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It had been almost five years since my divorce, and I was still no closer to finding a new companion.  Well, I do have three companions at home, but my mother does not exactly get excited about my two cats and the new kitten.  I cannot go to a family function without her bringing up the divorce or the lack of a suitable replacement.  I do not really mind being single I guess, it would just be nice to have some company.

I married young, straight out of college.  We had been married almost fifteen years when I caught him with his secretary.  It seemed like a bad movie.  But there he was, going at it with her right on his desk when I surprised him for lunch one day.  It took me almost a month before I could eat mid-day again.

So now I am just past my fortieth birthday and single with three cats.  That is the recipe for a pitiful old maid if I have ever heard one.  I ended up getting a job at a local accounting firm, processing invoices and such.  It was not a bad place to spend my days, it just was not very exciting either.  I signed up at a gym to get myself back in shape.  Everyone there has been very nice as I learn my way around things.  I also joined a book club to meet some female friends, and that turned out rather well.  We meet once a month, and about once a week I meet at least one of them for dinner somewhere.  I have never had a large group of friends, so it is nice to have someone to get dinner with.

Everyone in my family knows why I left Charles, and I have mostly gotten over the embarrassment.  At first, I thought it was because our, ahem, sex life was rather plain.  But I have since learned that it does not really matter; if a man wants to cheat, he will cheat regardless.  My mother makes veiled references of my inadequacies as a wife, but I really try hard to push them out of my mind.

My sister, the younger one who has already produced four grandchildren for my mother, recommended that I needed to join a church to find the ‘right’ kind of man.  I liked the idea and found one near my house that seemed okay.  It even had a singles’ group which I was considering joining.  I attend the Sunday School lessons and the regular services, but I am not brave enough to join some singles’ group just yet.

Anyway, I do enjoy my nice quiet little life with my apartment and my cats and my job.  My car is in need of replacement, but I do not want to spend the money just yet.  I have been saving up for a nice down payment to keep the monthly payments low, and I am not there yet.  So far it has kept me running to work and to the grocery store, but it will not last forever.

One of my book club friends recently suggested that we get away for a weekend to her aunt’s cabin out by the lake.  There is a small desert just outside of town, and the lake is just on the other side of it.  There really are not any other towns around, but we can take the supplies that we need.

Samantha went through a similar divorce about a year before mine, and we have become good friends so I agreed.  I rarely did anything on my weekends other than errands and laundry and church, so something different sounded nice.  I even took the Monday off which was almost unheard of.  I figured that even though Samantha had to be back at her job on Monday, I never took days off and could use it to catch up on the things I would not get done over the weekend.  She offered to let me stay at the cabin until Monday morning, but I have not decided about that just yet.

Samantha was planning to drive up Friday morning after stopping at the grocery store, and I would meet her up there that night after I got off of work.  I was pretty excited since I had not traveled since the divorce and I always enjoyed it.

I made arrangements for my neighbor to watch the cats for the days I was gone and on Thursday night after work I packed a small overnight bag with some clothes for hiking and a swimsuit since Samantha said there was a small pool in the backyard of the cabin.

About mid-day on Friday, Samantha called me from the cabin all excited.

“Oh, Annie!  It’s so much nicer than I remember!  I think my aunt had it remodeled or something.  I can’t wait for you to get here.  I think I’ve gotten all the groceries we need, but if you want something specific, you are more than welcome to bring it with you.”

I had planned to take a couple bottles of wine, so I let her know.

“That will go great with the spaghetti and garlic bread,” she commented.  I could hear the smile in her voice.

I told her I was going to try and sneak out a little early to beat the traffic, and she teased me a little.

“You are such a bad influence, Annie,” she laughed.

“I am not!  You are for making me sneak out!”

We sounded like two sixteen-year-old girls instead of two women in the forties, but I did not mind; it was fun to be silly again.

I did manage to shut down about thirty minutes early, and drove out of the parking lot wearing a huge grin.  About three hours later, I was still wearing it when I saw this quote little cabin of Samantha’s aunt.  What she really should have called it was ‘the summer getaway if you can spend a million dollars on a second house’.  It was insanely large and gorgeous, and the ‘small pool’ appeared to be Olympic sized.  When I dropped my bag in the foyer, I just spun around staring with my mouth open.
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“Samantha,” I breathed, “this is incredible!”

