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1. The Phone Number: MILFs Rough Revenge Sex with a Stranger by Ellie North

He thought I was joking when I told him I wanted him. So I searched through his things for proof he was cheating on me and found a number written in lipstick. It was obvious he was cheating - so I decided to get revenge. At least, it seemed like a good idea at the time.

“Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I hung up the phone and stretched, feeling stressed and achy. My husband Paul was at the coffee maker, pouring himself a cup. My son was at the kitchen table doing his homework. Even though there wasn’t any reason to be worried, I was. That seemed to come with adulthood. Worrying about bills, politics, and time all seemed to be staples of being an adult, not just a parent. Except then, you had to do the worrying for two or more people. In my case, thankfully, only two.

I got up and looked in the fridge. We had enough food to last us the month but for some reason I wasn’t in the mood for any of it. Typically I would be hungry by this time of day, but we couldn’t really cook anything – because our stove was broken. And that’s what the phone call was for.

“He said he should be here at nine tomorrow morning,” I said to my husband, closing the fridge door. “I don’t think you’ll be home, huh?”

“I’ll be at work until five tomorrow night. Sorry. But you’ll be here right?” He sipped his coffee to taste it and decided it needed more sugar so he dunked the spoon back into the sugar. I hated it when he did that because it made the sugar clump together, but today I didn’t pay it any mind. My mind was on other things.

I moved from the fridge and put my arms around him from behind. “Yeah, I’ll be here.”

I enjoyed holding my husband. He had a nice figure that made me feel like I was a perfect fit when he held me – like we were two pieces of a jigsaw puzzle that were meant to be together. I never bought into the whole ‘meant-to-be’ stuff, but it felt like it when he hugged me. Still, my mind wavered from a hug downward and my hand followed suit.

“Hmm?” He felt my hand drift down his waist to his pocket and I felt him squirm underneath my touch. I felt smug that I could still do this for him after years. I was still attractive and sexy clearly, and any man with eyes would know it. Especially him. “What are you doing there?”

I giggled at his curious tone. “Looking for something.”

He chuckled and turned around to face me. “You’ve got a great sense of humor.” He kissed me deeply and ran a hand through my hair. Sense of humor? Was grabbing my husband’s dick discreetly a joke to him?

He took his coffee then and sipped it while walking away from me. I watched him go. I was baffled that he could’ve ignored that blatant display of desire. Was he clueless or just getting back at me for something? I really couldn’t figure it out. My son had been there before during our displays of affection – of course we’d never done anything in front of him – but he’d never really rejected me quite like he had just now.

I sat down in the living room and decided to not think about it, deciding I was probably blowing it out of proportion. Maybe he just wasn’t in the mood. Maybe he had the runs. So instead of worrying about it, I decided to play some video games.

I played until I started to get a headache and that was the point I realized it was two in the damn morning and I hadn’t eaten. It had been a long time since I sat down for literal hours playing games but it felt nice to be able to do now that my son was older. I turned off the TV and went to get something quick to eat, and then quietly went up the stairs to my bedroom.

It was then I’d realized Paul hadn’t even kissed me good night, or for that matter talked to me at all afterwards. Was I that repulsive today? I’d done my makeup, taken a shower, I certainly wasn’t sick. What could’ve possibly given him the idea that it was okay pay no attention to me? I didn’t appreciate it at all.

When I got upstairs, my husband was still awake and sitting in bed reading on his tablet. I dressed into some pajamas, brushed my teeth and crawled into bed. I wanted to say something to him but for some reason, all the words I’d had for him had left me. I couldn’t say anything. So instead of saying anything to him, I leaned over and put my head on his shoulder in a desperate attempt for affection. But he didn’t even blink in my direction. Had I done something to garner this cold shoulder?

That was when I realized it wasn’t me. It was him – or rather, her. I realized that the fucker had been cheating on me. That would explain his strange behavior the past week. Today it had just been the most obvious. He’d slowly weaned himself off of my kisses, slowly started to disregard me more and more. I had shrugged it off on the fact that work had gotten hectic, perhaps he’d been tired. But no one purposely gets that distant that quickly without a good reason.

So I rolled over and went to sleep without a word, but inside I was both seething with anger and crying. I had no proof that he’d cheated on me, yet. But I knew it in my gut.

I spent that night tossing and turning, wondering what I’d done to deserve such a thing. Wondering where I went wrong, what I could’ve done differently. But no matter how many what ifs my mind conjured up for me to ponder about, the fact was that it had been his fault and not mine. He was the one who chose to go to someone else instead of talking to me about it. He was the one who ran instead of solving the problem.

By morning, I felt so exhausted with grief and anger that I didn’t even notice as my husband walked out the door at eight am without so much as a goodbye. Our son had already left for school at six, so I was alone in the house. And that was when I went through everything my husband owned for some sign that I’d been right.

The doorbell rang when I finally found the proof. I practically jumped out of my skin, knowing it would’ve happened at some point but being taken off guard anyways. I knew it was the repair man but I’d been afraid of getting caught going through his things.

I stood there in the coat closet. There it was - a phone number, written in lipstick. No professional person writes a phone number without a pen. Especially not a man.

I took the phone number and pocketed it. I wanted him to come to me asking where I put it, or search the house upside down for it. He would realize then that someone took it and he’d have to tell me. Or worse… I could just call the number myself.

Still, I had better things to do right now. I went to open the door and smiled widely at the man standing there. I noticed he was young, with the typical dress of a repairman but not unclean like I expected. His brown hair was combed back nicely, and his skin was flawless. “Hi, you must be the guy for our stove! Come on in.”

He nodded politely and walked inside, and headed straight for the kitchen. I followed him. “So what’s the problem with it?” he asked, getting right down to business.

“Nothing turns on, really. We’ve tried both the burners and the oven. But for some reason the oven light bulb works.”

He got right to work once I told him that and I went to the phone. I called the lipstick phone number, determined to find out if my husband really was cheating on me. Of course, no one answered. I got her answering machine. “Hello, this is Maggie. I’m busy, but I’ll call you if you leave your phone number. Have a nice day!”

She sounded like a beautiful person. A cheery person. Like everything I wanted to be but failed at every time. Maybe that’s why my husband cheated with her. I hung up before the machine kicked in. I didn’t want to talk to her if she wasn’t there. Knowing my husband, he was probably with her right now instead of at work. I looked over at the repair man. So why couldn’t I be with someone who could satisfy me too? My husband obviously didn’t want me anymore. So who’s to say I wanted him? There was a good-looking young man right in my kitchen.

I got up and went over to him. “So what’s your name?” I asked, hoping to start things off casually and move into it from there.

“Brian,” he said simply. A man of few words, he was.

“How’s it looking then?”

“Should be a simple fix.”

“I’m guessing you have appointments after this?” I asked, feeling the need to know if I would push for a quickie or if we could take our time.

He finally looked at me, seeming to catch on quickly. “I have one in the afternoon. Don’t worry, I’ll get it done right the first time.”

I smirked at him. “You do that.”

He slipped out from behind the stove and wiped off dust from his shirt. “So he’s a scumbag then?” he asked me.

“Extra,” I replied. I showed Brian the phone number.

He grimaced. “Ouch, in lipstick too. Careful, might be on his collar too.”

I chuckled and put the phone number back in my pocket. “Yeah, that’s probably what he’s gone to do now.”

“So what’s your plan?” Brian had a mischievous look in his eye. For someone with such a tame name, he didn’t feel so gentle in his mannerism. Quiet, maybe, but not tender. I liked it. It was a nice breath of fresh air from my husband. My husband, who was dutiful in his service to his family but apparently couldn’t be faithful to his wife.

“My plan is… revenge.” I felt like shoving it in his face when he came home. I knew it wouldn’t solve the problem, but it would make me feel better. Or maybe I could just keep it to myself and be smug about it when he finally confessed about his infidelity.

“Revenge sounds good,” he said, moving in closer to me. “Can I help?”

I put a hand on his chest. “Where would we carry out this… revenge?”

He put his hands on my shoulders. “Anywhere you want.”

I was about to cheat on my cheating husband with a young repair man who was probably better looking than me. The mother, the house wife. I was probably wrinkled in every place he didn’t find attractive – I was in my forties after all. My dirty blonde hair was well-taken care of; my skin was relatively blemish-free without makeup. I wore a full face today, but it was minimal because I was more focused on catching my lying husband. But still, he would get to brag that he fucked an older woman. Maybe that was enough for him.

I looked over at the empty kitchen table. “Why don’t we start here, since we’re here?”

He smirked at me and lifted me up onto the table with his strong arms. He didn’t seem to have any effort carrying me. Then he leaned in and kissed my cheek. I didn’t stop him, so he kissed my lips softly, then deeply. I wrapped my arms around his neck to make it more passionate. I felt like a teenager again. My stomach was going wild with butterflies and my pelvis was igniting into an inferno of anticipation and pleasure. I was also nervous, having not done it with anyone but my husband in almost twenty years, but I didn’t let that stop me. Revenge was sweet, sweeter than I’d expected. His lips tasted of cigars and wine.

I grabbed a hold of his shirt and unbuttoned it with clumsy fingers, desperate to get started. I felt like a starved animal. I and my husband hadn’t had sex in weeks, so I thought it was due to being too busy, or too tired from work. Now I realized he was too tired and busy with someone else. So I would get my release here and now, with an almost complete stranger, and someone much younger than me at that. It felt strange, but it also made me feel really good. I took his shirt off and let my hands roam across his bare skin. I felt hungry for more skin as soon as I touched it, needing more to touch and fondle.

He pulled my shirt over my head and went back to making out with me, his hands running over my body and slithering to my back to undo my bra. I didn’t even see where my shirt went and I didn’t care. My bra came off almost instantly to skillful hands, and I was genuinely impressed. My husband wasn’t able to do that until years later. He had needed to be taught how to please me. I had a feeling I wouldn’t need to teach Brian.

As expected, he knew exactly what to do with my breasts. I had never been the kind to like having my nipples sucked, so he simply flicked his tongue along them. It sent a shock through my system and I moaned out loud without inhibition. His other hand poked at my other nipple, making me unable to think of anything but the fact that I really wanted him.

I tugged on his shoulder to pull him up for a kiss and started undoing his pants. He took off the tool belt himself, having so much experience with that it practically slid off with his pants. His package was massive and I felt like I’d just hit the jackpot. My husband had always been less than average and while it got the job done, I always felt like there was something missing. I tried to get off the table and kneel but he stopped me and undid my pants. “The best revenge is enjoying it,” he said and removed my pants and panties in one motion. I barely noticed that they’d been there in the first place.

