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  Chapter 1


  


  At the sound of Buck Cherry’s Crazy Bitch blaring to her left, Charlie’s head jerked up from the pillow and her eyes flew open. They immediately closed when the light from the room caused a sharp pain in her head.


  “Fuck me,” she croaked in a barely audible whispered


  Her mind, scattered from being jarred awake and thick from sleep and the residual effect of the copious amount of alcohol she’d consumed last night, struggled to form a coherent thought.


  Phone, she should answer it. Was she late for work, had she overslept? No, she wouldn’t be this hungover on a work night. The ringtone. As part of a longtime weekend tradition, she always changed it to something sexy and wild, which is what Charlie herself became the second she walked out of the office at 5 on Friday.


  That meant it was…Saturday? Or was it Sunday? Her foggy brain managed to remind her if it were Saturday the office was open until one and it could be an emergency, so she forced herself to roll over and fumble for it on the nightstand.


  Fortunately, the phone was on her left, the side facing away from the light coming through the bedroom blinds. It wasn’t bright, but more than enough to sting her sensitive eyes.


  She could still barely open them and had no chance to make out the number with her narrowed and blurry vision. Even trying to find the green answer button with her black tipped fingernail was a problem.


  “Hello?” She cringed at the way the word came out in a thick croak, then winced when she swallowed against the raw sandpaper that seemed to have replaced her throat overnight.


  “Hi, is this Charlene?” A guy’s voice, and most likely at a normal tone, but to her it sounded like thunder.


  She forced herself to push up into a sitting position, her back against the headboard, and another wave of pain in her head caused it to be a case of instant regret. She didn’t recognize the voice.


  Had she given her number to last night’s young lover? That wasn’t her usual style, short of her name, none of the guys she hooked up with anything about her. Had there been a lover at all?


  Now that she’d been conscious for a couple minutes the scattered fragments floating around in her hazy began to fall into place. It was Saturday, and last night her usual Friday night bar or club crawl had been replaced by a girl’s night out to celebrate a friend’s getting engaged.


  She’d taken an Uber to the club so she could get blinding drunk as drinking would be the only activity for the night. But there had been someone anyway. A tall lean hard bodied someone. The bartender? No, the young man who had been bringing them their food and drinks.


  She recalled flirting her ass off with him, and getting mixed reactions of eye rolls and looks of distaste to smiles, winks and a “Good for you, girl!” from someone. But she couldn’t remember much other than staying well after her friends had enough and waiting for him to get off.


  Charlie swallowed again, and this time among the scratchy throat and bad case of cottonmouth she could make out the acidic taste of last night’s tequila mixed with something else. Something thick and a different kind of salty.


  Booze and cum, the after taste of one hell of a night.


  “Hello?” His voice caused her eyes, which had begun to close, to snap open as he reminded her someone was on the other line. Jeez, she’d had a lot last night, hopefully a lot of sex too, but right now all she was being reminded of was a blinding hangover.


  “Who is this?”


  “This is Zane from maintenance. You called yesterday to say you had a pretty serious leak under your sink in the kitchen.”


  “Right,” she spoke slowly and softly, trying to make sense while avoiding her own voice setting off more throbbing in her temples. “It’s a little early, don’t you think?” She leaned over and grabbed the half empty bottle of water from the nightstand and chugged it to try and clear her throat.


  “It’s ten am, ma’am. Didn’t you get the text we’d be up between 9 and noon?”


  Charlie caught herself starting to roll her eyes, a move bound to cause more pain in her head. Now that he’d mentioned it, she did remember the text from yesterday afternoon. She’d been too blitzed to set the alarm when she’d crawled into bed sometime around…whatever time the Uber app showed her asking for a ride home.


  “Yeah, sorry, I overslept.” At least she sounded more human. “Any way you can come back later?”


  “Booked for the day and we’re off tomorrow. Might not be until Tuesday.”


  “I don’t want to wait,” Charlie sighed. “It was bad enough I had to shut the water off yesterday


  “I’m at your door. You didn’t answer the buzzer, so I figured I’d try calling before I left.”


  “My bad, but think you could give me a few minutes?”


  “Sure, I have to run a key to the pool gate up to someone, I’ll do that and come back. Be about ten minutes.”


  “Thank you.”


  Charlie dropped the phone and rubbed her temples as if the action would help clear her head. At least she was able to open her eyes without the sunlight filtering through the blinds causing pain.


  She checked her Uber app, and saw she’d requested a ride at 3:40am and from an address in Cranston she didn’t recognize. Christ, she must have staggered into the elevator then down the hall to her unit and crawled into bed sometime around 4:30.


  Late-or was it early-even for her. But she rarely spent the night with a lover, and she never had them over her house. It was either his place or as was often the case when your prey of choice ranged from 20-25, if they lived at home or had annoying nosy room mates she’d spring for a cheap motel.


  For Charlie, $75, was a small price to pay to have a good time, and at that point with a check out time, she didn’t have to feel as rude getting up and leaving. She breathed a sigh of relief when she didn’t see any text messages from anyone not in her phone.


  It seemed no matter how wasted she was, she’d maintained the wherewithal to not give out her number. There was a text from Lily, the woman of honor last night, who thanked her for coming out and adding to her great night. A text from Donna asking her if she were ever going to act her age and stop chasing the boys like she was in a midlife crisis.


  “Prig,” Charlie muttered taken aback by the mid life comment. It wasn’t her fault that as she’d gotten older the boys she fucked remained the same age.


  The last message went the other way, Crystal telling her “Fuck him once for me, bad girl! God, you make me wonder why I got married sometimes.”


  “Because you wanted the hubby and the picket fence and the little ones,” Charlie replied to the text with a tired smile. “That’s why Lily likes you better, you grew up.”


  She put the phone down and now that she was fully awake thought back on last night. Nothing was clear and that had less to do with her banging head than the fact she’d drank too much even by her standards and all she could get from last night were a series of images.


  They flashed before her mind’s eye as if she were seeing someone fast forwarding a movie and briefly stopping the action for a split second before going forward again. The bits and pieces she could make out were a frustrating tease leading her to hope she’d recall more as she sobered up.


  Mark…Mick? Mike? Something that started with an M; her following him back to the bar after seeing him gawking at her legs and breasts, both on display in the slinky black and hot pink strapless micro dress she’d worn, one that rivaled the skimpy outfits of the young girls out on the dance floor.


