I’d just gone mute.

She leaned halfway out of her screen door, the wind whipping against her little robe, tiny snow crystals whirling around her bare toes.

She smiled with plump, full lips, a deep, sweet shade of pink, like cotton candy straight from the mixer.

She laughed at my silence. Her clipped laughter was just as smooth as her voice, velvet and honey and syrup.

“What’s wrong, shovel man?” she asked. “Did your tongue freeze off or did you just forget how to talk?”

Her eyes were bright blue, sparkling despite the grayness of the day. Her eyelids narrowed, giving the impression she was watching me closely, with a naughty tint in her piercing gaze.

Yes, this woman knew she had rendered me speechless.

And she was enjoying it.

I cleared my throat and rediscovered my voice. “Sorry ma’am,” I said. “I don’t do scheduling. If you need your property plowed, you’ll have to call our main office.”

She pulled her robe tighter around her, crossing her arms across her chest, propping the screen door open with her elbow. She shivered a little.

“I hate talking on the phone,” she said. “I prefer dealing with people face-to-face.”

“Um…I don’t know if…”

“Why don’t you come inside?” she asked, and though she was calling out to me from about fifteen yards away, her voice seemed to hit a lower pitch.

Lower and more personal.

Conspiratorial, even. 

Then I noticed the bright golden wedding ring on her finger. My stomach sank a little bit. I hadn’t even realized I’d been getting myself worked up.

Dude, this is a married forty-year-old woman, I thought to myself. A very WEALTHY forty-year-old woman. Did you really think you had a chance?

Still…

“Miss, if you don’t like talking on the phone, maybe you can get your husband to call our office,” I shouted back.

Those cotton candy lips curved wider with her smile. For just a second, she nibbled on her bottom lip. Her piercing blue eyes seemed to deepen.

“He’s never around,” she said with a shrug. “He’d rather hang out in the office than bother with me. But anyway, shovel man, it’s getting nippy out here. So if you want to talk things over, I’ll keep my door unlocked.”

With that, the woman who I’d soon find out was named Nevada Wilde stepped back into her house. Before shutting the door, she looked back over her shoulder and shot me a smirking glance, an expectant smile.

Yeah, she knew I was going to go in there. I think she knew even before I did.


Chapter Two

I checked the time. Not even four-thirty in the afternoon yet. I’d finished up early and wasn’t expected back at the garage for another hour, at least.

I stood by the F-150, leaning on the shovel, my e-cigarette tucked into the corner of my mouth. I took a pull, low-percentage nicotine menthol, minty and fresh.

Are you really going to go in there, Mikey? I asked myself.

“I shouldn’t,” I grumbled, taking another puff from the battery. “But goddamn she looked good…”

I mean…you’re a single dude…

“Yeah, and she’s married.”

To some rich douchebag. And the way she looked at you…

“Okay,” I said to my own inner monologue. “You twisted my arm.”

Before I could think the better of it, I tossed the shovel into the bed of the truck, kicked off the snow caked onto my boots, and trotted up her driveway.

She had left her front door open a crack, just behind the screen door, but this was a nice neighborhood. Scruffy blue-collar city guys like me didn’t exactly fit in, so there was no way in hell I was just going to strut inside.

I tugged off my heavy-duty insulated gloves and knocked on the screen door.

“Come right inside,” the woman called.

I pulled the screen door open, but didn’t enter yet. “Hey ma’am, it’s me,” I said. “The, uh, shovel man.”

From inside the warmth of the living room came more of that syrupy laughter. “Of course, I know that,” she giggled. “Come on in and warm yourself by the fire, young man.”

I stepped in, wiping my boots on the floor mat just inside the threshold. The living room was massive. With a massively high ceiling and wide floor plan, I figured the living room alone might have been bigger than the shoebox rowhome I grew up in.

The blonde woman was sitting on a big leather couch in front of a crackling fireplace. She had her legs curled up beneath her, the hem of her robe just barely reaching her upper thighs.

She held a long-stemmed wine glass filled with a deep red. A nice Cabernet, I assumed, judging by the uncorked wine bottle sitting on the coffee table.

She took a slow, pensive sip. I was transfixed, watching her lips purse against the glass. The red wine sloshing gently toward her mouth.