Then he pulled his underwear to the side – they were the type to have access for convenient things. It excited me to know that he could basically do it wherever and whenever he wanted. And that’s what he did. He slipped his massive cock into me slowly so I could feel all of it. There was no pain, only pleasure and I loved how full I was. He went in to the base and then moved slowly, then quickly picked up the pace. He pushed me down onto the table. My shoulders slammed against the wood and it hurt, but in a good way. I really liked how rough he was being with me and I urged him onwards with my moaning. “Oh yes, don’t stop! Pound me as hard as you can!”

I decided I wouldn’t stop comparing Brian and my husband. I wanted my husband to know how much better this complete stranger was at what he did – that is, if I even wanted to tell him. The best revenge is the one you don’t tell anyone. Maybe I wanted to keep just how good this was to myself.

Regardless of whether I told my husband or not, this was easily the best sex I’d ever had. I lifted myself up and tugged on Brian’s shoulders and kissed him deeply, and then moved to his ear and nibbled on his lobe before whispering, “Let’s go to the laundry room. I want to desecrate every room…”

He smirked and picked me up. “Where’s that?”

I pointed to a door close to the kitchen and he carried me in while still inside me, not breaking a single sweat. It was almost like he was used to fucking desperate wives. Not that I cared, I just wanted a really good orgasm.

He laid me up on the dryer and I decided I wanted it on so I pressed a couple of buttons and it began to vibrate. He moaned in response, loving the feeling of having that vibration up against his balls every time he thrust into me. It also pushed some pleasure spots for me, feeling my ass cheeks tingle in a good way and spreading to my pussy. I could feel myself getting there slowly, but not quite yet. I wanted to drag it on anyways, as long as I could. I wanted to milk this opportunity for everything it was worth.

He fucked me as hard as he seemed to want to, shoving it deep. He slowed down sometimes, and then sped up, varying the rhythm so that I could feel different things. He lifted a leg onto his shoulder and pushed me onto my side. The curve created a whole new sensation and sent a fire through my vagina. I bit my lip to stop a particularly loud moan but he shook his head at me. “Just scream if you want,” he said.

I smirked at him. “Is that what you want me to do? Scream your name?”

While still fucking me as hard as he could, he panted, “Yes.”

I decided I would save that for when I came, instead opting for my moaning and panting. It was nice to be able to let go, but I wanted to save it for that particular moment.

He licked a finger and put it to my clit, rubbing it in just the right way. I bit on a finger, moaning through it as more pleasure rocked through me. The vibration of the dryer, combined with his finger and his hard fucking, made the perfect combination for a quick orgasm.

Before he could finish me off, I stopped him. “Let’s go to my husband’s den and finish there,” I said with an evil tone. I smiled maliciously. I really hoped he noticed that someone was in there – he didn’t typically let our son in there, and he always confronted me when I went in there because it was his work station, which meant I had no reason to be in there. Of course, I’d come up with some excuse if I decided I didn’t want to tell him I cheated on him. But it was too good an opportunity to pass up.

We ran to the den. It was a dark room – Paul always kept the curtains closed if he wasn’t there because the sun faded the colour of his furniture. I turned on the light and leaned against his desk with my ass sticking out. “How’s this for a setting?”

Brian smirked at me and squeezed the cheeks. “Perfect.”

And then I let loose completely. He fucked me up against the desk so hard that everything rocked furiously. I cried out in pleasure and didn’t even notice as things fell off the desk. And once again, Brian reached around to touch my clit.

Within seconds, I was screaming his name in the throes of my orgasm. It felt better than it ever had and my legs were shaking. That was all it took for him to finish, blowing a load inside me. I counted myself lucky that I was on birth control, so I didn’t worry about it one bit. I enjoyed the warmth pouring inside me, rocking my hips against him to milk the rest. He moaned as I did so.

He finally pulled out and most of it dripped out of my pussy and onto the floor. It was carpet so it would be hard to get out but I could take care of it easily. I just felt so smug and happy about what I’d done. And he didn’t even have to know about it. And the best part of it was that I enjoyed it even more than I normally would.

I sighed and stood up straight, stretching a little but feeling wobbly and relaxed. “That was great.”

Brian smiled and put his underwear back in place. “I’ll get dressed so we don’t get caught like this.”

I pulled him in for another kiss, feeling cuddly. The last person I wanted to cuddle was my husband when he got home. “I guess you have to leave now?”

Brian shrugged. “I didn’t fix the stove but I have another appointment.”

I pouted. “Too bad you’ll have to come back then.”

He smirked at me. “Too bad indeed.”

We dressed back up and I set to work on getting the sperm out of the carpet. Brian left the stove as it was and left as if we’d had a one-night stand and he now had someone else to go and fuck. He probably did, truth be told.

I removed what I could and then put a little baking soda there to get rid of the smell, and then later on vacuumed it up. I put everything back where it was supposed to be from when I looked through all his stuff and put everything back on his desk and then ordered supper. I would’ve cooked it, but we didn’t have a working stove.

The first one in was my son, as usual. He said hello and went upstairs to his room. I thought how lucky I was to have a son like him – one that didn’t act up or have too many issues with school. He was a quiet boy, but I appreciated him all the same. I was sure someday someone else would too.

My husband came in right on time for supper to be finished and I laid it on the table. He put his suitcase on the couch and reached for me. I kissed him, but I felt disgusted doing it knowing he was probably kissing someone else. I just didn’t want him to suspect anything yet. “Looks good, love. Guess you didn’t feel like making anything?”

I grimaced. “Actually, when I tried to make something, it acted up and died again. I guess we’re going to have to call them back.”

He scowled. “And we paid for that? What a bunch of idiots. This time he’ll do it for free.”

Yes he did, I thought to myself. Still, he hadn’t noticed the number was missing. That was when he went into his den and then came out, looking annoyed. “Someone went into my den today, didn’t they?”

“Oh, yeah, I went in there because I wanted to check the electric bill. We need to pay that tomorrow too.” I was lying through my teeth, of course, but it was a believable lie, thankfully. I’d gone in before to do the same – we shared responsibility for the bills and he typically kept them all in one neat folder.

“But all of my stuff is off. Don’t tell me you needed ten pens and pencils?”

“None of them worked.” That one was actually true – my husband hoarded pens even though most of them were fucking useless, much like him sometimes. “Can you not find the number for the repair man?”

“No, oddly enough. I guess you still have it from when you called them.”

“I’ll call them tomorrow then. Let’s eat.”

We went through the entire night without any problems until he came to the bedroom later that night. “I had a number in my coat pocket, it’s gone.”

“I was meaning to ask you about it…” I produced it from my pocket. “Why is it written in lipstick?”

“Because that’s all she had with her,” he said, snatching it from me.

“Because professionals walk around without writing utensils?” I asked. I took my pajamas from the drawer and went into the bathroom to change.

“Sometimes, yes. She was going to interview me.”

“Interview you? Like she probably has been?” I quickly changed into my pajamas and took my hair out of its ponytail. I brushed it out slowly, from the ends first and then to the top of my head.

“What is that supposed to mean? I’m not cheating on you.”

He came into the bathroom and wrapped his arms around my waist. He kissed my neck. I felt worse than I ever had been in his presence. “You know I love you,” he said. I could practically see the lie dripping out of his lips.

I turned around. “Then why did you ignore me this morning? Slowly you’ve been pulling away from me.”

He looked confused. “Ignored? I was trying to follow up tonight just now. It’s just I knew our son was looking at us.”

“Since when were you embarrassed of us?” I said, feeling hurt. “We’ve always acted like that around him. He’s a kid; of course he’s going to get grossed out. It’s not like he watches us when we actually do things.”

“I don’t really want to talk about this right now,” he said, and walked out of the bathroom.

The next morning, he didn’t even speak to me. I didn’t understand what I’d said to make him so angry. He didn’t cuddle with me that night either, his back to me the whole time.

So I called the repair man again – it was Brian, and he said he’d be at my home in two hours. My husband left an hour later for work, and once again, I was alone.

I stared down the copy of the number I’d taken from the lipstick. He had the original, of course, taken from me so rudely. This time, I determined I would call and I would ask who she was. I would leave a message if she didn’t answer, and pray that she called back.

So I dialed the number into the phone and waited. It only rang twice before someone answered, and in that time I felt a knot in my stomach. He was cheating on me with someone. Or he wasn’t, and I’d made the biggest mistake of my life. Either way, I had to know. Either way, I had to live with myself. I decided I wouldn’t tell him just in case he wasn’t lying to me – I would live with the guilt if he wasn’t. I would forget it ever happened. It wouldn’t be fair to make him upset just because I’d made a mistake – right?

“Hello, this is Maggie.”

At first I’d thought it was the answering machine, but then her voice stopped. “Oh, hello?”

“Yes, who is this?”

Suddenly I felt lost. “I’m um… I’m Paul’s wife, who is this?”

“Oh! He talks so much about you. Why are you calling me today?”

“Well, I found the number in lipstick and… well, it looked suspicious.” I bit on my nail nervously.

“Sorry, we met in the coffee shop and that’s all I had. He hasn’t told you yet?”

“Told me what?”

“I’m treating him for erectile dysfunction. I used to be his regular doctor, but I moved offices so it’s been years since I’ve seen him.”

The doorbell rang and I dropped the phone.


2. Angela's Wild Side: MILF and the Jerk at the Night Club by Lora Lane

Whenever someone asks me to tell them something about myself, it's always fun to watch their faces. Most of them approach me as men looking to pick up a hot blond girl for a wild night. So when I tell them I'm a divorced mother of two and a like to spend a lot of time at home, the excitement just drains out of them. For the few who are willing to push past my fun little facade however, my wild side waits to be unleashed upon them. One cute young stud sought to turn the tables on me the other week and what happened afterward is easily one of the wildest stories of my life.

Everyone has that moment in time when they allowed themselves to just let go and enjoy life for a little while. Be it a day, week or even a month, times like that usually end up being filled with regrets and a ton of great stories. You just have to omit the parts that embarrass you when retelling them over a good drink with friends who weren't witnesses to this wild period of time. I'm a little different than everyone else in stories like that however because I live life almost in reverse. I take a moment or a period of days here and there and act responsibly – or how the world suggests a responsible woman of my age should act – and spend the rest of my life raising hell.

