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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mary Shelley,” I said, impressed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ms. Preston...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You like that?” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I Wanted something more!” he yelled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Walk a lady to her car?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No?” I said flippantly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ms. Andrews?” he stammered.

“Oh, you can call me Brooke.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He nodded, “Got it.  Brooke.”

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

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

****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He stared and stuttered, “Sorry.  Brooke.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do bad boys get instead?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

He laughed, “So I’m learning.”

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

“What do you mean?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He nodded again, “Anything.”

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

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

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

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

He groaned but did as he was told.

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

His cheeks flushed pink and he nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You know… jerk off.”

“Ohhh, so no girlfriend in the picture?”

“No ma’am,” he admitted.

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

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

“Ah c’mon,” he whined.

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

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

“Fuck,” he breathed.

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

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

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

“Ohhh damn….” he groaned loudly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck,” he swore with a goofy grin.

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

“Wh-What’s that?”

“To give as good as you got.”

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

“Give me just a minute,” he chuckled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Bring it on,” he boasted.

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

“You sure?” I challenged him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I smiled back up at him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ahh, yesss...” he hissed. “Fuuuck…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Doug!” we heard voices calling his name.

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

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

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


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

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

Who the hell did he think he was?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Miss… Burton?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hold up. I’ve got it.”

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

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

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

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

“I want---”

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

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

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

“You sound like a jerk.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Miss Burton?” he asked.

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

“Can you start from the beginning please?”

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

“I---”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mr. Winters, I---”

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

“Then call me Sarah.”

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

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

“You want to talk about hard…”

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

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

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

“Sarah…”

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

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

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

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

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

“No.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Then why did you pick me?” I asked.

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

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

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

“I never thought that,” I confessed.

“Sweet of you to---”

“It’s the truth. And I don’t lie.”

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

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

“Wait!”

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

“What in god’s name happened to…?”

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

“Sarah?”

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

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

“It’s Peter and---”

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

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

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

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

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

“Do they still hurt?” he asked.

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

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

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

“Was it that bad?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Like this, Sarah,” he purred.

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

“No pain now, right?” he asked.

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

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

“Is that better, Sarah?” he asked.

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

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

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

“Jesus… it’s been so…”

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

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

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

“But it never felt like this, Peter.”

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

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

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

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

“Need some help there?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

“I…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Did he really want so much more than one night?

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

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

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

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

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

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

How could I pass that up?
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