Her piercing blue eyes were locked on mine as she drank daintily. The rim of the glass was wet with the moisture of her lips.

Her pale throat shifted as she swallowed. She set the glass down on the table and leaned forward a touch, causing the slip of her robe to open wider.

I swallowed hard, faced with the sight of her chest, lightly freckled across her clavicles with a narrow slit between her big, firm breasts.

It took all my strength not to let my eyes wander.

And she seemed to know it, too.

She giggled that syrupy giggle, her stare still unwavering. Her blue eyes shifted down toward my boots then worked their way back up. My jeans, my heavy coat, my shoulders, my beard, then to my eyes again.

The woman’s wedding band was loose, I noticed. It didn’t quite fit right. She absentmindedly rolled it with her thumb, circling it loosely around her ring finger.

“My name’s Nevada Wilde,” she said. “You can call me Nevy, though.”

“Interesting name,” I said, trying not to stutter. “I’m Mikey.”

“Michael,” she purred. “You should go by Michael.” She flicked her tongue across her lips. She might have been licking a drop of wine from her lips…or maybe just trying to draw my attention. “That’s a man’s name. Michael.”

“Um…so anyway, your property…snow removal,” I blubbered.

She kicked her legs out from under her, smooth and slowly. Nevy rested her bare feet on the oak coffee table, wiggling her toes, making the golden anklet dance over her right ankle.

“My husband goes by Jeffy,” she said, emphasizing the word ‘husband’ with contempt. “Can you believe that? A fifty-year-old man, going by Jeffy?”

I just nodded, not knowing what to say. I didn’t doubt her husband was a douchebag, but I wasn’t about to start badmouthing a guy in his own house.

I cleared my throat. “So, um, Miss Wilde, how long have you been married?”

“Too long,” she quipped. “But enough about Jeffy.” She patted the empty leather cushion right next to her. “Peel off those cold, wet clothes and take a seat, Michael. So we can talk.”

I felt like I was moving through a dream, an unreal haze, as I unzipped my heavy coat and pulled off my skullcap. “So we can talk about snow removal?” I asked.

She giggled again. It was a knowing laugh, but not a mocking one. She grabbed her wine glass and took another sip.

Nevy cocked an eyebrow and nodded toward a China cabinet against the far wall. “Grab yourself a wine glass on your way over,” she smiled. “I’ve always found that it’s easier to make conversation with a stranger over drinks.”

“Uh, okay, Miss Wilde,” I said.

“Michael, please,” she laughed. “Call me Nevy.”


Chapter Three

I sat down next to Nevada Wilde with my empty glass. By then, she’d drained hers, as well.

The older woman looked at me expectantly, her legs crossed once more, her right leg over the left, the golden anklet dangling. Her tiny robe rode up her thighs another half inch. My jaw tightened when I caught a glimpse of her panties, the very same black lace fabric as her bra.

“Are you going to fill me up?” she asked, a single strand of blonde hair falling out of place, settling perfectly down the left side of her face.

I stuttered for a response. “Um…”

She leaned forward, making her breasts press tighter together, making that narrow slit between that much narrower. Nevy held up her wine glass, her fingers clenching it at the long, slim stem.

“I thought we were having drinks?” Nevada pressed. “My husband Jeffy is the kind of man who makes a lady pour her own drink, but I don’t think you are, Michael.”

She recognized the effect she was having on me. Again, she seemed to be enjoying it, but not in a rude or mocking way.

And she definitely could have been rude or mocking. Nevada Wilde was a stunning woman. Every inch of her toned, curvy frame screamed sensuality. One look from those piercing blue eyes could have turned any man to mush.

I could imagine her at a cocktail bar, playing men like marionettes. A flash of a smile, a flirtatious comment. Pulling the strings, making the puppets dance.

But she wasn’t playing me.

“Of course I’ll fill your glass,” I said, finding my confidence. Though the older woman was somewhat intimidating, it was easy to get my confidence back the more I came to realize she wasn’t screwing with me. “Sorry,” I went on. “It’s just been a long day.”

I took the bottle and filled her glass, then my own. The deep red Cabernet Sauvignon sloshed in our glasses, almost mesmerizing.