  She’d asked what time he’d like to get off, and he said he worked until one, at which point she’d flashed her best predatory smile and reminded him that wasn’t what she asked.


  Her friends leaving one by one until she was by herself at midnight waiting with aching nipples and throbbing clit for the last hour to pass. Her on the dance floor strutting her stuff, albeit a bit out of rhythm due to being drunk, but still putting on a show, grinding against several young men whenever she knew ‘M’ was looking.


  The two of them now on the floor for a slow seductive bump and grind during which she’d reached between them and on the dance floor, got her fingers into his slacks, then boxers, and jerked him for a minute while she pressed into him obscuring her lewd actions.


  In his car at a red light, her feet, clad in pink fuck me stilettos, on the dash while he fingered her wet cunt. Another red light and her head in his lap, sucking his cock while a truck driver next to them honked his horn in appreciation.


  His place, round one, her up against the wall, dress over her hips, thong to the side, arms and legs around him as he fucked her against the wall, his pants around his knees.


  On his bed, her straddling his face, grinding her pussy into it as she gripped the headboard. Him fucking her around the world, the camera in her mind flashing stills of her on top, then reverse cowboy, her on her back, her heels still on and digging into his shoulders.


  Doggy style, him finishing by jacking off between her spread cheeks, cum splattering on her pink rosebud and flowing down between her quivering lips. On their sides, her leg over his hip while he played with her pussy, and she rubbed his balls. Him jerking off all over her tits, then him on his back moaning he wasn’t sure if he could cum again while she lay between his legs, slurping and slobbering on his barely hard cock until he managed a few weak dribbles into her eager mouth.


  “Thanks for the ride, Mike, Matt,” she laughed softly. “Cock donor of the weekend.”


  She recalled walking barefoot, heels in her hand, and her thong still on what’s his names floor, out to meet the Uber. Charlie caught a glimpse of the corridor and her using her hand on the wall to stagger the length of it to get to her unit, and that was the end of the slide show of last night’s debauchery.


  Or simply put, in her eyes, a typical Friday night.


  Charlie jerked her head away from the bed, she’d been nodding off again. She drew her leg back and kicked the sheet off. Sitting up, she swung her long legs off the bed so she was now sitting at the edge of it.


  She stared down at her black toenails and the black and grey shaded butterfly tattoo on her left foot. The butterfly featured a skull in the middle of it. A reminder of her ‘gothic bad girl’ college phase twenty years ago.


  She supposed now she was in her gothic bad woman phase, as over the years she’d added a pair of crows in ‘attack form” heads down, wings up and behind them with beaks gaping, on each side of her stomach, just over her hips.


  A large evil looking bat with gaping fangs and red eyes adorned her lower back, its leathery wings spreading over the curve of her ass. The tattoos accentuated her natural gothic look of fair, borderline ghostly complexion and long raven black hair which just now was showing a few strands of gray.


  Charlie wasn’t going to color them, she’d let her hair age naturally and if nothing else a few streaks of white would accentuate how dark the rest of her hair was, and be seen as sexy.


  Or if nothing else, the fact the only fucks she gave were to young men who caught her eye. She shivered as she sat there naked. With her bedroom door closed, the AC had really been cranking. Her nipples stiffened, the action causing them to ache. Charlie knew she hadn’t been aroused for any period of time to explain that ache, but knew what did.


  She glanced down to her breasts, which were on the smaller side, certainly more than a mouthful, but she wasn’t exactly busty. But the advantage to smaller tits was that even at the age of 41 they were still perky, perfectly shaped, and sitting high and proud.


  Tipped with pale pink nipples, surrounded by small and equally light aureole, both visible only due to how white the rest of her body was, her breasts were a perfect match for both her look, and tall slender form.


  Each nipple was pierced with an onyx plated hoop, which were the source of the current ache. During sex, Charlie enjoyed them being twisted, either by her lover, or herself when he was going down on her or fucking her.


  The delicious pain never failed to heighten to help cause, and heighten, an orgasm. But after a night of lust the tender flesh surrounding her nipples was often swollen and sometimes bruised, which was the case now.


  That was one way to add color. The hoops matched the onyx chain and small pentagram pendent dangling from her pierced naval, which was surrounded by a small circle of black flames, that marked her most recent tattoo of a couple years ago.


  No, between her look and behavior, Charlie had maintained her wild persona she’d developed in her teens. A shocking contrast to her career as an investment broker who currently ran the local branch of the nationwide firm.


  Investing was as boring as it came, but she excelled at the intricacies of it, as well as playing the market and making her clients a lot of money, and herself a nice little growing nest egg in the process.


  She often wondered what her clients, mostly middle aged to older people, would think of seeing Charlene, their professionally-borderline prudishly-dressed stock broker out there on the dance floor in a slutty dress and fuck me shoes dirty dancing with a kid close to half her age.


  Forget the dance floor, a collage of photos from a night like last night would blow their minds. The women would get catty, wanting to take their business elsewhere, but she imagined the guys might have even more respect for her.


  In another of her disdainful remarks about her lifestyle, Donna had referred to Charlie as a sexual Peter Pan who refused to act her age, and for that matter date her age. One by one, all her college friends settled down, and all happily, but that was a case of you do you, and Charlie would do whoever she pleased.


  Not that she hadn’t attempted dating guys her age, especially the last few years, but she never made it more than a few months without getting bored. She was neither, lonely, needy, or had the slightest urge to have kids.


  No, Charlie would embrace the hedonistic lifestyle of having one life to live so live it to the fullest. That and she was the only brat in her life, and only person she would spoil other than the lucky young studs who she went full blown porn star on for as long as they could handle it.


  At their age they could handle a lot, but between her insatiable drive and wildcat performance combined with the unfair advantage women had of not being as limited to how many times they could orgasm, she always wore them out.


  The last round was always her favorite, like last night sucking his waning cock, feeling it struggling to rise one more time in her skilled and relentless mouth. Hearing him groan and whimper as he was caught between not wanting anymore, but his cock betraying him.


  They’d last a long time, pushing their straining cocks and all but empty balls to give her one more load. When she could tell they couldn’t finish on their own, like last nights still nameless lover, she’d take over, lie them back and suck like a porn star.


  They’d emit more of those adorable whimpers as she worked for what in the end would be little more than a last pearly white salty dribble into her mouth. Their last moans as much relief as pleasure.