Well, don't let me paint myself in too bad of a light. I am a mother of two great kids who split time between my house and their dad's house. If asked I would still tell anyone that the equal split between parents is probably not the best plan for the kids but I guess sometimes it works because it did with us. Randy and I always got along when we were apart and that continued well after we divorced. We always joke that the only thing we ever did wrong was to stop being friends, take things to that next level and then get married when I got pregnant. It works out for a lot of people I guess but it just didn't for us. Thankfully however we are still friends afterward and though it certainly is not a normal situation, everyone has made the best out of it and the kids have turned out fine so far. Of course the last few years before college and then college can change everything but Randy and I have a plan.

Anyway, regarding myself, I am a self-employed entrepreneur. That sounds better than telling people I run a very small clothing personalization business out of my house and stuff envelopes on the side. Hey, it pays the bills so what else could I ask for, right? What it also does is allow me to live life the way I want to. Sure, I temper it back a bit when it's my time with the kids because I really like spending time with them. The other half of the month when it's just me is when the hell raising happens.

A friend of mine once told me that the way I went after partners at clubs and bars bordered on predator-like behavior. I always shrug and put on a 'meh' expression when something like that is said but it really is pretty close to true. I've been called a cougar because I'm nearly forty years of age but I don't like that tag. I'd much rather be called a sensual-minded, hot body predator – a lover actually called me that once – than a cougar but I do understand where it comes from. Usually, unless something completely unexpected happens, I target younger men when I'm out. Nothing beats the passion of those young studs when coupled with my experience and it almost always turns into a great time.

In spite of being a mother of two and nearly the big four-zero, I have been able to keep myself in great condition thanks to my version of a home gym. This allows me to pull off a bit of a swerve when the guys don't quite know my age at first. By the time they have seen enough of me to understand that I've got a few years on them, they usually want me so badly that it only increases their level of desire. Sure, now and then I find a jerk who flips me off and tells me to take a hike when he understands how much older I am than him. Those guys are few and far between and aren't the type of guys I enjoy as partners anyway.

Interestingly enough, just the other night I ran up against one such jerk, or well, a jerk of a different kind. He had his hands all over me on the dance floor before he even saw my face. When he did see me, things only got more heated and I really thought the tall and mysterious hunk was going to be my latest conquest. After buying me a couple of drinks and spilling a conversation or two, I was ready to close the deal. About that time though, two people walked up to him and one of them whispered something in his ear. When he turned around I smirked and asked him if he was deserting me after all the hard work he put in, expecting him to say no. Instead he looked me straight in the eye with an expression that wasn't quite a smile, said he was just playing with me and walked off.

The way he said it left me believing that he was joking and that he was still going to come back later in the night and try to close the deal – something I had already decided would not work well for him – but he did not. Instead he didn't look back and I was left to wonder what exactly had happened. It was a very different situation for me and I'm a little ashamed to say that it made me want him a little bit more than I already did. I don't consider myself the kind of girl who wants someone more because I cannot have them but it sure seemed to be the case on that night.

A few days went by and I had basically forgotten all about him as I was out around during the day running a few errands. One of my busy pieces of business that day just happened to include a trip to a small local gym. A girlfriend of mine told me that their prices were great and that they also sold the supplements that I used for cheaper than the big box store that I normally purchased them from. It was the dead of summer so I wore white short-shorts, white sandals and a pink tank-top with white writing. My hair was up in a ponytail that was pulled through the pink and white hat I wore and I also had sunglasses on.

When I walked into the gym I heard a familiar voice helping someone off to one side. When he finished with them he came around to the front counter and I knew who he was before he asked if he could help me. It was the proud and handsome jerk from the club who had left me hanging. Thanks to the way I was dressed being so drastically different compared to when he had seen me previously, I knew he didn't recognize me. For a minute I planned to completely ignore him and only asked for the supplement on the shelf behind him but something about the way he cut his eyes up and down my body when he turned back around changed my mind.

“You're sure there is nothing else I can do for you?” he smirked proudly.

I put my finger to my lips for a moment and said, “Actually I have been thinking about joining a local gym. Could you give me a tour of the place?”

He smiled, “Yes I certainly can, pretty lady. Fill that little information card out and we will start over in that direction then work our way around to the locker room area.”

“Perfect,” I said with a double meaning that he clearly didn't understand at the time. After I filled out the card with name, email and address I went with him to start the tour. The weight room was very nice and it wasn't filled with a bunch of body builders, just normal people. It wasn't over crowded either which is also very nice. Along the front windows were the rows of bikes, ellipticals, stair steppers and other cardio machines. They were nice enough and they had plenty of them for the number of people in the place. He mentioned it was a little crowded in the early morning but that for the most part it looked about like it did right then.

The entire time he was showing me around he would take every chance he could to touch me. A brush against my side as he moved around a machine or a hand on the small of my back to lead me into another room. I knew what he was doing and it was playing right into my hands.

He stopped after a few minutes and asked, “What do you think so far?”

I looked at his tall and strong body and smirked, “I like everything I have seen.”

His brows raised, “Is that so? How about we check out the locker room area then and see what you like back there?”

I nodded and said that would be great and walked with him around the corner into the back corridor that led to the male and female locker rooms. He motioned to the male locker room area and then walked around to the far side and pointed at the female locker room. “You can go in and take a look if you want. We have a large locker area with plenty of free to use lockers, a sauna, hot tub and plenty of showers that never run out of hot water.”

“Really?” I asked, “Sounds pretty hot in there.”

He smiled, “Oh, it is.”

I opened the door and held it open suggestively for a moment, “I'll go take a look around then. Stay right there would you? I'd hate to get lost on my way out.”

“I won't move a muscle.”

“Great,” I said and walked inside, allowing the door to close behind me. Purposely I walked into the sauna area and stood there long enough for beads of sweat to form on my skin. I also waited just long enough for the only two women who were in there to leave before I went back to the door. Opening it, I saw him standing there and said, “I have a question about the sauna. There's nobody in here. Could you come in and help me real fast?”

He looked behind him and seemed to be weighing his options before turning and smiling widely, “Of course. Customer service is first here.”

“I can see that,” I said as I walked into the sauna and turned around. He was standing by the door and I walked right up to him. “Do the girls usually take their clothes off to sit in here?” Before he could answer I pulled my tank-top off over my head and dropped my shorts to the floor. It was a bit odd to stand there with my shoes, hat and sunglasses still on while the rest of my clothing was on the floor but it served the purpose. “Like this?”

“Well, almost,” he said with a smile.

“No,” I said as my hand went to his crotch and grabbed his swollen shaft, “I meant do you like me?”

He closed his eyes, “Hell yes.”

“Do you want me?” I asked as I ran my hand down his shaft through his shorts.

“Oh, hell yes,” he said.

I kept going for another few seconds and then leaned up towards his lips until he closed his eyes again and readied for a passionate kiss. Then I stepped over and pulled my shorts up and slipped my stretchy tank-top back on. Walking passed him I said, “Yes, this gym does seem like a good fit for me.”

“Hey!” he yelled, “Wait! What are you doing?”

“I want to think about it first is all, darling,” I smiled.

“No,” he said, “I meant what about this? What about what you were doing? Don't you want to...”

I stopped him with a finger to my lips as I walked back towards him. Then I finally took my sunglasses and hat off and shook my shoulder length blonde hair down. Realization struck him and his eyes went wide. I shrugged, “Oh that? I was just playing with you sweetie. You understand.”

He was stunned into silence except for quietly saying, “Holy freaking shit!”

“Yeah,” I said with a smile and a wink as I walked out and left the gym.

When I got home I felt like a billion dollars. My life isn't one lived by others standards anyway but suffice it to say this situation proved that I am not above revenge. I didn't even call up friends and tell them about it because frankly I hadn't said anything about his toying with me either. It was a non-issue and would have just faded away into nothingness if not for his checking me out at the counter. He is a player, a guy who thinks he is god's gift to every woman alive who thinks that he can have anyone he wants at any time.

In a strange way I could see a lot of my own attitude towards hot young guys in the attitude he had towards me. Some people might take that and make it into some kind of a teaching moment for themselves. Maybe that is the point where I should have seen the error of my ways. Like I said though, I don't pretend to be better than anyone else morally and I damn sure would never pretend that I would rather learn a life lesson than to teach one by sultry and sexy revenge. It was a good time and then, as I lay down to sleep that night, I could honestly say that the case was closed. He had learned his lesson and we had both probably had fun during the process.

At least I thought that was the end of it.

The next day I started the day as any normal Wednesday would start. My workout was looming as I drank my second cup of coffee in front of the computer reviewing orders. My robe covered my skimpy workout clothes that nobody ever saw. A sports bra and shorts so tight and short that I wouldn't consider wearing them in public for any reason served their purpose well. If I ever thought that I was getting out of shape to the point where I couldn't stand looking at myself in the mirror while wearing those clothes, I knew I needed to lose a few pounds and hit the workout harder.

I had just removed the robe, put the coffee cup on the kitchen counter and started towards the workout area of my modest little home when the doorbell rang. Most of the people who order customized clothing from me either send the clothes they have already purchased to me or allow me to order the base clothes before personalizing them. All that really meant was that the package delivery guy saw me a lot. Usually he would just put the packages under the covering by the front door. Occasionally there was a larger package or more packages and he needed to either get my signature or put some inside. Assuming it was him I casually opened the door in my bare feet and skimpy clothes.

“Hey Teddy,” I said without even looking up at him. The tall guy wearing tan shorts was all I needed to see to know it was him. I waved him after me, “Come on in and use the usual place. Lock the door after you're done would you?” Honestly, I know the package guy better than I know most members of my immediate family so I was shocked when I heard a different voice answer me.

“Which place is most usual for you pretty lady?”

That voice. I spun around and glared at the tall handsome guy from the gym, from the club. It really was him. “What the hell are you doing here?” For the first time in years I began to think that I shouldn't be quite so familiar with the package delivery guy. “How did you find me?”

He put his hands up, “Hey, relax would you? You expressed interest in the gym the other day and filled out that little card remember?” I nodded and he continued, “Well, there is a little box on the bottom that you can check if you don't want us to make a house call as a follow up. You didn't check that box and I just happened to volunteer to make the sales call rounds today. So,” he looked down at the card he was holding, “Angela, what is your usual place for me to put it?”