“Oh, I know you work hard,” Nevada said. She leaned back, settling her elbow on the top of the cushion, her chin propped daintily in her open palm. Without me noticing, she’d scooted a few inches closer to me.

I held my wine glass conservatively in both hands, settled over my lap. If I just shifted my right hand over by an inch, my knuckles would brush against her bare thigh.

And yeah, Nevada Wilde knew it.

That knowledge alone turned my cock into a painful, throbbing piece of concrete. I made sure to keep my hands over my lap, so she couldn’t see the tent bulging in my jeans.

“You have noticed me noticing you, haven’t you?” Nevada asked, her voice dropping an octave, not quite a whisper but close.

A knowing whisper. A conspiratorial whisper.

“I haven’t, actually,” I said, desperately wanting to take a sip of my wine to settle my nerves, but not wanting to risk showing her the tent in my pants.

“Oh,” she said quietly, in a clipped tone.

Almost like she was hurt.

“You mean, you’ve noticed me working on your street?” I asked.

She rolled her fingertip around the rim of her glass, her eyes staring into her wine, rather than at me. I’d just hurt her feelings, I realized.

Because what she was saying was this: A gorgeous, lonely forty-something housewife had been purposely watching me every time I worked this property, likely in an outfit just like the one she wore now.

A strange sense of excitement coiled in my gut. Not only did this woman want me, but she’d been wanting me for weeks, and I simply hadn’t noticed.

Though excited and severely flattered, my stomach sank. No wonder she looked hurt. She’d been trying to get my attention, and failed.

For a woman as gorgeous as Nevada Wilde, that must have stung.

“You should have called out to me earlier,” I said quickly, trying to rescue her from that sting. “When I’m working, I just sort of keep my head down and get to the grind, you know?”

She kept her face turned toward the wine, but shifted her piercing blue eyes to the left, looking at me from the corner of her eye. Her tongue slipped across those pouty, pretty cotton candy lips.

“Yeah?” she asked, hope in her voice.

“I just can’t stand dealing with people,” I said softly, smiling. “I’m just a blue-collar guy. If there’s hard work to be done, I don’t mind busting my ass. But when it comes to being a customer service-type people pleaser, I just don’t have it in me.”

Nevada reclined again, curling her thighs beneath her once more. She turned toward me, holding her glass near her lips, like she was about to take a sip, but hesitated.

“Michael, something tells me you’re very good at pleasing people,” she grinned. She tightened her lips, that stunning, hypnotic grin growing more playful.

Naughtier.

“At least, something tells me you could please me,” she went on, and just like that, before I could even notice, she ran her fingers across my right thigh.

I had girlfriends before. A few, actually. But they’d always been my age. Twenty-somethings. The oldest hookup I ever had was twenty-five, and even that felt intimidating.

But with Nevada Wilde, I felt woefully inexperienced. The fact that she was coming onto me so strongly at all left me half-punch drunk, confused and staggering.

Trying my best not to sound like an idiot, I pressed on. “Something tells me you’re not talking about me shoveling your sidewalk, Miss Wilde,” I said.

“Nevy,” she corrected me. “Call me Nevy, Michael.”

Her hand moved higher, then inward. My cock ached down to the root as she gripped my thigh, her fingertips sinking into me, grabbing me. If she just moved her hand inward another two inches, she’d have felt the erection in my jeans.

“Nevy,” I said quietly, hoping I sounded more confident than I felt.

She smiled, raised the wine glass to her lips, and held eye contact as she took a long, sensual sip.

“You’re right,” Nevada said. “Because I don’t give a damn about the snow, Michael. By now, I think you know what this is about.”

Her hand moved closer, then reached the rock-hard jut beneath my denim. Her eyelids fluttered when she felt it, her bright blue eyes narrowing. I groaned quietly as she gingerly grabbed the slider on my zipper.

She wasn’t tugging on it, yet, but held it in such a way that communicated she would, very soon.

My voice rumbled in my throat. One last chance for propriety, I figured.

“Nevy,” I said quietly. “You’re a married woman.”

“Twenty years wasted,” she said, moving closer. She set her wine glass down then grabbed my right wrist. She tugged it off my own glass then pulled it onto her bare thigh.