She laughed, “I know!  I didn’t want to oversell it, but I love this place!  They’re, um, loaded.”

I ran my hand over the polished marble staircase railing and just stared up at the enormous crystal chandelier.

“Are there, um, servants?” I whispered softly, suddenly self-conscious.

Samantha giggled as her red curls bobbed, “Yes, but normally only when my aunt and uncle are here.  So we have the run of the place this weekend.”

“Party time!” I laughed.

Samantha waved a wine bottle at me, “Let’s get started!”

“Oh, you have to give me the tour first.”

She pointed down one long corridor, “Fine, let’s start in the kitchen so I can grab a couple of wine glasses.”

We headed down the hallway as I studied the artwork on the walls, but I stopped short when I came to the kitchen.  It was easily larger than my entire apartment, and outfitted in granite and stainless and marble.  The kitchen section was almost the size of a commercial kitchen, and that did not include the eating area in the back.  It looked more like a closed-in patio, with live greenery everywhere, and a wall of windows that overlooked the back garden.

After she opened the wine, and poured two healthy glasses, we headed back down the hallway to finish my tour.  She took me to the library, the study, the office, the formal dining and living rooms, and then finally we headed up the huge winding staircase.  Upstairs were mostly bedrooms with a large game room space at the landing.  I chose one decorated in soft shades of blue and cream.  I was afraid to even set my beat-up overnight case down for fear of leaving a smudge.

“Are you really going to cook dinner in that monstrosity of a kitchen?” I chuckled.

“I’m going to try.  If they don’t have something I need, then I must not need it.”

“Good point!”

“But first, let’s hit the pool and finish this bottle off!”

She scurried off to her room, and we both changed.  About ten minutes later, we emerged from our rooms ready to spend the last few daylight hours in the cool water.  We splashed around in the pool, finished off the first bottle of the evening, and let the sun finally dwindle down into the horizon.  The temperature dropped dramatically once the sun disappeared, so we headed back inside to figure out dinner.  In short order, we had prepped a large loaf of garlic bread, a huge pot of spaghetti, and a nice dinner salad.  We made our plates and carried them back out to the patio with another bottle of wine.

“So Annie, what do you think?” Samantha grinned at me.

“I could get used to this life, especially if it came with the servants to cook and clean.  Because I’m sure as hell not cleaning this entire place.”

“Oh the staff will prep it right before they come out to visit the next time.”

“Must be nice,” I sighed, suddenly sad over my tidy little apartment and dull little life.

“Can I ask you a question?” Samantha startled me out of my dreariness.

“Sure,” I replied, not really thinking about what she might have in mind.

“Have you dated since your divorce?”

“What?  No, not really.  A few dinners and a couple of movies, but that’s about it.  Why?  Have you?”

“Not really.  I think you and I have been single for about the same amount of time, right?”

“Five years?  Yeah.”

“It’s hard at our age.  I mean, we have good jobs, take care of ourselves, watch our figures.  Why is it so hard?”

“All the worthwhile guys are dating 20-year-olds,” I mumbled.

“Oh?  That what happened?”

“Yeah.”

“Me too, his personal trainer.”

I laughed, “Mine was the secretary.”

We finished the rest of our delicious meal in peaceful silence, and headed off to bed after the second bottle of wine was demolished.  Saturday and most of Sunday were about the same, too much wine, too much delicious food, and a lot of time in the pool and on the patio.  As Sunday was winding down, I regretted not being able to stay longer.

“Well, listen, why don’t you stay tonight and go home tomorrow?  I told my aunt we might do that.  I have to be back at work, but you said you took Monday off,” Samantha generously offered me another night of escape.

I accepted her generous offer, and we discussed how I could lock up when I left the following day.  After an early supper, Samantha headed back to reality.  I tidied up a little, and then took the last bottle of wine and a book out to the patio.  I did not end up reading one single word; I just stared out into the desert landscape with the lake shimmering under the moon.  I finally dragged myself away from the oasis and slipped into bed.  The next morning, I washed and folded my linens, and left them neatly on the bed.  After I did another walk-through to make sure we left no messes, I locked up and slipped the key into my purse to return to Samantha.  I also made a note of the address, so that I could send a thank-you note to her aunt and uncle.

