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In the exclusive gated community of Willow Creek Estates, where every house sat on at least an acre of perfectly landscaped property and the air always smelled faintly of freshly cut grass mixed with expensive cologne, Kendra Lawson had built a life that looked like a magazine spread. At forty-five she still turned heads everywhere she went. She stood five-foot-seven in bare feet, one hundred and twenty-four pounds of disciplined muscle and carefully maintained curves. Her blonde hair, colored every six weeks at the salon to keep it a rich honey shade without a hint of gray, fell in thick waves past her shoulders. Her face, thanks to a skilled dermatologist and regular Botox, looked closer to thirty-five. But it was her body that she worked the hardest on. Five mornings a week she was at Equinox by six a.m., lifting weights, doing HIIT, then finishing with yoga or pilates. Her ass was high and round from endless squats and lunges. Her stomach was flat with a faint six-pack she could flex if she wanted. And her tits—those were the centerpiece. Ten years earlier she had gone from a natural C-cup that had started to sag after years of gravity to a pair of 36DD silicone implants. They sat high and round and fake as hell, the kind that didn’t move much even when she ran, the kind that looked spectacular in a tight tank top or a tiny bikini. She loved them. She loved how they made men stare.

Her husband Richard was fifty-two, a partner at a downtown venture capital firm that specialized in tech startups. He made more money in a good year than most people saw in a lifetime. Their six-bedroom Mediterranean-style house with the infinity pool, the three-car garage full of his Porsche and her Range Rover, the wine cellar, all of it was paid for by his deals. The problem was he was never there. He left the house at six-thirty most mornings and often didn’t crawl into bed until after ten, sometimes later if he had a dinner with investors. Weekends were for golf with clients or flying to San Francisco or New York. When he was home he was on his phone or laptop. Their sex life had been dying for years. Once every four to five months, maybe, he’d roll over, push her nightgown up, shove himself inside her for three or four minutes, grunt, and fall asleep. She hadn’t had an orgasm with him in over three years. She used her Hitachi in the shower or in bed after he passed out, but it was getting old.

Kendra had met Richard when she was twenty-four and still chasing acting gigs in Los Angeles. He was thirty, already making real money, charming as hell in a suit. She gave up the auditions, married him, and moved when his career demanded it. They never had kids. Richard said children would slow him down and she, focused on staying beautiful, hadn’t argued hard enough. Now, twenty-one years later, she had the house, the cars, the credit cards, and a husband who treated her like attractive furniture.

The gym was where the trouble started brewing in her head. Equinox was full of men in their twenties and thirties—personal trainers with veins in their arms, finance guys who worked out at lunch, even some of the younger husbands from the neighborhood. They all looked. Her sports bras were always a size too small because she liked the way her fake tits spilled out the top. Her yoga pants were the kind that left nothing to the imagination. Jake, one of the trainers, twenty-eight, built like a Greek statue, always found a reason to “spot” her. His hands would rest on her waist a second too long. “Jesus, Kendra, you’re in better shape than half the twenty-year-olds in here. Your husband is a lucky man.” She’d smile and say thanks, but later in the locker room she’d catch herself looking in the mirror, squeezing her own tits, feeling the heat between her legs. Other guys were bolder. A guy named Tyler, maybe thirty, would wait until she was on the treadmill and then get on the one next to her. “Those are some impressive assets, Mrs. Lawson. Bet they cost a fortune.” She’d laugh it off, but her nipples would get hard and she’d have to adjust her top. It got in her head. Why the fuck did these younger men notice her when Richard barely looked up from his phone? She started wearing even skimpier outfits to the gym. She started taking longer in the shower afterward, fingers circling her clit while she thought about Jake’s thick arms holding her down, or Tyler’s cock—she imagined it young and hard—sliding into her neglected pussy.

By the time summer rolled around she was horny all the time. She’d lie in bed next to Richard’s snoring body, slip her hand between her legs, and imagine being fucked by someone who actually wanted her. Someone younger. Someone who would grab her fake tits and tell her how good they felt.