Nevada Wilde’s flesh was refreshingly warm and smooth. After hours of having my mitts stuffed into rough, insulated gloves, then wrapping them around a frigid shovel handle, the shock of her smooth skin was a revelation.

By then, my cock wasn’t just painful, but aching.

I lifted my wine glass to my lips. For the first time, Nevy saw the full extent of the tent in my jeans. She purred quietly and toyed with my zipper slider, pinching the brass.

I took only a small sip of wine. The red warmth spilling down my throat boosted my confidence further, enough that I ran the pad of my thumb across her thigh, cupping the smooth flesh.

“So you’ve been watching me?” I asked, my voice steadier.

“Mm-hmm,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “Just two weeks ago, I saw you shoveling. You must have worked up a sweat because you ditched that heavy coat.” She leaned closer. I could feel her breath against my face, her bright, piercing blue eyes upturned to mine. Her lips were close enough to kiss. “You were only wearing a T-shirt underneath.”

I shrugged humbly. “It’s not like I’m a jacked guy or anything.”

“No,” she agreed. “But you’re solid. It’s a functional build. Naturally strong. Not like some soft gym bro who can load plates onto a barbell but spends eight hours a day in a cubicle.”

She released the zipper slider and her hand glided to my waist. Nevada slid her hand beneath my shirt, her fingers grazing my stomach. She squeezed a little.

“You know, I haven’t fucked my husband in six months,” she whispered, drawing closer. My whole body tensed when she brushed her lips against the side of my neck.

“I don’t know how a man can go that long without touching you, Nevy,” I responded.

She walked her fingers further along my abdomen, up to my chest. She traced invisible circles on my sternum with her forefinger.

“When he sleeps, I touch myself,” she admits quietly, and her hand returns to my zipper. “And when I touch myself, I think of you.”


Chapter Four

She pulled my zipper down. The brass teeth parted smoothly and my cock popped out, a physical exclamation point of my burning libido, having already pushed through the slit in my boxers.

Nevada’s deep blue eyes shifted down toward it. She kissed my throat lightly and whispered, “In my fantasies, when I touch myself, when Jeffy is sleeping soundly next to me, I’ve dreamt about this cock driving inside of me.”

I set my wine down, tilted her chin back, and kissed her. Her lips were soft, yet formed a tight seal against mine. When I slid my tongue into her mouth, she tasted faintly of Cabernet and roses.

She set her own glass down. Nevada slowly wrapped her fingers around the base of my cock. She grabbed my T-shirt, clutching it in her fist, pulling me closer.

I groaned mid-kiss when she stroked my dick, gently rotating her wrist. No twenty-something female I’d been with knew how to work a cock the way Nevada Wilde could.

I broke our kiss, grimacing as I tried to keep myself in check. Nevy seemed to drink in my pleasure, her voice falling into a deeper, more sultry pitch. She kissed my earlobe and kept stroking.

“Jeffy just lies there asleep,” she whispered into my ear. “And he has no idea that I’m lying there next to him, sliding my fingers around my clit, dreaming of what it must feel like to have this,” she paused to squeeze my cock for emphasis, “buried inside of me.”

“Nevy, holy shit…”

“Touch me, Michael,” she said. I still had my hand on her bare leg. She grabbed it by the wrist and thrust it between her thighs.

I might have felt foolish, even immature. Nevada was guiding me, almost teaching me, but at no point did she judge my relative inexperience. Far from it.

I turned my body toward her, my cock angling in her direction. She effortlessly adjusted the rotation of her wrist, cranking my cock without missing a beat. If she kept going, I just might have sprayed my load across her lap.

Somehow, I kept myself focused. I slipped my hand down the black lace of her panties. Her pussy was wet as ripe fruit, the juices flowing, warm and sticking to my fingers.

“That’s it,” she panted, nodding as she kissed me. “You know just where to touch me, don’t you?”

I grunted and resisted the urge to simply plunge a finger into her sex. Rather, I took my time, remaining patient, and slowly circled my forefinger around her clit.

She exhaled quietly, but sharply. The slip of her robe fell open wider, dancing down her shoulders. Her bra was too tight for her tits. As she heaved forward, one perky pink nipple slid out of the right cup.