  “Stop that,” Charlie told herself as her nipples stiffened and a warm sensation grew between her thighs.


  There was someone waiting to fix her leak, and when they said fix their leak it wasn’t a code word for sex. No, weekend warrior and cub stalking cougar Charlie would have to sit out in the kitchen with them, nursing a killer hangover.


  Not exactly a situation conducive to sex, then again, it never took much to get Charlie hot and bothered. To the contrary, the results of a night like last night left her with an entirely different kind of hangover.


  The type that had been creeping up on her the last couple of minutes as she replayed her semi blacked out memories of last night. Not just thinking about it, but the ache in her bruised nipples wasn’t the only sign of last night’s festivities.


  Her thighs upper thighs were tight and sore and when she stretched her arms over her head, her back and shoulders protested. There were small bruises that stood out all the more due to her creamy skin around her ankles.


  Charlie suspected her soar throat wasn’t just from being dry as a result of the hangover, but from her pounding a hard cock into it. Now that she was focused more on her body than her head, there was a familiar, and very familiar ache between her thighs.


  It was a dual sensation, discomfort from being used, and roughly as Charlie was one for hardcore fucking, not romance, and another ache that as she sat there was now overcoming the initial one.


  The ache of need.


  Yup, Charlie pushed herself to stand up before she got it in her head she had time to masturbate before Zane was back at the door, this was a hangover of a very different kind, and one that left her needing more of the snake that bit her.


  She was sex drunk.


  It wasn’t uncommon for her to wake up like this which is why she enjoyed the motels, she could wake up still somewhat inebriated, but with renewed lust, and wake her exhausted lover up with her hand or even better her mouth.


  Suck him hard and while he was still barely awake hop on and take him for an early morning ride. She wouldn’t fuck him all the way at first, she’d stop after a few minutes for him to get her off with his tongue or fingers, then let him take her however he wanted.


  God, she could use that right now, an orgasm, a stiff cock in her sore, but still needy cunt, then fall back to sleep for a couple hours. Nothing cured a hangover better than a slow luxurious morning fuck and then passing back out.


  Instead, she’d sit there sipping coffee and playing on her phone while waiting for her sink to get fixed. After that she’d shower, go back to bed, pull out her wand and take care of matters herself.


  Usually after a good Friday she’d stay home and chill on Saturday and Sunday, but when she woke up like this, and alone because he’d had his own place and she never stayed the night at their place, she’d dress up-or down depending on how one saw it-and go find another one.


  Trashy? Slutty? Did it make her easy? Maybe yes to all those things, but her philosophy was if she could be a slave to the grind five-and occasionally six-days a week, she could indulge herself on two of them.


  “Whoa,” Charlie blinked not just at the wave of heat she’d caused to flow between her legs, but the way the room spun when she took a step. After pausing to make sure she wasn’t going to fall over, she slowly walked over to her dresser.


  Charlie opened the top drawer and removed a pair of her sensible ‘work underwear” a pair of simple black cotton panties. She never wore thongs to work because there was no need to feel sexy there, and she didn’t wear anything tight enough to show it off anyway.


  She turned and grabbed the short flannel shirt on top of the basket of clean laundry she hadn’t put away yet. The shirt was a man’s large she’d bought to wear as a nightshirt around the house because she loved the feeling of the soft material against her skin, and it made her feel sexy, but in a cute way, a different look than her business boring and free lunch weekend tryst attire.


  “Feeling cute, might turn into a trashy whore later,” she smiled as she looked into the mirror for the first time as she buttoned the shirt. “Oof,” she grimaced. “That’s the freshly fucked look if I ever saw it.”


  Her eye shadow and mascara were smeared and there were black tears of mascara leaking from the corner of her eyes down the upper part of her cheeks. Proof she’d either been face fucked, or force fed her boy’s cock down her own throat as she was wont to do.


  Her long, thick, naturally curly black hair was a tangled mess, some of it hanging over her ice blue eyes, and some draped over her right shoulder and tickling her bare breast, sending a shiver through her.


  She’d finished the last button when it dawned on her she hadn’t put a bra on. Fuck it, the shirt was loose fitting. But it was on the short side, leaving a lot of her long slender, but well-shaped leg exposed.


  Screw it, the three guys from the maintenance department she’d seen in the eight years since she’d bought the condo were all older guys. Not just older, but the beer belly, buttcrack flaunting type, but despite those oh, so sexy attributes were all married, if they got a cheap thrill out of seeing some leg, then she’d consider it a good deed.




  Chapter Two


  


  The phone buzzed behind her, and she went and picked it up from the bed to see a text from Zane. “Outside.”


  Charlie drifted out of the bedroom noting she was listing to the side a bit and each step was accompanied by dull throb in her temples. As she entered the living room, she stopped and plucked a mint from the candy jar on the coffee table and popped it in her mouth to kill the taste of whatever seemed to have died in there overnight.


  “Shit!’ She was in still in such a fog, she hadn’t even wiped off her make-up.


  She thought of going back into the bathroom, but didn’t want him to have to call again. He had been right, you missed one of their times and it could be days before you saw them again.


  She opened the door to see Zane with his back to her while on his phone.


  “Right, as soon as I finish in 12a I’ll head down there. No, I don’t know how long, I’m waiting for her, sounded like she woke up dead.”


  “I’d probably feel better if I were dead.” Charlie spoke up.


  “Gotta go,” Zane slipped his phone in his pocket and turned around.


  “Good morning, Charlene,” he greeted her with a big smile.


  “Good morning yourself!” Charlie returned the smile.


  Holy shit, when had they hired this one? Zane looked to be in his early twenties and was nothing short of damned fine. He stood several inches over her impressive height of 5'9" and his black t-shirt stretched across his broad shoulders and a thick chest.


  The sleeves hugged a pair of well-developed biceps, and his forearms were thickly muscled. His hazel eyes were a mix of green and golden brown, and his high cheek bones were covered by a day or so’s worth of sandy stubble that matched his short curly hair.


  His smile was as perfect as the rest of him, including what looked like an impressive package in his faded blue jeans, which her practiced eye quickly noticed.


  “Wow, rough night?” he asked as she stepped back to let him in.


  “Night was fine, it’s the morning that’s rough,” she replied, closing the door behind her while she checked out his ass which was as fine as the rest of him.