I started glaring at him and he knew the direction my mind was going and stepped forward with his hands held up, “Hey, seriously, Miss Copeland, I just want to say I'm sorry.”

“I already knew that,” I said.

“Good one,” he nodded, “But you know what I mean. The other day at the club I was a real jerk. I really was into you and everything but my pals were leaving and I didn't have a ride. I didn't want to assume that you and I were going to complete the night together so I had to leave. Seriously I had no choice.”

I shook my head, “You didn't think of just telling me that you had to leave?”

He shrugged with a boyish grin, “Well, that way is so normal and I like to have a little fun. The truth is that I have seen you there before and planned to walk up to you the next time I saw you and apologize.”

“Wow,” I looked down towards the floor and then back up to him, “What an idiot. I'd have slapped the shit out of you.”

He smiled, “Wouldn't have been the first time. Honestly, I'd rather have been slapped than to have you put me in a crunch like you did yesterday. Good lord, talk about blue balls.”

With a hand up I hid my smile by turning to one side, “Whoa, too much information, pal. You deserved it though. What were you thinking?” I started walking towards him.

“I don't think much when I'm around hot ass women like you, lady,” he answered.

“Did you think I was just one of the normal hot women you get to use and throw away?” I asked. He shrugged and looked a little uneasy as I walked all the way up to him and closed the door behind him. His eyes cut to one side and I could feel how nervous he was. However he thought this was going to go, it wasn't and he was uneasy to be sure. I glanced down his strong body and back up into his eyes with a steely gaze, “Do you have any idea what I was going to let you do to me that night?”

He bent his knees for a second and stood back up with a look almost like a child begging for candy, “I had a few wild hopes but nothing specific. God, I am so sorry.”

I raised my brows and nodded, “You should be. You're such an asshole.”

He nodded, “I am,” then closed his eyes and shook his head, “I really am.”

I shoved him back with more strength than he thought I had and he hit the door with his back, “What a huge asshole!” He nodded and I snarled, “Do you know what I like to do to guys like you? You jerky asshole!”

With a stiff shake of his head he cracked one eye open and lifted his hands towards his face as if he were going to stop a slap, “Not really.”

I pulled my hand back but instead of slapping him with it, reached forward and grabbed his shirt, “I like to fuck them like crazy.”

“You… huh?”

The look in his eyes changed four times in a few seconds as he went from being guarded to a little scared to curious to excited. I stepped back away from him and pulled my sports bra off over my head then quickly dropped my bottoms as well. Standing up completely naked in front of him, I put my hands out to the side, “Well? Are you man enough to…”

I never got the rest of the sentence out as he surged forward and lifted me quickly off of the floor, his lips clamping on mine in a sloppy embrace that was three parts passion and one part kiss. Somehow he took his shoes off on the way across the floor because by the time he sat me down on the counter, I was looking at the tall hunk of a man wearing only a shirt. He had dropped his shorts and boxers as he sat me down. He quickly ripped his shirt off and I smiled at his thunderous passion. “Well, well… what are you going to do with me?”

He shook his head with his eyes wide and jerked me off of the counter. There was no foreplay as he pulled me directly onto his shaft. It was a very tight fit and that was fine with me as I arched my back, grunting with the movements. Slowly his cock made entry into me and I began to get more and more wet. Of course the wetter I got the quicker he was able to move my body onto himself. Shortly he was holding me up and slamming his hips against mine hard and rough.

My arms were wrapped around his neck as he grunted against my breasts, teeth roughly gnawing at me as his fingers raked against my back. The entire thing was happening as fast as any sexual encounter I could remember but I wasn't concerned with time, only with how amazing it felt to have his barely in control stud of a body taking mine in such terrible passion.

Quickly he moved me over towards the couch and half sat, half dropped me down onto it. I smirked up at him before he spun me over. Raising myself up onto my feet, my hands propped against the couch cushions as I was bent over waiting for his next move. I didn't have to wait long. He grabbed my hips and jammed his cock inside of me. My breath caught in my throat so that a yelp came out of me as he shoved inside fast and hard.

He grabbed my hair with one hand and used the handful to jerk my hips hard against him, my head pulled back hard with each rough thrust. I felt my ever building orgasm surge forward as my desire for more of the same from him pushed me into another level of passion. He was so focused on ramming himself into me that I don't even know if he noticed when I exploded in climax and relaxed downward, my knees going weak and back arching. In response he reached under my stomach with his free hand and held my hips up so that he could keep up the pace by holding my hips and my hair.

Just when my strength started to return, he allowed me to drop all the way to the couch. I turned myself over to see him snarling over me with his cock in his hand directed towards my mouth. Nodding passionately I grabbed him and pulled him into my mouth. With one hand I squeezed the base of his shaft while I held to his balls with the other and pumped my lips over him. I knew he probably had planned on ramming himself into my mouth but there was something powerful about turning the tables on him and roughly taking his cock for myself.

He began to go weak in the knees shortly and I knew I could only push a little farther if I wanted to avoid him finishing before I was ready for him to. Finally he yelled and I stopped with my hand clasped around his shaft, still swollen and hungry for more. I glared up and him and moved over to one side of the couch. “Did I break you already?” I asked teasingly.

With a glare of his own he shook his head, “No way. I've got more for you!” He lifted me up in his arms and pulled me down so that my back was on the couch cushions. Kneeling down, he scooped up one leg in each hand and rammed himself into me hard and held himself fully inside. I groaned in anticipation as he made me wait before pulling back and beginning another hard and rough pace. My hips felt red and tender and stung with each thrust of his hips but I loved every moment of it.

There was no holding back at all from either of us as we yelled out as loud as we could seemingly with each thrust of his shaft into me. Finally the couch was going to break if we didn't bring it to a close but there was no way it was ending in a slow and gentle fashion. He rammed himself into me harder and faster, with unreal speed towards the end and then pulled out and looked down at my chest.

I put my hands on either side of my breasts and he laid his cock down between them. As I squeezed his shaft between my mounds, he yelled out loudly and came all over my upper chest, neck and face. His warm fluid washed over me and then it was finally over. My eyes fluttered open and I was able to stand in time to see him sitting on the other end of the couch completely spent. He looked up and shook his head, “Oh, my freaking god that was unreal!”

Teasingly I walked towards the hallway so that I could get cleaned up, “Just think how good it could have been if you would have gotten what I planned the other night.”

“No way,” he said with a wave of his hand as he stood and moved to put his clothes back on, “There is no way it could have been better than this.”

I walked back out with one of my older robes draped over me and smiled, “Darling, you have no idea what I'm capable of and now you may never know.”

He smiled as he turned around at the door and said, “Oh, come on, you enjoyed that as much as I did. You'll be back for more.”

With a teasing shrug I said, “Maybe.”

“I'll see you around the gym though, right?” he asked.

“Not a chance,” I smiled, “I was only interested in the supplements.”

“Let me give you my number and we can…” he started.

“You've already got mine,” I answered as I opened the door to several boxes resting just outside. “Call me sometime. I'll answer if I feel like it.” With a wink I shoved him passed the boxes, “And no, I do not need help getting these inside.”

As I got the rest of the boxes in the house it struck me that the delivery guy was probably just a little bit late that day. On more than one occasion he would have knocked on the door and asked to put that amount of boxes inside but he hadn't even knocked that day. With a little bit of a red flush on my cheeks I realized that the guy had probably planned to knock and heard my pleasure-filled screams. It wasn't that I was embarrassed that made me smile to myself but rather the thoughts running through my head that the handsome delivery guy might be thinking differently about me the next time I answer the door. Perhaps, I thought, I would answer the door in skimpy clothes or a robe next round of deliveries and just see what happened. It wasn't something that most people would plan but then I am far from being like most people.


3. My Tattooed Biker Rescue: MILF Sex with a Biker by Kaylee Jones

When Annie starts to rebuild her life after her divorce, she expands her horizons to include some new friends.  One of her friends offers a lovely weekend getaway, and Annie jumps on the opportunity.  When she runs into car trouble on her way home, she surprises herself by what she jumps on next.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

****

“Samantha,” I breathed, “this is incredible!”

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

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

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

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

“Party time!” I laughed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good point!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Have you dated since your divorce?”

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

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

“Five years?  Yeah.”

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

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

“Oh?  That what happened?”

“Yeah.”

“Me too, his personal trainer.”

I laughed, “Mine was the secretary.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

About twenty minutes into my vigil, I heard a loud rumble coming from the direction of the lake house.  By the time I could actually see anything in the glare of the sun, the silhouetted figure was in front of me.

****

“Geez!  Watch it!” I hollered as the dust flew up around the motorcycle.

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

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

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

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

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

“You stuck out here?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded and sat back down cautiously.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” he wanted to know.

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

“Oh really?  Why’s that?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Stand up,” he growled, startling me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“C’mon,” he growled at me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please,” I pleaded with my muscular biker.

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

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

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

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

He gripped my hipbones hard and pounded into me.

“Fuck,” he breathed raggedly.

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

“There,” I begged, “just like that…”

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

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

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

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

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

We had just collected ourselves and had rinsed the worst of the dirt away with a warm bottle of water when the AAA assistance vehicle pulled into view.  My biker stud tucked my panties into his pants pocket with a wicked grin, and walked with me to greet the intruder.

****

My vehicle was declared Dead on Arrival, and we eventually had it towed to the nearest junkyard.  Despite the strange look from the AAA representative, I declined his offer for a ride and opted for the bitch seat of the bike instead.  I had grabbed my overnight case from the trunk of my car just before it was towed away, so I slung it across my body and let it rest against my ass.

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

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

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


4. Begging Ms. Miller: The MILF and the Young College Stud by Sofia Miller

I was really worried about my student Kyle.  He was a freshman in college, and already failing.  He had a bright future ahead of him as an athlete, but first he had to pass remedial freshmen English, and for some reason, he couldn’t seem to concentrate on the material.  After yet another failed test, I decided I’d have to proactive and give him some after school tutoring.  It never occurred to me that the cause of his distraction was my body--after all, I was more than twice his age!  But once I knew he was a slave to his desire, I realized I held the key to turning him into a good boy and a good student.

Kyle’s test was, yet again, a total disaster.  He clearly hadn’t read Romeo and Juliet, which most of the test dealt with.  His grasp of grammar was limited at best.  But still, I had faith in this kid and wanted to see him succeed.  It was his first year in college, and he was taking my remedial  English class that mostly catered to the athletes.  But even taking things at a slower pace, he was in danger of losing his scholarship.