I took her nipple into my mouth, teasing it with my tongue. I closed my lips tighter around it, just as I lightly brushed my fingertip over her clit.

Nevada jerked against me with a throaty moan. Her thighs closed tight around my hand. A shock of satisfaction rippled through me when I realized her inner thighs were soaked.

I just made her cum, I thought proudly.

Yes, I had women before and, yes, they generally had orgasms during sex. But making a twenty-year-old chick cum just wasn’t the same as bringing a mature forty-year-old woman to her moment of pleasure.

The orgasm shot through her. Nevy rolled backward, her thighs trembling, and momentarily lost her grip on my cock.

She pressed one open palm over her chest, right between her tits. Her mouth hung agape as she squirmed, working through the release, her bra cup slipping lower, fully revealing her right breast.

Without thinking, I turned her face back toward mine. I pulled my hand out from between her thighs and licked my slick fingers clean.

The forty-something bombshell’s eyes didn’t blink once as she watched me swallow her sweetness.

“You are fucking delicious, Miss Wilde,” I said.

For just a moment, she just sat there. Unblinking, breathing heavily.

“Well now, Michael, now you’ve gone ahead and done it,” she said.

I went still, my stomach sinking. Had I gone too far? Offended her somehow? Or maybe that momentary release had shaken her out of her midlife crush, and now she was ready to go back to Jeffy and become a good, respectful, loyal housewife.

Well, I was wrong.

“Now I have to taste you,” she said, then draped herself across me, a lustful smile on her lips, before she took me into her mouth.

Her lips tightened. Her tongue shifted around my ridge then slid down the underside of my shaft. Nevada tugged my boxers down further and captured my balls in her palm, squeezing, gently caressing.

She shifted herself around, her knees on the floor, her face in my lap. Nevada’s bright blue eyes studied the pleasure on my face. She kept her lips wrapped tight around my tip and stroked me, from my root up to her lips, cranking my shaft in that perfect rhythm.

When I came in her mouth, she didn’t so much as blink.


Chapter Five

Nevada Wilde remained on her knees before me. She kept stroking my cock, milking it for every drop. When she pulled her mouth off me, she kept her lips pursed tight.

“Mmmm,” she purred, and I saw her mouth shifting slightly.

She was rolling it around on her tongue, I realized.

Imagine that, I thought to myself. A gorgeous, wealthy, mature woman…with MY cum in her mouth.

Then I wondered: When Jeffy came home tonight, would he give her a kiss on the lips, blissfully unaware that I’d pumped a load of cum down his wife’s throat?

Nevada kept stroking me. She ran one hand under my shirt, her fingers gliding along my abdomen again.

She stared straight into my eyes when she swallowed my load, her throat shifting, her tongue flicking across her glistening lips.

“Sorry, Nevy,” I said as I caught my breath. “I should have warned you before I finished.”

She smirked. “It was a big load you shot down my throat,” she giggled. “But I enjoyed every drop.”

A thick, palpable silence hung between us. I stared back into her eyes. She had only the slightest hints of wrinkles on her face, a youthful energy sizzling through her pale flesh despite her middle age.

It seemed to take Nevada a moment to realize I was still hard, though. When my hard cock caught her eye, she laughed, somewhat unbelievingly.

“Michael,” she purred. “After pumping a load that big into my mouth, I assumed you would need some time to recharge yourself.”

I felt a swell of pride rise in my chest. It occurred to me that the last time Jeffy deigned to give his wife any attention in the bedroom, he probably needed plenty of recharge time after blowing a load.

That is, if he could even get himself hard to begin with.

A primal desire shot through my stomach. Not only did my cock remain erect, if anything, it was harder than it had been before Nevada took me into the sweet, warm confines of her throat.

Hell, simply having this woman, who was twice my age, kneeling reverently in front of my cock drove me wild.

No, I didn’t need any goddamn recharge time, and Miss Nevada Wilde was about to find that out.

Shoveling snow, pouring concrete, and hauling framing materials wasn’t glamorous work, but it sure as hell made you strong.

I stood up, reached down, and scooped Nevy off the floor. She gasped as I drew her into my arms and easily laid her down on the couch.