  “Now that’s a true story!” he chuckled.


  “At least what I remember was fine, still a little hazy on all the details,” she hadn’t planned on saying anything but ‘kitchen’s over there,’ but that was when she was expecting a poster boy for the plumber’s union, not this fine young specimen.


  “Yeah, sucks to not know if it was worth feeling like shit.” He raised his hand to point. “Kitchen’s that way, right?”


  “Yes,” she replied while noting how large his hand was.


  Large and strong looking. Charlie had a thing for hands. A nice pair of hard powerful hands on the soft skin of her breasts, or her hips or ass, squeezing them while they took her from behind, and leaving some of those purple ‘love marks’ on her tender easily bruised white flesh.


  “I never have to worry about whether or not it was a good time,” she told him with a sly smile. “If I was there, it had to be good.”


  “I like that!” Zane laughed, a loud genuine sound that made her smile widen. “That was a good one.”


  “Who said I was joking?” she raised her eyebrows, ignoring the pain it caused in her red swollen eyes. Shit, had she known he’d be hot, she’d have made him wait the two minutes to wash her face and put some drops in her eyes.


  On the plus side, he’d given her a blatant up and down of his own, with his eyes lingering on her legs so at least the nightshirt somewhat redeemed her.


  “Bet you’re not, you look pretty wild,” his hand passed over his face, indicating hers. “I’m a fan of the freshly fucked look.”


  “That’s a little crude don’t you think?” She put on a serious look even though his comment had her nipples hard beneath her shirt, and a tingle between her thighs. Not washing her face had actually paid off, who knew?


  “Are you offended?” A smile played around his lips as his eyes met hers. Good looking and bold, a winning combination.


  “Better hope I’m not, I could report you for sexual harassment.”


  His smile wavered as she folded her arms over her chest while she held his gaze, her lips pressed tightly together to look intense, but mostly so she wouldn’t laugh.


  “Oh, well, I mean, you seemed like you were kidding around, so I was just…”


  “Hah!” She snapped her fingers. “Gotcha!”


  He gave her a rueful smile. “Yeah, you did. But you’re kind of right, I am working.”


  He turned his back to her and went into the kitchen.


  Now it was her turn, was he serious? Had she put him off? Put him off to what? He was here to fix something, not be her fix. Charlie followed him into see he’d put his tool bag down and was already on his knees, opening the cupboard beneath the sink.


  “Would you like a cup of coffee?”


  “No, thank you, I’m good.”


  “Are you now?” She resumed teasing, or was she fishing? “What are you good at?”


  “Everything I do,” he replied, and taking a small pillow from within his bag, put it under the sink.


  “Modest too,” she walked over to the Keurig and plucked a pod out of the rack next to it.


  Charlie could feel his eyes on her, and even though there were plenty of sugar packets on the counter, she bent over to open the bottom drawer to remove the box. She felt the shirt lift and knew he’d be getting a peek at the cheeks of her ass and the black panties.


  Her boring vanilla soccer mom fucking panties, grrr, she felt like she just lost the point she’d scored with her look what the cat dragged in makeup. Damn things didn’t exactly scream an invitation to come see what’s inside.


  She slid her left foot over, widening her stance and pretending to fumble around the draw, giving him a better view before straightening. For her next straight out of desperate for attention 101, she opened the cabinet and reached up to the top shelf.


  If he were watching he might notice there were mugs on the first shelf, but hopefully he was watching her legs and ass while she rose on her tip toes even though she was tall enough to reach without doing it.


  She pulled the mug down and put it in the Keurig and added sugar all the while swaying slightly side to side. She turned to see he was still sitting up and made no sign to look away from her.


  “Not sure coffee will do the trick,” he told her. “Usually when you get messed up you need more of the snake that bit you.”


  “Not a bad idea if the snake was still slithering around,” she sighed. “All I got to wake up to was hangover from too much tequila.”


  “Hard to believe you couldn’t charm a snake into staying the night,” Zane grinned at his own joke, his beautiful eyes bright and making no effort to stop staring at her legs.


  “I don’t bring them home, and I don’t stay at their place.” she shrugged, doing it hard enough to make her tits bounce beneath the shirt, then smirked. “Their parents might get mad.”


  That one got him, his eyes briefly widened and his jaw dropped slightly. To his credit he recovered quickly.


  “Guess so, moms are always telling their kids not to take candy from strangers.”


  “You saying I look sweet enough to eat?” she kept going, enjoying seeing of he’d keep up or if her being this blatant would rattle him.


  “No, there’s nothing sweet looking about you,” he shook his head.


  “Thanks,” she again pretended to be put off.


  “Hey, I didn’t say you didn’t look edible, just not sweet.”


  “Nice save, your tongue always that quick?” she raised her eyebrows.


  “Its as fast or slow as it needs to be,” damn, he was still keeping it going.


  “How fast do you think it would need to be right now?” she tilted her chin as if challenging him to answer.


  His confidence wavered, and he gestured back to the counter. “Just saying I think you might need more than coffee right now.”


  Still teasing, or backing off? Charlie wasn’t too used to having to fish this much, plus her head was still aching, although Zane had definitely taken her focus off it.


  “No, it doesn’t have the kind of cream I could use right now.”


  “I’m kind of getting that impression.”


  He looked down into his tool bag leaving her to wonder if this was still a game, but on her end. Was she really considering making a move?


  She did live here, and he worked here which broke her rule of one and done, have a nice life, stands. But he was so hot! His flirting with her had her blood up. A lot of young guys weren’t this smooth.


  Not just smooth in their back-and-forth innuendos, but he didn’t seem nervous. Better yet, he was relaxed and exhibiting a patience lacking in most of the young men she targeted.


  Zane hadn’t said anything overly forward, staying within the boundaries of their teasing. Either he didn’t think she was serious, or he did and was sitting back waiting for her to take it to the next level.


  The fact he wasn’t trying to take the reins was another cause for the growing heat between her legs, and the dull ache in her equally erect nipples and clit. She liked her young men confident, but not pushy or grabby, letting her dictate the action.


  “Guess they don’t sell that kind,” he scrunched his face up. “Be kind of gross if they did.”


  “And no fun if I can’t milk it from the source,” she countered. “What I think I need right now to feel better is a little good old fashioned morning glory.”


  “Is that a drink?” He looked genuinely confused and gave her a nod. “Looks like you scored a point, I missed whatever you were getting at with that one.”