Where Kyle was more gifted was football.  In fact, his coach was constantly undermining my attempts to tutor Kyle, even pulling him out of class on more than one occasion for practice.  But I had seen this too many times:  A gifted athlete forgoes his studies, either loses their scholarship and drops out, or graduates by the skin of their teeth, only to injure themselves early on, with no other skills to fall back on.  I wanted Kyle to be different.  I didn’t want to see him waste his potential.

As it was, it didn’t look like he’d be making it out of his first year of college if drastic action wasn’t taken.  He was already on academic probation.  If he failed my class, that was the end.  It was hard to tell why I had such a vested interest in Kyle.  Plenty of dumb jocks who didn’t care about literature had come before him, and I’d never had any problem failing them.  But there was something about the sweet way Kyle would smile at me in class, his dimples disarming my usual strict demeanor, and all in spite of getting consistently bad marks from me, that made me feel for him. There was something about watching his powerful body move across the field that made me ache at the possibility that he may ruin it all before he got started.

I looked at the clock.  It was my free period, last period, and it was five minutes until Kyle would come in to talk to me about how to better his grade.  For some reason, I was strangely nervous.  I shouldn’t have been--there was nothing at stake for me.  And I wasn’t some high school girl.  Surely I wasn’t intimidated by his good looks or strong physique.  Afterall, I was forty-three.  I had been married and divorced.  I had two children.  I had had a life.  This was simply some kid who was struggling in my class and didn’t have a clue about the consequences.  And yet, I found myself frequently pulling my compact out of my purse, checking whether my makeup was straight, checking whether or not my age was starting to betray me.  Turning my head this way and that as I looked at my reflection, I was satisfied.  I’d always had good bone structure, and I kept a healthy diet.  The truth was, while my crows feet and a bit of gray here and there betrayed my age, altogether I looked as good as I ever had.  In fact, as the years advanced and my figure filled out ever so slightly, it only helped to accentuate my curves and make me more womanly.  I unbuttoned my shirt by two buttons, thought the better of it, and buttoned it up by one.  I chastised myself for caring at all.

Perhaps it was the way Kyle would look at me as I lectured.  His eyes always seemed to penetrate my conservative, school teacher clothes.  His mouth was always in a slight smile, his eyes rapturous as he watched me.  That’s why I was always surprised when test after test, he had made no improvement.  He always seemed so interested in me, and yet he apparently hadn’t registered a word of my lecture.

But it couldn’t possibly be that he was suffering from a crush on me.  I’d seen how the boys could let their libidos distract them from their studies, but he seemed to only have eyes for me.  I wasn’t blind--I always knew I was attractive. Even as I was settling into middle age, my curves were still as soft and round as they ever were, my tummy flat, my cheekbones high.  But still, I was always perceived as too bookish or too stern for most men.  And I was too shy to let my own feelings be known.  Especially after my divorce.  I just assumed that part of my life was over.

Yes, it had to be mere projection on my part, which horrified me.  True, he was technically of age (19), but he was my student.  And yet I couldn’t help but watch him intently at the football games and the way his body moved.  I couldn’t help but feel myself begin to blush when he’d look at me with those permanently smiling eyes of him.  And more than once, Kyle had come to me in my dreams, tugging at my skirt and crawling underneath, filling me up between my legs.  I’d wake with my alarm before satisfaction every time, my pussy clenched and aching with desire.

I checked my mirror one more time, putting it away quickly when I heard the door opening.  Kyle stepped inside, wearing gym shorts and a sweaty tee-shirt.  He must have just come from practice.  His tan skin was glistening, and his muscles were still taught with activity.

“You wanted to see me?”  he asked, still in the door.

“Yes, Kyle.  Come in and have a seat.”  He came in and sat at his desk, while I sat perched on top of mine, looking down on him.  “How do you think you did on your test, Kyle?’

“That bad, huh?”  He sounded defeated, and my heart hurts for him.  But I did my best to remain cool and collected.  He didn’t need coddling, he needed to get his act together.

“Did you read the play at all?”

“I started to…” he said, trailing off.

“We need to figure something out, Kyle. You’re going to fail.”

A look of panic came over his face.  I wanted to kiss him and say it would all be alright, but I held firm.

“I can’t fail, Ms. Miller.  I’m being scouted.”

“You have to pay attention to your studies.  It can’t all be about football.  Now, I know the language is difficult,” I continued.  “But I did my best to give you all of the tools you need in class to comprehend it.  And yet, it’s like you haven’t heard a word I’ve said.”

“I’m trying hard...you don’t even know how hard I’m trying,” Kyle pleaded.  “I swear, I’m not dumb.”

“I don’t think you’re dumb, Kyle.  But I also can’t believe you’re trying as hard as you can.”

“I guess I’ve just had other things on my mind,” he said, his eyes scanning me up and down.

“Football?”  I asked, trying to ignore his probing eyes.

“Among other things…” he replied.

“Well, let me ask you this,” I said, standing up, trying to get out from under his gaze.  “Football is a fairly complicated game.  I know I don’t understand all of the rules.  But you do.  What made that easy for you to comprehend?”

“I don’t know,” he said, with a frustrated sigh.  “That doesn’t feel like school.  That just feels like...I don’t know, you learn it by doing it, you know?  You can just feel it out.”

“Okay then, that’s a good start.  So let’s take down the artifice, then.  I’m not Ms. Miller.  I’m Susan.  Let’s try and feel out the play.”

“I don’t even know what they’re saying,” he said.  “Maybe I am just dumb.”

“Don’t say that.”  My voice was tender--a little more familiar than I meant, but then, if he was perhaps intimidated by me, by the material, maybe a motherly tone wasn’t so bad.  “What are these other things you have on your mind?  This is a safe space.  Are you having problems at home?”

“No…” he trailed off.  He stared out the window, his eyes peeking back at me temporarily.

“Kyle, you have to help me out here if I’m going to help you.  I need to know--”

“I’m just so amped up, you know?” he exclaimed with a force I usually only saw on the field.  “The coach has us on this program to help us be more aggressive, but it’s so frustrating!  I can’t concentrate, and I don’t know why you have to wear that skirt,” he said, inexplicably.  I looked down at my pencil skirt.  It was gray and of a modest length, coming just below my knees.  I didn’t know what he was talking about.

“Kyle...are you talking about drugs?  Is there something I need to know about the coach?”

“No, it’s not that…”  his face was anxious and guilty.  “I can’t talk about it.  Look, maybe I can just do some extra credit?  It’s not a big deal.  I’ll get my stuff together, and I can make it up.”

“It seems like it is a big deal.  You’re in grave danger academically.  This matters--it matters to your future.  I want to help you,” I said, coming towards him and taking his hand in an impulsive moment.  It was hot and strong, and he took mine back for a moment, but thought the better of it, withdrawing quickly.

“It’s just this program we’re on.  We’re winning games, but I’m walking around all day amped up, and I can handle it in my other classes, but not around you.”

“What is this program?  Why can’t you handle it around me?”

“Because you’re always wearing these skirts, and you get so excited when you talk and I get all of these thoughts…”  He wasn’t making any sense, and he knew it.  He shook his head.  “Okay, so the coach thinks…”

“What?”  I truly had no idea where this was going.

“The coach thinks that we’ll play more aggressively...if we don’t…”  He was having a hard time talking.  I knew I could be a hard ass, and whatever it was, he was having a hard time telling me.  I knelt down beside him and put my hand reassuringly on his knee.

“Kyle, it’s okay,” I said, looking up into his eyes.  I smiled and to my surprise, he blushed a little.  “Right now I’m your friend.  You can tell me anything.”

He was silent for a moment as he looked at me, debating whether to open his mouth.

“It’s embarrassing,” he finally said.

“Go on.”

He leaned forward and lowered his voice.  “The coach told us we’d have an edge if we didn’t jack off.  No porn, no sex, no touching--that’s what he says.  And he’s right--I get so pent up I get on the field, and I just kick everyone’s asses.  It’s the only release I have.”

“He said that?  That seems really inappropriate.”

“He wants us to do our best, you know?  But Jesus Christ, Ms. Miller.  I get in this class, and that skirt hugs your ass so hard, and your shirt’s always just about to pop open, and I think ‘Man, if I could rip it right off.  I just want to...Jesus, ma’am, I’m sorry... I’m really sorry.  But that’s the truth.  It’s the only thing I can think about.  I don’t care about Romeo and Juliet.  I just care about pulling up your skirt and--Jesus, I’m sorry.”  He looked at once ravenous and miserable.  “You see why I can’t concentrate?  You see what I mean when I say I’m trying as hard as I can?  But even now…” he trailed off, holding back all that was inside of him.

I was flabbergasted.  I didn’t know what to say.  All I knew is that I desperately wanted to know how he had planned to finish those half voiced thoughts.  I just want to...what?  I just care about pulling up your skirt and...what?

“Kyle...I never meant to...distract you.  I’m old enough to be your mother--you know that.”

“When you bend down, I can see the outline of your panties, and I just wonder…”

“You wonder what?” I shouldn’t have asked.  I shouldn’t have encouraged him.

“I wonder if they’re wet. I wonder if they’re clinging to you.  Goddamnit, I can’t think about anything else.”

“Okay...these are natural feelings,” I said, trying to get control.  “But we have to find a way for you to overcome them.”

“But you look at me like….do you?  Do you get wet thinking about me?”

“Kyle, this is inappropriate…”

“You’re sweating,” he said, staring at my reddened chest. He was right.  It was suddenly unbearably hot.  My panties were soaked through, and it was all I could do to try and quiet the tremor that was building inside of me.

“This is a bizarre conversation…” I said, flustered.

“Look,” he commanded, getting out of his chair and gesturing to his gym shorts. He had an incredible erection pressing through the thin fabric.  I could see the entire shape of his cock, long and fat and strong.  I could even make out where his shaft met a round, smooth mushroom head, so thin was the fabric.  “How am I supposed to concentrate?  When you lecture, I can’t hear a word you say.  I just picture your mouth working on my cock.  It’s always been like that, but now I can’t even masturbate and study later.”

“I think I understand,” I said.  Suddenly his grades made sense.  In the past, I could tell he had read the material, but he never seemed to know anything about my lectures--which was always strange, given his rapt attention.  “I think you just need to...relieve yourself before you come to class.”