She sat back, the robe rolling further down her arms, her right breast still exposed. Nevy reached for the sash around her waist, pulled it off, and melted back into the cushions as the robe tumbled away.

“Goddamn, you are beautiful,” I said.

Nevada spread her thighs. Her slim, flat stomach drew my eye to the fine, almost imperceptible hairs running from just beneath her belly button down beneath her panties, hinting at treasure between her thighs.

“No man has looked at me the way you do in a very long time,” she whispered.

“Then the men you’ve been with have either been blind or stupid,” I said, then slid onto the couch next to her.

Nevy tugged her bra off, leaving her tits bare. Exquisitely firm for her age, lightly freckled, her nipples hard as thumb tacks.

I slid an arm around her and gently guided her onto her back. Though she was clearly the more experienced one here, the anticipation in her eyes made it feel like she was taking her first lover.

Of course, I knew that wasn’t true. A woman as stunning as Nevada must have been with at least a few men over the years, especially when she was younger. I didn’t give a shit how many men she’d been with.

I wasn’t about to stress about her body count. All that mattered was her breathless anticipation, the way her body trembled when I touched it, the way her breath quickened when I kissed her.

I kissed her neck, then her chest. I cupped her breasts, teasing her nipples, squeezing, pinching lightly. Each kiss, each touch elicited a moan or a gasp, a sharp breath or exhalation.

I worked my way down, kissing straight down her belly, pausing only long enough to pull off my shirt and kick my boxers off.

When I hooked my thumbs through the black lace straps of her panties, I could smell the sweet heat brewing between her thighs.

“Taste me, Michael,” she panted.

I pulled her panties off slowly, black lace shifting along toned pale skin. A narrow, tidy patch of golden pubic hair trailed down to her pink cleft, her petals glistening, dripping, waiting for my lips.

I wrapped my hands around her thighs. Starting at her left inner knee, I licked my way up, lapping and kissing my way toward her heat.

When I found her sex, Nevada hooked her right leg around my neck. Her golden anklet dangled in my ear. She nearly folded over, clutching my hair, no trace of body fat on her flat stomach as she trembled, grinding her wet sex against my mouth.

“Don’t make me cum yet,” she whispered. “Michael, I’m so close, but don’t make me cum yet.”

I pulled back from the trap between her thighs, my lips wet from her lust. I looked at her, confused.

“I want to cum on your cock,” she pleaded, her anklet still dangling, her fingers working through my hair.

The almost desperate look of desire in her eyes froze me in my tracks. The way she spoke, the way she begged.

Her sex remained glistening, waiting, welcoming, but I was thoroughly captured by her desperation, the vulnerable look that had suddenly overtaken her piercing gaze.

“Get inside me,” she commanded. “Put it in me, Michael.”

I nodded, my cock aching. I mounted her. Suddenly, her right leg was hooked around my waist, her anklet tickling my lower back.

“Do you have a condom?” she asked.

I could have smacked myself. I usually kept one in my wallet, but lately…

“You don’t have one,” she said.

I shook my head. “No, Nevy, I don’t. I’m sorry, I –”

“Good,” she said. “I want you raw, Michael. I want all of you.”

I felt Nevada’s fingertips sinking into my bare back, clinging to me, digging into my skin. She wanted me inside of her and she wanted it badly.

The older woman shifted her legs open wider, keeping her right leg hooked around me, panting, her chest glistening with beads of sweat, the heat of her cunt drawing my cock closer.

I practically growled, a primal response to a beautiful lady’s request, and started to push inside.

“Hold on,” she whispered, her experience showing once more. “Fuck me the way you know you should, Michael.”

It was so hard for me to understand what she meant. The tip of my cock was inside her, my head already slipping between the soft, warm petals of her labia. I wanted to thrust in hard, fast, to pump my hips feverishly…

“Slow,” she reminded me. “Rhythmic. That’s how a man fucks a woman, Michael.”

Her syrupy voice broke through my blinding, primal lust. She was right. Nevada Wilde wasn’t some twenty-year-old college chick looking to get railed in a frat house backroom.

Nevada Wilde was a grown woman. A grown woman who knew exactly what she wanted.

Nodding, I pushed in slowly, steadily.