  “A point?” he’d even used her analogy when she thought the panties had cost her one. “Is there a prize if I win?”


  “If there was, I think we’d both win.” He drew his knees up and rested his hands on them, making no effort to get under the sink.


  For as cool as he was acting, Charlie noticed his face was flushed and there was a thin line of perspiration at his hairline. Maybe not as cool as he thought he was. But seeing she was getting a reaction caused one within her as well.


  This was going to happen.


  “Morning glory is what my college roommate used to call sex when you wake up after a night of drinking and fucking. You were hung over, but from sex, not just booze. You felt crappy, but there was last night’s main attraction lying there next to you, and you couldn’t help wanting more.”


  She sauntered away from the counter.


  “Get more of the snake that was in you if you’re a woman. Get off, get another dose of that hot sticky cream, then be asleep again so fast you wonder later if it was a dirty dream. That’s morning glory, the only surefire cure for being sex drunk.” She gave a casual shrug. “And I’m not exactly feeling completely sober at the moment.”


  “I’ll have to remember that” his eyes roamed up and down her legs and were also drifting to her chest, trying to scope out what she had going on under the baggy shirt. “Learn something new every day.”


  “You a good student, Zane?” She walked up close enough that from his position on the floor he could get a peek up her shirt.


  “Depends, I have a hard time focusing, so they have they have to be able hold my attention.”


  “Is that a new word for what you want them to hold for you?”


  “Only if we were talking about something else,”


  “Think I could hold your attention?” She smiled down at him. “Keep you focused?”


  “Little too focused,” he gestured behind him. “I’m supposed to be looking under your sink.”


  “Instead of looking up my shirt?” Her breathing was picking up and if her panties were any color other than black, he’d be seeing a wet spot by now.


  For the first time he blushed and looked away.


  “Right, sorry about that, let me get to work.”


  Thinking he was still playing the game and waiting for him to stand up and take what she was now clearly offering, Charlie waited with both her mouth and pussy watering. She frowned when he pulled an adjustable wrench from the open bag, and lay back, his head vanishing under the sink.


  He stretched his legs out, and when he put his arms over his head to use the wrench, his shirt road up, showing off a stomach with a set of abs that were so perfect she’d think they were airbrushed if she saw them in a picture.


  Her eyes drifted to his crotch which had a noticeably bigger bulge than before. Yet she heard metal on metal beneath the sink, he was working! Her eyes narrowed and a flash of spurned anger went through her, she was not going to be teased like this.


  Stepping to the side and out of his line of sight, Charlie lifted her shirt and pushed her panties down. She suppressed a low moan as the damp material peeled from her moist sticky flesh.


  Stepping out of the panties, she dropped them on the counter then swung her leg over his waist, spreading them over him and giving him a clear view of her now bare pink slit.


  “You’re right,” she said softly to get his attention. “It is time you got to work.”


  “Holy shit,” she heard him whisper.


  Charlie lowered herself to a squatting position, so she could peer under the sink. The bottom of the shirt slid up and opened with her legs, leaving her pussy exposed.


  “Not telling you how to do your job, Zane, but I think you’re using the wrong tool in the wrong place.”


  She put her hands on his stomach and pushed his shirt up. Charlie teased her black nails along his chest and the breath hissed between his teeth when she pinched his nipples.


  Zane tried to sit up, but Charlie pushed him back and slid down his body. She kissed the middle of his chest, before flicking her tongue around his right nipple. She teased the left with her fingers, feeling him tense beneath her in anticipation of another pinch.


  Charlie gave his nipple another lick before sucking it between her lips.


  “Oh,” Zane breathed at a sensation she doubted he was familiar with, most women his age had no idea men’s nipples were also sensitive.


  Charlie swirled her tongue around it while moving her head side to side, causing her long hair soft hair to caress his hard body. She kissed his nipple then caught him off guard with another pinch.


  He gasped, then sighed when she turned her head to make it up to him by gently sucking on that one. Her nipples were hard and aching as they poked into his stomach through her shirt.


  She wanted nothing more than those big hands on her tits, his fingers twisting her hoops and his tongue busy on them. But before that she needed to get that cock she felt pressing into her stomach out of his jeans and into her salivating mouth.


  Charlie trailed her tongue down his chest and over his flat hard tummy, her upturned eyes taking in the expression of excitement on his face as it dawned on him she was heading exactly where she’d bet he was hoping she would.


  She backed down his body, swinging her right leg over his left and moaning softly as her slick pussy rubbed into his jeans. Charlie teased her tongue along the edge of his jeans, loving the way his stomach jumped under her teasing touch.


  She gripped his jeans in her teeth and with a wrench of her head, popped the snap. She flicked the tab of his zipper with her tongue, standing it up to now take that between her teeth.


  Her hands remained on his stomach as she eased the zipper down, watching his eyes widen at the move. When it was all the way down, she pulled down the waistband of his boxers, exposing his cock, but leaving them up high enough to keep it pinned down.


  Charlie ran her tongue along the exposed underside of his shaft, and he released a soft groan as his cock jerked beneath her tongue.


  “Hmm, this looks like a snake worth being bit by,” She purred as she teased her tongue side to side under the sensitive ridge of his swollen purple head.


  “Watch out,” he warned her, his gorgeous eyes locked onto her pink tongue teasing his partially exposed cock. “It likes to spit.”


  “Not until I decide to let it,” she grabbed the edge of his jeans and tugged.


  He eagerly lifted his hips and she yanked his jeans and boxers down his hips causing his cock to spring free.


  “No surprise here,” Charlie said softly as she gripped his cock in her left hand. “You’re too pretty to not have a nice big hard cock.”


  “You’re too pretty not to be hard for.”


  “Smooth,” she slowly pumped him in her hand, admiring how much of his cock protruded from her fist. “You know what they say, flattery will get you this.”


  She took him into her mouth, intending to just tease by sucking on his tip. But the feeling of his spongy head sliding between her lips and the way his cock throbbed in her tight grip caused her to take half his length.


  “Fuck,” he breathed as she slowly bobbed her head while stroking him with her hand. “God that looks good.”


  She released him from her mouth but continued to pump the full length of his now wet cock. “Just looks good.”


  “Looks good, feels good,” he groaned when she gave his dick a hard squeeze. “It’s all good!”