“The coach will kill me.”

“He may be your coach, but I’m your professor.  He’s not the only one you need to please.”

“You want me to stroke my cock?” he asked, his eyes on mine, intense.  “Is that what you’re saying?”

The air was electric between us.  I couldn’t keep my eyes off of his straining cock, his hand poised over it.  There was no denying now that I wanted him.  I couldn’t brush off the thoughts I’d been having any longer.  It was apparent in the heat rising up through my body, in my stiffening nipples, in my breath, which was growing heavy.

“It’s the only way,” I said.  “Let’s relieve your poor cock, and then I’ll teach you the material.”

“Oh, God,” he said, pulling his cock out of his shorts and stroking it lightly, the first touch it had apparently had in weeks.

“That’s a good boy,” I said, sitting back down on the desk and watching him as he slowly, lightly, began stroking up and down.  “Tell me what it is you normally think about when you’re stroking yourself.”

“Mmm...I think about you bent over your desk,” he said.  “Let me see your wet panties, Ms. Miller.  Please,” he begged, letting his palm pass over the slick mushroom head.

I don’t know what was coming over me, but I found myself turning around and bending over my desk.  I felt his eyes on the crevice of my cheeks and was suddenly aware that he was right--this skirt hugged my curves quite tightly.  I began to inch my skirt up over my round hips until my white cotton panties were visible.  I leaned over as far as I could and tugged the panties up until he could see the growing wet spot that had been forming since the moment he walked in.

“Fuck, your cunt is sopping wet…” he said, coming up behind me and pressing the head of his cock into the damp spot, groaning as he stroked himself.

“Don’t fuck me, Kyle. It would be inappropriate.  Only stroke yourself,” I commanded.

“I just want to feel how wet you are,” he said, rubbing his head on me faster.  He tried to push my panties to the side with the tip of his cock, but I looked over my shoulder at him and gave him a stern look.

“Ah, ah, ah,” I said.  “I want to help you, Kyle, but not if you misbehave.”  I was relishing my sudden newfound dominance.  I loved the helpless look on his face.  “But if you’re a good boy, and you stroke yourself just how I want you to, I may let you taste me.”

“Yes, please…” he said.

“I want to watch you squeeze tightly, firmly, slowly, all the way up to the tip.  Don’t cum.”  I instructed.

He did as he was told, sighing as he did so.

“Does that feel good, Kyle?” I asked, as he started to work his way back down.

“You have no idea.”

“If I show you my hard little nipples, is it going to be too much for you?  I can’t have you cumming too soon.  If you’re going to be able to concentrate, you’ll have to cum very hard first, so I want you good and primed.  Do you want to see?”

“Dear God, yes…” me moaned.  I began unbuttoning my shirt slowly as I watched his young face grow red with desire, beads of sweat forming on his forehead.  I removed the button up, reached behind me, and undid the clasp of the big white bra that held my pendulous, double d breasts, which came tumbling out as I let my bra slide to the floor.

“You are so fucking beautiful,” he said, starting to stroke himself faster.  In a move that even surprised me, I reached down and grabbed him by the hair firmly, but not pulling.

“I didn’t tell you to stroke faster,” I said, a sinister smile forming on my lips.  “Do you see how hard you’ve gotten my nipples, Kyle?  I need you to suck on them.”

“Yes ma’am,” he said obediently, taking my breast in his mouth and sucking hard on my nipple, causing it to ache.

“Oh, good boy…” I moaned, my hand still holding him by his thick hair.  I may just let you taste my pussy,” I encouraged, pressing my breasts in his face, smothering him.

“I’ve never tasted a pussy before,” he said.

“I’ll teach you how,” I reassured him, standing up and pulling off my skirt and panties, letting him see my fine, neat bush that just barely covered my protruding lips.  “Come.  Get on your knees.”

He kneeled before me, his steel cock in his hand.  I pulled my pussy apart with two fingers, letting him see where it was dark pink and glistening.  My eager clitty stood at attention.

“First, lean forward and breathe in my cunt.  I want just your fingers to lightly graze your cock while you do.”  Sex, which always seemed so awkward to me, suddenly seemed so natural when I approached it as a teacher.  I loved having my eager pupil do exactly as I told him, and doing it so well.  He leaned forward, his knows millimeters from my pussy, and breathed in so deeply I could feel the air rushing around me.  All the while, his fingers were sliding up his shaft, and I could tell from his face that the tease of it was excruciating.

“Do you like how my pussy smells?” I asked, sweetly.

“I want to lick it so badly,” he said, begging.  “I want to fuck you, Ms. Miller.  God, please, can I fuck you?”

“You can tongue fuck me,” I said.  “But first, stick out your tongue and tickle my clit with it.  That’s this little nub,” I said, taking my manicured finger and rubbing my clit lightly, quickly, then giving it a little tap, tap, tap to show him exactly where it was.  “Right there.  Go ahead.”

He stuck out his tongue and took over for my finger, licking my clitty tenderly with slow, strong strokes, moaning as he did.  I was just as turned on by his desperate arousal, as he teased his cock and my clit at the same time, as I was by his thick, wet tongue rubbing my clit into a frenzy.

“Goddamnit,” he growled into me, his frustration becoming too much for him.  He roughly grabbed my legs and spread them wide open as he plunged his tongue into my cunt, kissing and licking my pussy lips between deep, quick thrusts with his tongue inside of me.  He was devouring my gushing little fuckhole, licking up the stream of pleasure that was rushing out of me.

“Kyle!” I cried out, my hips bucking.  I’d lost control to his talented tongue. He took two fingers and thrust them into me, tickling my g-spot as he sucked on my clit.

“Your pussy is so responsive,” he said in awe, his lips glistening with me.  He sucked on my clit again, releasing it with a wet smack.  “Look how excited your clit is.”  He was an eager student, happy to learn and explore.  To prove it, he turned me over, spread my cheeks wide, and began to lick my rim with the same gusto, plunging his tongue in deeply.  “God, you taste good everywhere,” he groaned into my ass, before diving back in with satisfied little moans.

“Oh, good boy... “ I said.  “Eat my tight little asshole.”  He surprised me by slapping my ass, leaning back and watching it jiggle, before grabbing the two mounds of fat with his fists, pulling them open, and giving the length of my crevice a long, strong stroke with his tongue.

“Yessss…” I hissed.  “Be a good boy and put your fingers in my dirty little hole.” I said, feeling my power growing again.  He took one thick finger and gently poked my rim, letting just the tip inside, then down to the joint, then plunging in all the way to the knuckle, sliding in and out with the full length of his finger.

“Goddamnit, you’re so tight, Ms. Miller,” he said, watching my ass with rapt attention.  “I want to fuck you here so badly.”

“Just wait...wait... “ I said, feeling his finger fill me up.

“You’re torturing me with your body…” he pleaded.

“Sit on the desk,” I said.  “I want to give you something.”

He hopped up on the desk eagerly, his straight dick standing tall.  I stood up and walked up between his legs, peering down at it.  I lifted my gaze to his pleading eyes as my fingers began lightly grazing his shaft, feeling every vein surge with pleasure.

“Tell me what you imagine me doing to your cock when you’re stroking yourself,” I said, gently petting his shaft.

“Mmm...Ms. Miller…” he breathed.  “I think about you sucking my cock down your throat.”

I bent down and gave the tip of his cock a sweet, wet kiss with just a hint of tongue.  His dick jumped in response.

“I think about you sitting on my cock and bouncing up and down, squeezing it with your pussy…”

I wrapped my hand around his shaft and started stroking it firmly and steadily.

“Please, Ms. Miller.  Please…” he begged.  This big strapping man, who could knock down any man with the sheer force of his powerful body, was begging me for mercy.

“You know what I think about?” I said, teasingly, as I stuck out my tongue and swirled it around his head, tasting a bit of his precum.  “I think about you slamming me up against the wall and nearly splitting me in two with your giant fucking cock,” I whispered.

He looked into my eyes as I hovered over his cock.  He seemed to not know what to do.  I smiled mischievously and took the tip of him into my mouth, sucking at it loudly, and then releasing it with a little peck right on his slit.  He watched me as I did, breathing hard, the tension building, before he finally grabbed me hard by the hair, pulled back my head and bit my neck, hoisting me up, my legs wrapping around his waist, as he walked me over to my desk and laid me down on it.  He grabbed my tit roughly and then spanked the nipple hard, one breast and then the other, working his way down. Smacking the side of my ass, and then my spread open pussy.  With his thumbs he spread me open, spit onto my already wet pussy, and rubbed it into my clitty.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he growled.

“Kyle…” I moaned, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

“You know you need me to fuck you,” he said in a low voice.  “You need my cock badly.  I’ll walk out of here right now.”

He started towards the door, and a panic came over me.

“Wait!”  I cried.  “Please!”

“Please, what?”  He asked, his hand on the knob.

“Please, fuck me.  Please, please fuck me!”  I begged, genuinely.  He strode up to me and entered me in one motion, giving me the full length of him.  I felt full with his cock, which pressed so hard and deep into me it hurt.

“Goddamnit, please….fuck me, fuck me fuck me!”

He slid in and out, slowly at first, teasing me the way I’d teased him.  My pussy contracted violently around his cock, and he let out a howl of excitement, before leaning over me and slamming into my open, wet pussy, again and again.

“I want to feel you cum all over my cock, Ms. Miller,” he said, pressing in and twisting his hips in a way that made my entire body heave and buck as I moaned.  “Are you gonna be a good girl and cum all over my cock?”

“Yes...Oh, God, yes…” It was already happening as his cock dug inside of me.  My pussy opened up, and I felt a flood begin to pour out of me as my pussy sucked and grasped at his cock with every contraction.  The stream seemed endless, beginning anew with his every thrust.  He grabbed my breast and squeezed hard.  That’s when I felt his own stream begin--a mighty surge of cum came pouring into me as he roared loudly.

“Good boy--fill me up…” I whispered.

“Ms. Miller...you’re such a dirty little slut,” he countered as one final burst of cum entered me with a growling groan.  He collapsed on the floor in a panting sweaty mess as I was left laying there on the table.  I sat up and looked down at his spent body, and he looked back at me.  I put my fingers between my legs and slid them inside, feeling his hot, slick emission inside of me.  I pulled them out and smiled at Kyle as I put my fingers in my mouth, sucking them clean.  Kyle let out a joyful laugh.