She organized a girls' weekend on the coast with some of her friends. She wanted to dress up and cut loose with her girls. The other women in the group were fine, but none of them had her disciplined waist or those towering, silicone breasts that dominated every room they entered. While the others were content with dinner and early bedtimes, only Sarah was as game as Kendra for the strobe lights and heavy bass of the local club. Sarah leaned in, her voice low over the noise of the lounge. "You're wearing that dress just to watch the room burn, aren't you?" Kendra grinned, adjusting the neckline of her dress to make sure her nipples were barely covered by the thin fabric. "I'm wearing it because I can," Kendra replied.

A few of the younger guys came over to talk to them and offer to buy them drinks, but they spent the whole time staring at Kendra’s chest. The other women in her group were plain, their bodies soft and sagging from years of comfort and laziness, which only made Kendra’s polished silhouette stand out more. Only Sarah had the energy to keep up, her eyes scanning the room for someone with a pulse and a paycheck. Kendra leaned back against the booth, letting the fabric of her dress slide just a little lower, exposing the top curve of her heavy, silicone breasts.

Two fit men in their 20's walked over to the table, "buying" their way into the conversation with a round of expensive tequila shots. The other women in the group were already checking their watches, their faces sagging with the fatigue of early bedtimes and suburban boredom. "Hey girls, we're heading to the VIP lounge. Want to join us?" one of them said.  Sarah looked at Kendra, "We're going right?" and Kendra nodded, beginning to scoot out of the booth.  Patricia, one of the other women in the group said, "Kendra, they look like they're in college," but Kendra just laughed, letting the thin strap of her dress slide down her shoulder.

Sarah and Kendra began walking towards where the men were waiting for them.  Patricia called out, "Sarah, wait up!  You two are really going to leave us for boys who probably haven't even finished their degrees?" Sarah didn't even look back, her eyes locked on the VIP stairs. "Go get some sleep, Pat. Some of us actually want to feel something tonight," she shot back. Kendra just smirked, her fake breasts bouncing with every step, drawing every eye in the lounge. She knew the other women were just ghosts of who they used to be—soft, blurred edges and faded confidence. Kendra was high-definition, a sculpted masterpiece in a room full of sketches.

Kendra and Sarah moved into the VIP area and the other ladies slowly left the club.  The guys were pouring champagne and the girls began dancing with one another and snapping selfies as a couple of the guys tried talking to them, "You're the most beautiful woman in the club," one of them told Kendra as he looked at her.  Kendra just laughed and let her dress slide a bit lower.

"I'm Travis," the guy said, his eyes locked on the deep plunge of her neckline. He put his arm around her back as he leaned into her ear to try and talk to her.  She just smiled and looked at Sarah, who had a guy behind her dancing right up against her body, "Oh my god!" Sarah mouthed to Kendra at what the guy behind her was doing to her. "Who's your friend dancing behind me?" Sarah shouted at Travis. He laughed and looked over his shoulder. "That's Leo. He's got a bit more energy than I do."

Travis then asked both of the women, "I see wedding rings on your hands, where are your husbands?" Kendra laughed, the sound sharp and reckless. "At home, probably wondering why the house is so quiet," she replied, leaning back so her breasts strained against the thin fabric of her dress. She looked over at Sarah, who was already being pressed against the wall by Leo, his hand sliding low and firm over her backside. The other women from their group had already retreated to the vacation home they had rented, too tired and too plain to handle the heat of the VIP lounge.

"Whoa cowboy, aren't I a bit too old for you?" Sarah told Leo.  She was wearing a tight skirt and spaghetti strap blouse, she wasn't as built as Kendra, but did keep herself in good shape.  Leo laughed and pressed her back into the wall, his hand sliding up her thigh. "Age is just a number, and you look like you've got some experience," he whispered, his breath hitting her neck.  Sarah laughed and turned to Kendra and Travis, "I think someone needs to give Leo a cold shower," and she slipped away under his arm and stepped over to Kendra.

Travis was grinding on Kendra, he was getting hard and she could feel him rubbing on her hip and ass with his length.  She liked the attention, but also with Sarah around she needed to just take in the attention without letting this boy get what
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