  “Tell me what you want,” she stuck her tongue into the slit in his dick and eased it out, trailing a sticky line of precum.


  “Go back to what you were doing?”


  “Grow up,” she gave his cock a playful slap with her free hand. “Do I seem shy to you? Tell me.”


  He licked his lips while watching her slurp the trail of precum back to his tip and press her lips to it.


  “I want you to suck my cock,” he said softly.


  She turned her head, sliding his cock along her soft cheek.


  “Say my name.”


  “Charlene, I want…”


  “It’s Charlie,” she idly stroked his cock while rubbing the tip on the other side of her face, the sensation of his pre cum smearing into her cheek causing her hips to rock. “Charlene is the boring bitch at work during the week. Charlie’s her dirty little closet slut.”


  “Suck my cock, Charlie,” he said more firmly, then seemed to doubt himself and added, “Please?”


  “Cute,” she flicked her tongue across his tip, then took him back in her mouth.


  This time she took him deeper and bobbed her head much faster.


  “Goddamn,” Zane moaned, his hands gripping the pipe over his head, making his biceps stand out.


  Goddamn was right! Charlie’s eyes rolled back and her already wet cunt gushed at the sensation of her lips around his thick cock. He filled her mouth like few others had over the years and she had to make an effort to take him deeper.


  She leaned back further, pulling his cock in her direction, and giving him a view of her lipstick smeared lips sliding along the length of his shaft. She cupped his big swollen balls in her other hand, eliciting another moan from when she teased them with her nails.


  She rocked forward and rose higher on her knees so her mouth was now directly above his cock. She opened wide and in one smooth suck, took all but the last inch of him down her throat.


  Charlie held him there, adjusting to him, then released him with a sloppy slurping sound. She took several deep breaths, aware that holding him in her throat had her eyes watering, making more of a mess of her eye makeup.


  She spit on his cock, then slurped him back into her mouth, she took him deep and angling her head, forced herself to take him all the way. She gagged when her lips pressed into his pubic mound but pushed down harder.


  Spit and pre cum spewed from the corners of her mouth, and she gagged once more. The gagging sent a wave of heat through her, and she shook her head vigorously, working his cock around in her mouth.


  “Jesus, you’re incredible,” she saw his knuckles turning white as he gripped the pipe.


  Charlie worked her mouth upwards, revealing his sloppy cock an inch at a time,, she reached the tip then went to town.


  “Fuck!” Zane’s cool demeanor went out the window as Charlie used her considerable cock sucking ability to rapidly, and repeatedly, deep throat him.


  Tears flowed down her cheeks as she abused her own mouth and already sore throat with his long cock, but a different kind of moisture was flowing between her thighs as she went full porn star on his cock.


  Drool flowed from her lips only to be noisily slurped up as she continued to make gurgling sloppy wet sounds while devouring his cock. Her hands were on his thighs, as she used only her mouth to work him.


  Her clit and nipples were aching and the taste of her precum laced saliva flowing down her throat had her hips rocking. The idea this was the second cock she’d had in her mouth in less than twelve hours added yet another delightfully dirty thrill.


  She whimpered around his cock as her yearning clit rubbed along his now sticky jeans. Unable to take it anymore, Charlie let his cock spring from her lips in a spray of spit and drool. She reached forward, grabbing the edge of the sink, and pulled herself forward until her feet were flat on the floor.


  She quickly shifted her legs so his were now between hers. Reaching between her legs, she steadied his cock and guided it through her already sloppy wet cunt. As soon as she eased his head between her lips, she let her weight go, impaling herself on it.


  “Oh, fuck yeah!” she squealed as his long thick cock stretched her pussy and plunged deep up inside her.


  Beneath her, Zane moaned, and his hips jerked, struggling to thrust his cock into her in his limited position. Charlie got both hands on the counter once more and used it for leverage.


  She bounced wildly on his cock, riding him fast and hard. Each time she settled down on him she emitted a sharp yip. God he was fucking deep! Not just deep, but his large head and thick shaft had her experiencing the sensation of being so gloriously…full!


  “Shit, you’re wild!” Zane gasped and releasing the pipes grabbed the counter between her hands and eased himself from under the cupboard.


  Charlie didn’t slow down, bouncing on his cock the entire time he tried to extricate himself from under the counter. He struggled into a sitting position and his hands went for the bottom of her shirt, struggling with her buttons while she continued to go wild on his amazing dick.


  “Fuck this,” he hissed when he had a hard time with the second button.


  Gripping her shirt in the middle he tore it open, sending buttons skipping across the floor.


  “Yes!” Charlie cried out her approval as his move caused her pussy to gush around his cock. “I love it!”


  Zane grabbed the top of her shirt, shoving it down her arms and exposing her tits.


  “Bad girl!” he smiled at her piercings as he spent a few seconds watching her perky tits jiggle from the force of her riding him.


  He then grabbed them and her eyes rolled at the sensation of his large powerful hands squeezing them. Zane fondled them and she whimpered when his rough palms slid over her aching nipples.


  He cupped her tits, and leaned into her, his mouth opening wide and sucking in not just her nipple, but a good portion of her firm breast.


  Charlie cried out in delight and released the counter, slipping her arms around him to keep her balance. As he eagerly devoured her tit, she found the bottom of his shirt and tugged it up.


  Zane lifted his arms long enough for her to get his shirt over his head. The second he peeled it off, she caught him by surprise when she took his face in his hands and kissed him hard.


  Her lips, still sticky from his precum, pressed hard into his and he’d barely begun to respond to it before she drove her tongue into his mouth. He moaned, but his tongue invaded her mouth with equal enthusiasm.


  Charlie now pressed down on his cock, moving her hips in a circular motion, grinding on him, and working his cock inside her tight wet cunt. He moaned into her mouth as his arms went around her.


  He hugged her tightly, crushing her against him with a strength that sent another warm sticky flood around his big dick. Their tongues waged war as they sought to devour each other’s mouths, moaning and sighing as she resumed bouncing on his cock, but more slowly, now savoring every inch of him when she eased back down.


  Zane drew his knees up and when she felt them in her back, Charlie leaned back into them. Bracing her hands on the floor, she pumped her hips hard and fast and both their gazes went between them, watching his long glistening shaft slide in and out of her puffy pink lips.


  She lifted her left hand and brought it between her legs, moaning as she stroked her pink swollen clit which was prominently visible beneath its hood. Zane pulled her back towards him with his right arm while his left reached back and found the edge of the sink.