“Ms. Miller...what are you doing to me?”  he said.

“I guess you were right.  I guess I am a dirty little slut,” I smiled.  “Now put on your clothes and let's dig into the material.  If you do well enough, I might let you fuck me again.”

“What’s the play about, again?” he asked skeptically.  “Puppy love?”

“It’s about two people who want to fuck so badly they destroy themselves,” I said with a laugh.  “I think you’ll like it.”


5. Painting the Guest House: The Lonely MILF and the Young Painter by Riley Davis

I was ready for the next chapter. Jerry and I brought our only child to college. Now we were supposed to be together in quiet moments. But Jerry had other ideas. And none of them included me. Pushing him away as my heart broke, I wondered if I would ever be able to define the word happy without him. But the boy that came around to paint the guest house was lean and lithe. He gave me other ideas. And I would be a fool to pass them up.

I woke up and didn’t remember what went down

At first.

I was a wife who made a home for a husband and a little girl just off for an adventure at college. Melissa was all smiles as we dropped her off at her dorm. She quickly learned that she had so many things in common with her roommate, a redhead with dark-rimmed glasses who showed off her vintage vinyl with a turntable to boot. Suddenly Melissa’s massive CD collection counted for next to nothing, and I almost said that I could have shown her a record or two when Jerry gripped my arm and said that we should leave her to find her own way. I cried as we drove back home, stopping for a quick bite to eat before my eyes started to grow heavy. But as he helped me into the house and I was ready to turn down the sheets and find a good dream, Jerry stopped me at the foot of the stairs with a stern, sad look in his eyes.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Missy is set up,” he started. “It’s a good thing.”

“The house feels empty without her,” I admitted.

“And before… Caroline?”

Thinking that he needed a warm hug, I started to fold my arms around his neck when he pushed back and gripped my hands.

“Jerry? Is something wrong?”

“We need to talk.”

Trying to tell him that I wasn’t up to planning our next phase, I yawned and wanted him to carry me up to bed when he sat me on the edge of the sofa and started to pace the room.

“Don’t look so worried, babe,” I muttered. “Maybe we’re old and bent, but at least we’ll do it together.

“No. No, we won’t.” I started to laugh when he perched on the armchair and pressed his palms together.

“Jerry, what are you saying?” His sigh was heavy, and I started to move towards him, thinking that all I had to do was take him into my arms and wipe any worries away when he begged me back and slowly shook his head.

“We’ve been playing at this for too long,” he said. “I made a promise to myself to see it through for Missy’s sake.”

“For Missy’s...”

“But she’s going to be alright. And I can’t stay where I’m drowning.”

He might have been speaking in tongues. Since when did pressing his suits and keeping him healthy with creative salads amount to holding his head underwater? I bit down on my lip and prepared for him to say that it was just a joke of that we could talk it out when he pulled his phone from his pocket and flipped to a photo of taut blonde without so much as one wrinkle lining her face.

“Who’s she?” I asked even as I did not want to know the answer.

“Her name is Gwen,” he started. “She was a temp at the office. And I… I don’t know. It just happened.”

“What did?” I demanded. My blood ran cold as my eyes turned dry, and the sight of him shrugging his shoulders filled me with fury as I slapped his arm and watched the phone and the image of his blonde beauty fall to the floor.

“She makes me fell alive again,” Jerry said. “I didn’t mean for it to happen. But now that we don’t have Melissa to worry about---”

“Stop it,” I said.

“You have to realize that it hasn’t been right with us for a long time.”

“I said stop talking!” Slamming my foot to the carpet, I kicked off one shoe and limped to the other end of the room as I glanced out the window. The guest house still needed a fresh coat of paint. Jerry swore that he made arrangements for that. But what was the point if we weren’t going to host friends and Melissa’s eventual family while he scratched an itch?

“You’re going to leave me for her?” I murmured into the glass.

“Caroline, please believe me when I say that I never meant to hurt---”

“Just answer the fucking question!” I whipped back around to see him standing at the center of the room. Thinning hair. A tiny paunch just starting to poke over his belt. These were all the little things that I found endearing. Because I thought that no one could love the imperfections better. How the hell did he spin it with Gwen? It had to be the money, and I wanted to tell him that he would be left with less than nothing when she wised up and bled him dry.

But I sank back to the sofa and started to sob as I watched him move up the steps. That was it? He wasn’t going to dignify me with an answer? I swayed between wanting to run after him and slip deeper into the cushions when he suddenly reappeared with a suitcase packed and his coat slung over his arm.

“Yes, Caroline,” he confessed. “I’m going to be with Gwen. And I’m going to be happy.”

“You weren’t with me?” I asked, hating the pitiful tone in my voice as he shook his head.

“Not for some time,” he said. “Of course you… you can keep the house. And I’ll see that you get your regular monthly allowance.”

“Don’t do me any favors, you asshole!” Finding my discarded shoe, I flung the pump towards his head and watched him duck before he stood tall again and clicked his tongue.

“Maybe if you’d been that passionate before time things could have been different.” He left without another word, and I wondered if this was just a bad dream. Maybe I would wake up to find that he was just helping me from the car after the college trip, but the sound of his motor revving up as he sped off into the night confirmed all of my worst fears. Twisting my wedding band around my finger as I stood again, I opened the front door to find the driveway abandoned. Stumbling back into the house, I poured a shot of vodka from the bar that he wanted as a focal point. I choked the stinging taste down and longed for the comfort of my bed. The room still smelled of his piney cologne, and I saw the closet door open, revealing the loss of his suits along with the man. My head was spinning, and I fell to the pillows. Hating myself for crying, I punched his side of the bed over and over again until my strength was spent and sleep found its way into my brain. But I didn’t dream. Everything was only black.

Until I woke, the next morning and reality sank in.

Twisting in the sheets, I thought of staying in bed for the better part of the day and into the next night. No point in getting up without the need to fix someone’s breakfast. Or try to look pretty for. Resigned to a lonely day, I felt my stomach grumble and thought that I should still eat even if there were no table to set. Heading downstairs in a ratty robe and nothing else, I intended to scramble some egg whites for a healthy omelet. Screw it. I’d have the yolks and all, and I set some bacon on the skillet to sizzle when there was a knock at the door.

It wouldn’t be Jerry. He could let himself back in if the mood struck him. I made a mental note to change the locks as I opened the door with a glare.

“Yes? What do you…?”

Standing before me was a lean boy in tight jeans and a sleeveless t-shirt. His toned arms carried a pail full of brushes and a can of unopened paint.

“Sorry, ma’am,” he started. “Did I like, catch you in the middle of something?”

“Wouldn’t that be nice?” I said. “And you are?”

“I… I’m Scott,” he said. “I’m here to paint the place you got going on out back.” Had I known that he was coming today of all days and far too early to boot, I would have canceled at the crack of dawn before turning on my side and trying to sleep. Why did I have to be the only one that was miserable? Maybe it was monstrous, but I could still poke holes in his sails and watch him slink off to the sidelines.

“Change of plans, honey,” I said. “Your services are no longer required.” Ready to slam the door for maximum dramatic effect, Scott surprised me when he simply smiled through a sigh.

“Your choice,” he said. “But I’ve already been paid in advance.” Why would Jerry make that move without even seeing the boy’s work? I almost laughed when the cold truth hit me in the face like a sharp smack.

Because he knew always knew that he was leaving and thought he was doing me a favor by tying up this last loose end.

“So what?” I demanded, wanting to sound like a high-riding bitch. “I’m giving you a chance to take the money and run for no work. What red-blooded man would pass that up?”

“Not this one,” he said. That was a switch, and his crystal blue eyes pierced my stare. “I could come back around later to give you a refund or give you your dime’s worth.” My eyes trailed down his sides, and I imagined his legs lean and strong.

“Or I could get the job done and we’ll call it even.”

Even as the boy smiled, I sensed that he just wanted to get on with the task at hand, and I was too tired to argue as I fished the keys to the guest house from the nearest drawer and forced them forward.

“Fine,” I said. “Do your thing. Just try not to leave too much of a mess afterwards.” Scott nearly turned on his heel when he looked back and shot me a sad smile.

“Are you sure?” he asked. “I mean if it’s a problem, I could talk to your husband and---”

“He does not live here anymore,” I said. “Either you take orders from me or just go and don’t come back.” The boy started to speak again when he nodded and looked to the guest house.

“Feel free to check in,” he said. “I’ll get down to work.” Scott sauntered off, and I admired him moving away almost as much as I liked the look of him up close. Wasn’t there a time when I had turned heads? I didn’t have to pick Jerry, to settle on him because he seemed safe. Scott did not look back, and I resigned myself to my makeshift lumberjack breakfast when the phone rang. Why we still even had a house phone was almost beyond me, but I picked up the receiver as I swallowed a mouthful of eggs.

“Hello?” I started.

“Mom?”

The sound of Melissa’s voice pulled me out of my own head, and I slipped to the barstool as I clutched the phone and listened hard for the sound of her voice.

“Hi, honey,” I started. “Are you settling in?”

“It’s great, Mom,” she continued. “There was a mixer last night.”

“Listen to you sounding like such an old lady.”

“They still call them that, Mom,” Melissa whined. “How are you holding up?”

“House seems kind of quiet without you but---”

“That’s not what I’m talking about.” My guard went up, and I wondered how she knew as I tried to talk fast in an effort to lessen the blow.

But Melissa cut me off at the pass.

“Daddy called me,” she confessed. “He said that he wanted me to hear it from him.”

“He did?” I demanded as I gripped my fork so hard that I thought it might shatter in my hand.

“No worries, Mom,” she continued. “Like I told him that it was not right, and I wasn’t going to get behind it no matter what he said.”

Grateful to have her on my side, I started to sniffle and tried to keep it from turning into a full-bodied wail when Melissa urged me to listen.

“Mom, it’s a shitty thing,” Melissa said. “I wouldn’t let him tell me otherwise. And I’m not going to forgive him anytime soon.”

Another mother would have told her child to keep her anger at bay. Jerry was still her father, and that demanded a certain amount of respect. But as hard as I tried, my mouth could not form the words, and I sighed as Melissa urged me to listen.

“I can come home,” she suggested. “If that’s what you---”

“Not a chance,” I said. “This is your time. And I want you to make the most of it.”

Melissa stayed silent, and I feared that she would not take me at my word when she finally sighed.

“Then I’ll trust you, Mom. And I want you to find a way to be happy.”