My car rattled unnervingly when I started it up, and I made a promise to myself to start the process of getting a new one.  I was hoping it would have lasted a little longer, but I could not take the risk of getting stranded somewhere.

I got about halfway between the house and the city when my car gave me one final death rattle, and rolled to a stop in the middle of the desert highway.  I sighed heavily and banged my fist on the steering wheel.  It was a horrible end to a perfect weekend.

I looked around at my circumstances, and found myself literally stranded in the middle of nowhere.  I was in no condition to walk the 90 miles back to the lake house nor was I interested in walking the 90 or so miles to the city.  Off to the right side of the highway was a grove of trees, and I knew that had to be better than sitting in the car baking in the sun.

I shouldered my purse and stepped out of the car into the blistering sun.  I grabbed the two bottles of water and stuck them in my purse to keep them as cool as possible.  The sun beat down on my bare shoulders, and my sundress was already sticking to my skin.  There was not even a breeze to help the heat.

I clicked the remote attached to my keys to lock the car and laughed out loud at my own stupidity.  Hell, if someone wanted to take the damn thing with me sitting right there, I would let them.  If it got stolen, I would get full value from my insurance company.  I walked over to the straggly trees and dropped to the ground to figure out a plan.

My cell phone was fully charged, but reception seemed to be spotty.  I dialed in a request for assistance to my AAA chapter, and was told it would be several hours until someone could get out there.  I sighed heavily again, and settled in for the wait.

About twenty minutes into my vigil, I heard a loud rumble coming from the direction of the lake house.  By the time I could actually see anything in the glare of the sun, the silhouetted figure was in front of me.
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“Geez!  Watch it!” I hollered as the dust flew up around the motorcycle.

A deep voice chuckled as I stood up to defend myself.  Once I was eye to eye with the leather-clad individual, I realized that this was not a good situation.  I was a middle-aged woman stranded in the middle of nowhere, and now I had been found by a tattooed, black leather covered biker.  I was never going to see my kittens again.

He kicked the stand down and swung his leg over the bike with his helmet still on.  All I could see were two very muscular tanned arms covered with black ink designs.  The black leather vest hung loosely over a tight white tank top, and his broad chest stood out like a brick wall.  The black leather pants hugged his legs all the way down to his dirt-covered biker boots.

“No, please, I…” I stuttered at him while my mind raced for a reason for him not to kill me right then and there.

“Relax lady, I’m not going to hurt you,” the deep voice rumbled again.

I clutched my purse to my chest and inhaled the dusty air deeply.

“You stuck out here?”

“Yes, but help is on the way.  You better just keep moving, mister.”

He pulled his helmet off and my fingers dug into my purse.  He was gorgeous, and it had been a long time since I had experienced the closeness of a man.  His brown hair was slicked back from wearing the helmet, and his blue eyes glittered darkly at me.  When he stepped closer, I could smell the dust from the road and a faint whiff of musky cologne.  At least he didn’t smell filthy.

“Keep moving?  I don’t think I can just leave a pretty lady out here by herself.  Who knows who might come along.”

I raised one eyebrow at him sarcastically and was rewarded with another chuckle, his white teeth flashing brightly against his smooth tan cheeks.  He could not have been more than twenty-five years old.

“Maybe I should just keep you company, in case a ne’er-do-well rides by or something.”

I giggled as I looked him up and down.  I felt his gaze do the same but much slower, over the swell of my breasts under the clinging damp sundress, my trim waist, and the outward curve of my hips.

“We can just sit and chat,” he offered politely, but his voice held something I no longer recognized.

I nodded and sat back down cautiously.

“So how did a pretty thing like you end up out here alone?” he sat down right up next to me, his long legs stretched out in front.

“I-I was headed back home from a weekend away.”

“A weekend away?  Out here in the desert?”

“No, over there by the lake,” I pointed in the direction of the house.

“Ah, those fancy houses back there.  I was just in the neighborhood.”  He laughed as he tucked his leather gloves into a pocket of the vest.

My eyes scanned him up and down, but he only laughed louder.