  With a surge of strength, he pushed their combined weight off the floor, and into a standing position, holding her to him with one arm while she remained impaled on his cock.


  “Oh my god!” Charlie yelped as he gripped one of her cheeks in each of his hands and was now bouncing her effortlessly on his long thick cock.


  She gripped his shoulders hard and moaned when he lowered his head to her breast. He captured the hoop through her left nipple with his teeth and tugged on it, stretching her pink flesh. She gasped at the sharp, but enjoyable pain as he stretched her nipple, which was still feeling last nights abuse, but the thrill of him doing it was even more pleasurable.


  The way his large hands covered her small firm cheeks, and how he’d spread them open was an additional bonus, but nothing compared to the fact he was fucking her standing up without needing to lean her against anything.


  She wrapped her long legs around his waist and clung tightly to him as he slid her delighted pussy up and down his long thick pole. Zane was now sucking her nipple alternating between gently, then throwing in a quick hard suck.


  She ran her nails hard down his back, causing his breath to his between his teeth. Charlie was rewarded by him once more tugging on her hoop, giving her another electric shock of pain laced pleasure.


  Zane, moving carefully with his jeans now down to his knees, eased them back, then turning around sat her down on the kitchen table. He grabbed her arms and pushed them from him.


  He leaned over her, forcing her arms down so she’d lie back on the table, he gave each of her nipples a good hard suck, then bracing his hands on either side of her head, proceeded to tear into her.


  The table was the perfect height, and he pounded her with long hard thrusts that had her yelping and moaning. She gripped his muscular forearms, digging her long black nails into them hard enough to leave marks.


  Zane lowered his head, sucking each of her nipples in turn while he worked his hips, delivering forceful eye rolling pumps into her grateful pussy. He pushed up, and grabbing her ankles, lifted her legs. Putting her feet on his chest, he gripped her knees and fucked her even harder.


  “Love those hot tats on you,” he moaned. “You are the girl mom told me to stay away from.”


  “Yeah, baby!” she gasped. “I’m not your sweet little girlfriend or one of those little sorority sluts who barely know how to fuck. I’m hot slutty cougar who got some you cock last night and already needs more!”


  She realized she could have skipped the last part, no one liked feeling like they were sloppy seconds, his next reaction not only showed it didn’t faze him but might have even turned him on.


  He moved his hands from her knees and leaned between them, grabbing her breasts, and squeezing them as he fucked her. She put her hands over his as he roughly fondled her tits while giving it to her hard enough to have the table rocking and creaking in protest.


  He’d dropped her between the two chairs and she draped a foot over each chair, so her legs were spread wide open for him.


  “Oh fuck!” she cried, reaching between her legs for her throbbing clit. “I want to come!”


  He slapped her hand away hard enough to sting and send a thrill of excitement through her. That thrill increased when he pulled his wet cock from inside her and dropped to his knees.


  “Yes!” She squealed when he buried his face between her ivory thighs and plunged his tongue into her moist slit.


  Zane worked his tongue inside her, making her gasp when he slurped hard, and she felt him get a good mouthful of her juices. Damn, knowing she’d fucked someone last night and still not hesitating to eat her, add no hang ups to his list of considerable attributes.


  He kept his hands on her tits, his fingers capturing the hoops and rolling them back and forth, gently twisting her nipples. Zane worked his tongue through her swollen lips, and sucked her clit hard enough to make his lips smack. Her hips thrust into his face as he then sucked her clit in a slow steady rhythm that had her hips rocking and her squirming on the table.


  He switched from sucking to lick, first several fast circles around her clit, the slower teasing flicks.


  “Honey, you are good at everything,” she sighed as she put her hands under his, cupping her tits for him while he toyed with her nipples.


  For the next few minutes, the only sound in the room was Zane’s enthusiastic slurping and sucking on her clit, and her soft contented sighs of pleasure as he worked her with a skill beyond his years.


  He played her like an instrument, his tongue going in circles, side to side, teasing just over and under it, and several teasingly slow but amazing figure eights. Charlie’s toes curled over and pointed forward as her thighs trembled and her legs straightened.


  “Right there,” she reached down and gripped his hair. “Just like that, suck that clit, honey, make me cum in that pretty face!”


  Zane slid his hand from her left breast and brought it between her legs. He shoved two fingers hard into her, making her back arch and her ass rise off the table. Charlie took over playing with that nipple, grabbing the hoop and twisting it much harder than he was doing to the other.


  Zane eased his fingers out, and with no warning shoved them back in, but this time only one in her pussy, while plunging the other roughly into her ass.


  Charlie’s initial cry of surprise, and brief pain as he violated her ass turned into a loud howl of pleasure as it sent her over the edge. Her body exploded, both her holes contracting around his fingers which weren’t just buried within her, but he worked rapidly side to side.


  She twisted her hoop and he followed suit, doing it as hard as she had. Charlie writhed on the table, her hips grinding and her fingers raking his scalp as she pushed his head into her sticky quivering cunt.


  His tongue kept moving, licked her while her body erupted around him. Charlie let loose with a series of sharp little yips as his moving fingers, especially the one in her ass, kept her coming longer and harder than she had in a long time.


  He pulled his fingers back, then slammed them both home again while giving her hoop another twist and her clit a hard suck. Charlie through her head back and wailed as a second orgasm smashed through her, sending her feet kicking over the chair and her pussy gushing around his finger.


  This orgasm was quicker, but seemed even stronger and she released both his hair and her breast, as her arms fell limply by her sides and her hips slowed their rapid movements as she lay there moaning as the last waves of orgasm flowed through her stunned body.


  “That…I…oh, wow!” she panted as she started up at the ceiling which she swore was moving. “You….fuck!”


  Zane had shot to his feet like a man possessed and plowed his cock back inside her. he tore into her with powerful thrusts that had the table rocking precariously and her tits bouncing.


  Charlie felt like a ragdoll, just lying there, her arms by her sides and her legs only up because her heels were resting on the tops of the chairs. Her pussy still quivered from the combined power unexpected back-to-back orgasms, and her mouth hung open, as she yipped and whimpered under his assault.


  Not that she hadn’t gotten some good hard fucks from young lovers before, just last night as a matter of fact, but she was usually the one that put them in this state, completely worn out as she continued to have her way with them.