“Focus on it,” she whispered, kneading her fingers into my back, the anklet pleasantly tickling my flesh. “Feel my pussy, Michael. Feel every inch of it. Enjoy it,” she purred quietly, then kissed my neck. “Because it belongs to you now.”

I gasped, pushing deeper. Her sex was greedy and tight, snug and warm, but it was the pulsing look of desire in her bright blue eyes that already had me on the edge.

I kept my thrusts slow and rhythmic, as she commanded. With each thrust of my hips, I focused on the wet, warm sensations of her pussy. I studied the way her eyelids fluttered with pleasure, the way she licked her lips.

The heat of our bodies grinding together was intoxicating. Even the firmness of her nipples poking my sternum turned me on.

“Prop yourself up with one arm,” Nevada whispered pantingly, nodding at my left hand. “Put just a little bit of room between us.”

I did as she asked, but kept thrusting. She tightened her right leg around my waist further.

“Good, very good,” she moaned. She grabbed my right hand by the wrist then expertly guided my fingers toward her clit. “Now touch me, Michael. Touch me the right way, the way you know how.”

Her guidance only made me want her more, only stoked my libido further. I found the throbbing collection of nerves above her pussy and carefully rotated my finger around it.

Her response was immediate. Nevada’s lips twisted. Her body heaved. Her syrupy, honey-infused moans broke into a low shriek.

I groaned, my abdomen tightening, my balls simmering, my cock tingling.

“I’m…I’m getting close…”

She cupped my face with her hand and looked into my eyes. “I want it inside me, Michael,” she pleaded.

“Huh?” I asked, dumbfounded. Yes, she was an older woman, maybe not quite as fertile as she’d been in her younger days, but the risk…

“I’m not worried if you’re not worried,” she said soothingly, even as she squeezed the walls of her cunt around me. “Because I just haven’t been dreaming about you fucking me, Michael. I’ve been dreaming of something naughtier.”

I could hardly answer. My lips were twisted, my teeth clenched, fighting against my own release. “What…what do you mean?”

She wrapped her left leg around me, along with the right. Her heels dug greedily into my back.

“Jeffy should be home in twenty minutes,” she panted. “And when he walks through that door with his stupid briefcase and his stupid fancy suit, I want your cum to be running down my thighs.”

It was all I could take.

My body went tight. Every muscle contracting, straining. Nevada held me tighter, groaning quietly as she came, her cunt tightening around me at my own exact moment of release.

I filled her utterly and completely. Nevada’s body twitched softly beneath me, her lips quivering from her pleasure, and she kept nodding, licking her lips and nodding.

“He’ll never know,” she whispered as she clenched her walls around me again. “But we will, Michael. We’ll know.”


Chapter Six

I didn’t see Nevada Wilde for a while. Naturally, when we finished, I had to high-tail it out of there. We didn’t want Jeffy walking in on us. And though I had no fear of the man, I didn’t want to cause a scene. I especially didn’t want to give the company a bad reputation by getting into a fistfight with an angry husband after plowing a neighboring property.

After that beautiful, beautiful afternoon, I didn’t have to return to the wealthy ‘burb. A high-rise job started back in the city and they needed some good laborers right from the jump, so I gave my notice to Jack Frost Winter Services and got back to my usual gig.

It was a little odd, having that kind of one-off with Nevy. She stayed on my mind, day after day, as we laid concrete and put up formwork, shivering in the late-winter chill, dreaming of an early spring.

About two weeks later, during lunch, I got a call from my boss at Jack Frost.

“Hey Mikey,” the boss said.

“Hey man,” I answered. “Listen, I’m not available for the time being. Like I told you, I’m back on a new high-rise job and –”

“Yeah Mikey, I know,” my boss laughed. “But this is different. Some lady out in Montgomery County has been blowing up the office phone, demanding that you come out to her property for a side job.”

I smiled, laughing unbelievingly. “Is that right?”

“Yup,” the boss said. “The thing is, she was never even a client before. I don’t know how she got your name. I offered to send another guy out, but she only wants you. If you’re interested, I can give you her address.”

I laughed. “I think I know who you’re talking about, man,” I said. “I’ll swing by her property tonight to see what she needs.”
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