“I wasn’t robbing the place, if that’s what you’re trying to figure out.”

I shook my head, “No, of course not.  I can see where you would just blend right in out there.”

My sarcastic tendencies had surfaced, and I had always known that someday they would get me in trouble.  Now they were going to get me killed.

He leaned closer to me, his minty breath tickling my neck, “Just what do you think of me?”

“I-I-I don’t know,” I stammered, “I’ve never met a biker before.”

He laughed, “Young lady, I think you need to get out more.”

My cheeks flushed, and I looked down at the purse in my lap.

“What?” he wanted to know.

“My friend was just telling me the same thing.”

“Oh really?  Why’s that?”

“I haven’t really dated since my divorce.  And the last few years of the marriage were rather, ahem, lonely.  At least, once he found his little secretary.”  I had no idea why I was telling this hot young man about the fact my husband had not shown interest in me since he had hired that secretary.

“You’re serious?  Looking like that and you can’t get a date?”

I let my eyes wander over my own body in disbelief.

“What are you talking about?  No one wants a middle-aged divorcee.”

“I don’t know,” he grinned, leaning back against the tree and tugging me into the crook of his arm, “I’m not much into the ditzy girls my age.”

I felt the heat of his body pressed against mine, and it awoke certain parts of my own body.  I was mortified to feel turned on by this nice young man’s kind words.  When I looked up at him to protest what he was saying, I suddenly found myself staring into a very direct gaze.  And before I knew what was happening, I felt his warm lips against mine.

They were surprisingly soft, but the kiss was insistent.  His tongue tickled my lower lip and demanded access.  I heard a soft moan as my lips parted for him.  His arm was still wrapped around my bare shoulders, and his fingers were slightly rough against my skin.  His other hand clasped the back of my neck and held me in place while his tongue plundered my mouth.

He slid both hands down my sides until they rested on my waist and he pulled at my body until I found myself straddling his lap.  I gasped quietly as he buried one hand in my damp tangled hair and held my face within inches of his.

“Ma’am, tell me ‘no’ and I’ll be gone.  I have no intention of taking something you don’t want to give.”

I studied his young, eager face and saw no signs of force there.  His hips moved slightly underneath me, and I felt his interest in me pressing up against my panties.

“But if you don’t tell me ‘no’, I’m going to make you scream until all the cops from five counties show up to find out what’s going on,” his cocky grin was what did me in.

I wound my hands around the back of his neck and pulled his mouth to mine again, letting his tongue dance with mine as his hands roamed over my body.

“Stand up,” he growled, startling me.

I stood over him with my legs resting on the outside of his.  He raked his nails up my thighs until he was able to hook his thumbs in the strings of my bikini panties.  I gasped when he yanked them down, feeling the hot desert air against my wet flesh.

His fingertips dug into the flesh of my ass as he urged me to step forward.  I gasped as I shuffled forward.  I was pretty certain what he had in mind, and to be perfectly honest, my ex-husband hadn’t done that since before the wedding.  With my legs parted around his head, he buried his face under my skirt.

His lips were surprisingly soft against my inner thighs as he kissed upwards from my knee.  I shivered when his warm breath tickled my wetness and then he left a damp trail of nipping kisses down the other thigh.

I squirmed at his teasing but could not bring myself to ask for anything.  Instead, I braced myself against the rough bark of the tree and parted my legs further.  I could almost hear him grin at my silent plea.

His smiling face popped out from under my skirt, “What does the lady have in mind?”

My cheeks reddened at his direct question, and I could not answer him.

With a devilish wink, he disappeared back under the skirt of my sundress, and I gasped when I felt his tongue find its target.  I grasped the tree trunk tightly with both hands as he swirled and flicked his tongue over my aching clit.  I felt my knees buckle as he pressed harder against, my wetness making his tongue slippery against me.  I had never been very responsive to oral, but within minutes I felt my blood boiling and my tummy trembling.  He pressed harder, his urgency matching mine, and suddenly I burst.  I tensed and shuddered, digging my nails into the bark of the tree.

As he eased me down from the explosion, his hands gripped my hips tightly, and he pulled me back down to his lap.  I was filled with a desperate need to feel him inside me, and in my haste, I struggled with the zipper on his tight leather pants.