We ended the call, and I pushed my plate aside. The guest house was so close, and there was a beautiful boy right there for the taking. I pictured the lonely bed we hadn’t gotten around to removing and the one chair that could have found its way out before our minds turned to Melissa. The place was so close to bare.

But I quickly thought of a way to fill it up.

Hovering in the doorway, I glanced back at the main house. What was waiting for me back there? Breakfast getting cold and the deafening silence? I could crawl back into bed and cry my eyes out.

Or I could take a play from Jerry’s playbook of mid-crises.

“Ma’am?” Scott looked up startled as I closed the door and turned the lock. Taking a few steps towards him, I circled the boy and wanted to see more of his chest as I pulled up a chair and sat slowly.

“Aren’t you warm?”  I asked. “It’s hot in here this morning.”

“Haven’t hardly had the chance to break a sweat, ma’am,” he answered.

“First things first; my name is Caroline. When you call me ma’am, it makes me feel like an old lady.” Scott smirked and started to tear off his shirt with a wink as he dipped his paintbrush into the pail.

“You don’t look old to me, Caroline,” he crooned. “Are you here to watch me work or what?” Loosening the tie on my robe, I slowly uncrossed my legs and saw him sneaking a peek at my cunt as I leaned forward in the chair.

“Or what,” I shot back. “I’ll try this again; you are wearing far too much clothing.” In a flash, the shirt was gone, and I marveled in his broad chest, smooth and glistening, the rays of sunlight just passing through the window hitting his skin.

“Better?” he asked.

“Much.” Scott denied me the curve of his lips, but the slope of his back caused my breath to shudder. I fixed my gaze on his ass as he caressed the wall with gentle, smooth strokes. Watching him work sent my hand under my robe, and I could I could feel my pussy growing wet as he stretched to the tips of his large feet and carefully caressed the corner under the molding. He bent down to douse the bristles of the brush again, I longed to cradle his ass and squeeze his tight bottom though the clinging denim when he whipped back around and saw me salivating.

“Is this what you’re paying for?” he asked. Scott hitched his fingers into his waistband, and I caught the briefest glimpse of his toned hips before standing tall.

“You really just want to paint?” I asked. My breasts started to poke through the folds of my robe, and I imagined that he would want me when I saw myself in a stray mirror. Who was I kidding? If a man looking like Jerry wouldn’t want me, what business did I have imagining that this boy would…?

“Care to give me a hand?” Scott’s voice was low and thick, and he guided me towards the wall.

“Now the trick is to reach high and don’t break your stride,” he continued. “You never want it to look like it was any work at all.” It felt nothing like labor as Scott pushed my arm to the wall. Too short to meet the molding, I strained and stopped just short of the ceiling as Scott lifted me off my feet and helped me finish the move before turning me around in his arms.

“Nice,” he said. “Sure you’re never done this before?” His breath washed over my flushed face, and I shook my head as my free hand trailed up his bare chest.

“Not like this,” I said. My mind flashed to painting the walls of Melissa’s nursery in the days when we still had to do everything for ourselves and for each other. Jerry never held my waist and helped me hit the ceiling. We covered with the imperfections with a border of rainbows. I almost laughed at what seemed like a metaphor for our entire marriage as Scott started to push me deeper into the wet paint.

“Won’t that spoil it?” I asked.

“Of course, you’re right,” he said. Damn! I had ruined the moment by calling on his skill as a craftsman, and I wished I might have sounded more alluring when Scott dropped the paint brush and clutched my collar.

“You’ll just have to put it in the wash or whatever,” he said. “Here.” He tore the fabric away from my body, and I started to cover my quivering frame when he forced my arms over my head. I felt the sleek paint that had yet to dry leaving an imprint on my back, my thighs, and I wished for his kiss when he leaned into my neck with a whisper.

“Want to get a little messy with me?” he teased.

So much for him seeming like a nice boy. But it was glorious. His lips started down my throat and lingered over my breasts. Scott surrounded my nipple with his kiss, and I tried to leave the wall in search of his embrace when he forced me back again and looked up into my eyes.

“We could get into a lot of trouble,” he said. I started to ask him why when he buried his head between my legs and started to kiss my thighs. Wondering how I would stay standing and how his large hand kept my wrists in place, I gasped when he relinquished his hold and grabbed my hips. Inching closer to his mouth, I ground my nails into his shoulders and felt his tongue caressing my cunt. He swirled in a small circle that fixed on a fine point, and my body opened to let him inside.

“No trouble at all,” I moaned as he pumped my pussy with his mouth. His teeth just nipped the edges of my lust, but there was no hint of pain as my desired flooded his tongue, and I wanted to cum when he pushed back and found his footing.

“Why did you stop?” I asked. “What’s wrong with me?”

“Ma’am, I---”

“I told you that it’s Caroline!” Feeling old and unable to tempt him even if I was naked and hidden behind closed doors, I started to reach for my robe when he pulled me to his chest and ran his fingers through my hair.

“Sorry,” he said as he lightly kissed my cheek. “But a lady like you just deserves so much more.” Narrowing my eyes and wondering if I had heard him right, I started to speak when he gagged me with his kiss. His tongue brimmed with my taste, and I melted into his mouth as he lifted me off the ground. Wrapping my legs around his long limbs, I clung to his frame and intensified the kiss as he carried me towards the lone bed in the corner. He seemed to hesitate at the edge of the mattress, and my courage nearly gave out again when he lowered me to the sheets and stood after a quick kiss.

“I’m on the clock, Caroline,” he said. “Do I have your permission to like, get even more comfortable?”

“You don’t have to ask me that,” I assured him.

“Just trying to be polite.”

“That’s the last thing that I want, Scott.” The boy nodded his head and unzipped his fly. Of course, he went commando. His cock hit the air in its entire glorious length, and I strained to my knees to touch his shaft. Scott stayed firm under my hand, and I stroked his slick piece as he wrenched my head back and peered into my eyes.

“So we won’t do polite,” he said. “How about another kiss?” He held my head down, and I moaned in anticipation as I kissed his cock. My mouth longed for more, and I parted my lips to take him inside. He bubbled on my tongue, and I started to lick the underside of his massive shaft. Scott kept me in place as I sucked him like a parched soul on the desert in search of ice, but a burning fire stared to pour down my throat when he pushed me back and tightened his hold on my hair.

“What’s up?” I challenged as his cum dribbled from my lips. “Am I that bad?”

“If anything you’re too good,” he said. “But I’m all about the mutual transaction.”

Scott flung me to the other end of the of bed, and I wanted to paint that wall with his hands, his cock when he joined me on the mattress and hung over me as he cracked his knuckles over his head.

“So you want to touch me again?” I asked.

“Sounds like a start.”

Scott drifted down to my body. One hand held the back of my head as he spread my thighs with his free set of fingers. If his tongue had seemed strong, his finger was the next level.  Grinding into his touch as I grazed my nails down his chest, my core started to simmer, and I was on the verge of exploding when he abandoned me again and slipped into the pillows.

“You… you don’t play fair,” I managed as I tried to catch my breath.

“Oh, I don’t know about that.” Licking his fingers clean, Scott smiled and held his cock. I tried to meet his touch when he waved me off and slowly shook his head. “Like the way you taste is telling another story.”

Suspended in place as he curled his hands behind his head, I trembled on the bed and stared to cover my body with my arms when he snapped his fingers.

“Don’t do that,” he said. “I want to look at you.”

Obliging as I granted his request, I felt trapped in his gaze until he moved to his knees and crawled close.

“And I want to be inside you,” he said. “In the best way.”

Kissing him quickly, I swiftly fell to my back and let him press my palms into the sheets. He pushed my legs apart, and his cock teased my cunt. I moaned at even the faintest nearness of him, and he calmed me with one hand on my side as he kissed my hair and found my ear.

“You want more?” he asked. Nodding and unable to speak, I felt his cock burrowing into my cunt. My hips lifted off the bed as he seemed to slam his way towards my soul. Scott rested inside me and smoothed his fingers across my face when he started to pulse. To throb. I gripped the sheets and felt like I was falling through the floor when he lifted me towards his thighs. My arms snaked around his waist, and I barely kissed his nose when he fell back to the bed.

“Move for me, Caroline.”

Straddling him as I trembled, I gripped his hands and kept them close as my hips moved in time with his pulse. Every time I thought I would burst, Scott held back and let me linger around his length. I wanted him to consume me, and I twisted into his cock until a gasp left his lips. Ready for his scream as my body started to break, he stunned me with a sharp kiss. His mouth was as soft as his cock was strong, and I clasped both as I collapsed around him. My arms were everywhere, and he stopped my thrashing and eased me into his chest.

“I would have done that for free,” he sighed into my hair. “God you feel so good.” He made no move to leave me as we lay down. Even as his cock softened against, inside my cunt, his hands kept marking my body with his touch. I stretched to meet each stroke of his fingers and paused when he kissed my lips and trailed his hand across my cheek,

“Even for an old lady?” I asked.

“I never got that,” Scott confessed. “Just thought that you were hot from the word go.”

He pulled out but wrapped his arms and legs around mine. Hot? That was a word reserved for Melissa and her peers. But his voice seemed in earnest, and I cupped his chin as I stared into his eyes.

“Hot?” I echoed. “You’re sure that’s the word you want to use.”

“No.”

Scott left the bed before I could keep him close. Fearing that I had broken the spell, I begged him to come back. My eyes caught nothing but his back, and I wondered if that was the last I would see of that splendid sight when he returned to the foot of the bed with his paint brush and a piece of tarp torn from the floor.

“I want to say beautiful,” he continued. “Because that’s what you are.”

He kissed me again, and I tossed my arms around his shoulders before coming to rest in the crook of his neck.

“You don’t know how much I needed to hear that,” I whispered.

“Maybe we can make it a regular thing,” he said.

“I… I think I like the sound of that.” He sat me up on the edge of the bed and kissed my cheek, the paint dribbling to the floor before he brought the brush against the other side of my face.

“I can’t draw your picture,” he confessed. “I’d like to, but---”

“I’m happy to be your canvas, Scott.” He smiled as he slathered my body with the paint, and when I was an array other colors inside and out, he climbed back to the bed. Holding me with dripping arms, I felt him moving inside me again and exhaled a quick breath.

“All good, Caroline?” he asked.

“I… yes,” I assured him. “For the first time… in a long time… I think I’m really happy.”
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