  Speaking of coming, Zane didn’t even seem close and she’d worked him pretty good with her mouth before hopping on. Course he’d cheated by giving himself a breather between her thighs, but she wasn’t going to complain.


  “Oh, fuck!” she came out of her orgasm induced stupor when Zane grabbed her ankles and lifted her legs off the chair and brought them together.


  He rested the backs of her legs against his sweat slicked chest so her feet were straight up in the air, and his cock pounded between her thighs. Zane wrapped one arm around her knees and lifted her ass off the table, now plowing deeper.


  Charlie stretched her arms out, gripping the sides of the table as he hammered away at her with what seemed like inexhaustible energy. One of the best reasons to fuck guys his age on full display.


  Zane again surprised her with his aggressiveness when he roughly shoved her legs to the side. With a yelp, Charlie was forced to roll onto her side, then her stomach when he pushed her legs downward.


  Her feet had barely contacted the floor when he gripped her cheeks, spread her ass and entered her with a long smooth thrust. She cried out as he resumed fucking her so hard she wondered if the table legs were going to hold out.


  “That’s a different kind of tramp stamp,” he whistled. “Feel like I’m fucking adult Wednesday Adams.”


  Charlie reached forward and gripped the edge of the table hard enough to whiten her knuckles, and squealed into the table as he took her. She couldn’t remember the last time she was fucked this hard, if she’d ever been.


  “Goddamn!” she yowled when he once more shoved his finger into her ass. “Oh…Oh god!”


  She moaned at the feeling of his cock and finger rubbing along the thin skin between her pussy and ass. That feeling coupled with the merciless pounding he was giving her had her legs shaking and her eyes rolling back.


  Zane reached down and grabbed her right leg and lifted it, placing her knee on the edge of the table and changing the angle again. He brought his leg up, placing his foot on the chair so he could thrust even deeper.


  Holy shit, was this kid a damn porn star?


  But the tingling in her ass and pussy caused her to rise enough to slip her arm between her body and the table until her fingers were between her legs. She rubbed her lit, her nails just above his relentlessly thrusting shaft.


  “That’s so fucking hot,” Zane moaned and for the first time she could hear a tremor in his voice.


  His thrusts were getting shorter and harder, and Charlie worked her clit, moaning as his cock and finger filled her holes. His balls slapped against her hand as she played with herself and she gritted her teeth, groaning as she felt her body gathering for another…


  “Oh my…” her attempt to speak turned into a loud shrill wail that she was sure the people in the next unit could probably hear as she went over the edge for a third time.


  Her greedy holes clutched at his cock and finger and her body jerked and writhed on the table. Her mouth opened in a wide O, but all that came out was a series of sharp little gasps and a few whimpers as her Zane continued to pound her pleasure wracked body.


  “I…, oh, shit, I’m going to…”


  “Hold it!” she moaned. “I want it!”


  Zane yanked his dripping cock from her equally dripping pussy. Charlie, her body groaning in protest, slid off the table and down to her knees. She spun to face him and saw him gripping his cock just beneath the tip.


  She grabbed his hand and guided it to her face, taking the head of his cock into her mouth. He released it and she made a high pitched gurgling sound as her mouth was flooded with a huge spurt of come.


  Some of it squirted down her throat, but she slapped his hand away and took his cock deep. She bobbed her head and now it was his turn to whimper and make helpless moaning sounds.


  Charlie sucked hard and fast, as his incredible cock sent several thick squirts into her mouth. She cupped his balls, rubbing them and working to drain them of every drop he had.


  “Oh my god!” Zane gasped, his hips jerking as he had nothing left, but she kept sucking, working his now over sensitive head around in the warm sticky puddle between her lips.


  “Stop!” He put his hand on her head, gently pushing her away and trying to pull his cock from between her lips.


  She let it go, a shiver running through her as some of his cum spilled down her chin and onto her right tit. Zane took a step back and fell into the chair so hard he almost went over backwards in it.


  But his eyes remained on her, and she didn’t disappoint. Charlie opened her mouth, showing him the huge puddle on her tongue and waved her tongue, sloshing it around. She closed her mouth and swallowed hard, sighing as the thick salty fluid slid down her throat, which somehow no longer felt dry and scratchy.


  “Hmmm,” she opened her mouth, showing she’d taken it all, then scooped the cum from her chin and sucked on her fingers. “Told you that was the kind of cream I needed.”


  “I,” he released a deep breath. “Wow, I can’t believe that happened!” he laughed. “It was like out of a movie, but it happened to me!”


  He clapped his hands, and Charlie laughed.


  “Now you’re acting your age. I was wondering if you were some kind of fuck prodigy.” She rose and sat in the other chair, wincing. “That finger in the ass was pretty bold, you know. You do that to your girlfriends?”


  “I wouldn’t dare, but you said you were a real woman, not a little girl.”


  “Touche’!” she laughed again, then pointed. “You still have your damn pants on.”


  “I know, almost fell a couple times, that would have been bad.”


  “Nah, I’d have just crawled back on top.”


  “So, um, what now?” he asked her, staring hungrily at her tits as if he hadn’t just fucked her senseless.


  “That was the morning glory I told you about.” she giggled. “Different snake, with an even better bite.” She put her hand over her mouth to suppress a yawn. “Now its back to bed.”


  She rose as she spoke, and Zane followed suit.


  “Lead the way!” he beamed at her, tugging his pants up higher so he could walk.


  “I’m going back to bed,” she told him and when he gave her a confused look, she pointed to the sink. “You, my boy, have work to do.”


  She put her back to him, walking out of the kitchen, and feeling his eyes on her ass.


  “You can help yourself to the fridge, if you want anything, then see your way out.”


  “Damn,” he whistled behind her, then laughed. “That’s cold! This is like those milf movies!”


  Looking over her shoulder, she flashed him a smile through her sticky lips.


  “Only if you’re lucky, in the movies things keep breaking, and you have to keep coming back.”


  “Got it! Sweet dreams, Charlie.”


  “Never,” she whispered as she entered her bedroom, and climbed back into bed.


  She pulled the sheet up to her chest and sighed contentedly, as both of her hangovers had been cured.


  And it wasn’t even noon on Saturday! She thought of Zane, she couldn’t break her rule for him. Closing her eyes, she smiled as the obvious answer came to her.


  She’d just have to go to his place next time.


  


  The End
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