He shoved the sundress straps down from my shoulders and buried his face between my heaving tits.  His hands pressed them together to form a deep valley of cleavage, and his teeth and tongue teased from one tight little nipple to the other.

I finally freed the fly of his pants and his swollen cock bobbed free into my hand.  He was thicker than any man I had ever been with, and I ran my fingers over him lightly in amazement.

“You like what you see?” he whispered hotly in my ear.

I nodded, still teasing him lightly with just my fingertips.  He thrust his hips upward for more contact, but I giggled and just keep playing with him.

“C’mon,” he growled at me.

With just my nails, I lightly tickled his heavy balls, hefting their weight and rolling them back and forth.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned as his head fell backwards out of my cleavage.

The skin was smooth and hot to the touch, and his entire shaft throbbed as my fingers enclosed it.  His hips thrust up again as I held my hand steady.  He was jerking himself off with my hand, and it felt so filthy and fun.

With a soft smack, he slapped my hand away and frantically tried to guide my hips to align his cock with my pussy.  I gyrated my hips, letting my slippery wetness lubricate both of us until we were sliding against each other like a pair of teenagers.  With one lucky thrust of his hips, he impaled me hard.

“Oh God,” I groaned as he filled me, stretching me in ways that I had never felt.

His lips closed tightly onto one of my aching nipples, and I arched into him, grinding my hips against his.  I could feel his nails digging into the flesh of my ass as he held me down tightly onto his cock.  I shifted my hips just a little, and he groaned against my throat.

“Please,” I pleaded with my muscular biker.

His head snapped up as though I startled him with my presence, and his eyes widened with excitement.  Without warning, he thrust hard up inside me, and I bounced on his lap.  His gaze fixated on my bouncing tits as we slammed our hips together over and over.

I felt his cock swell inside me, and suddenly he lifted me up off his lap at the same time he pulled his pelvis downward.  When I felt his thick cock leave my body, I felt empty and needy.

“Turn around,” he ordered roughly, his voice catching in his throat.

Desperate to have him back inside me, I scrambled around until I was on my hands and knees facing the highway itself.  I heard him shuffling around behind me, and then suddenly he was filling me again.  This time, it was smoother without the delicious texture of his cock, and I realized he had sheathed himself.

He gripped my hipbones hard and pounded into me.

“Fuck,” he breathed raggedly.

With his hips angled down, the swollen head of his massive cock rubbed just the right way, and I felt my whole body surge with heat and need.

“There,” I begged, “just like that…”

The flat of his palm struck my upturned ass sharply, and I gasped, loving the sensation mixture of pain and pleasure.

His thrusts were faster and more urgent, losing his rhythm as his end neared.  I pushed my hips backwards against him, and he lunged into me once more.  I shrieked and clawed at the dirt beneath me as I exploded.  I felt his cock swell even thicker inside me.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he announced his impending explosion.

I reached back underneath us and massaged his swinging balls firmly, and his hips slammed against me as he exploded inside the safety of my body.

In the desert heat and dust, we were both panting and sweaty and dirty, but when he collapsed forward onto me, I did not want him to move.

We had just collected ourselves and had rinsed the worst of the dirt away with a warm bottle of water when the AAA assistance vehicle pulled into view.  My biker stud tucked my panties into his pants pocket with a wicked grin, and walked with me to greet the intruder.
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My vehicle was declared Dead on Arrival, and we eventually had it towed to the nearest junkyard.  Despite the strange look from the AAA representative, I declined his offer for a ride and opted for the bitch seat of the bike instead.  I had grabbed my overnight case from the trunk of my car just before it was towed away, so I slung it across my body and let it rest against my ass.

When I wrapped my arms around the biker’s trim waist, my hands drifted a little further south than they should have.  With my tits pressed up against his back and my naked pussy just inches from his rumbling motor, his cock was already waking back up.

Before we took off, he leaned back and told me that we would be going to his parents’ house for the night until we could come up with a better plan.

Imagine my abject shock when we finally pulled up in front of the house I had just spent the weekend at.  After one more round of steamy hot fucking in the swimming pool, we discovered that Steele was Samantha’s cousin, and parents owned that very lake house.
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