
  
  
      
        
          The Fix 1

          A Cheating Wives, Older Woman/Younger Man Short

		      
          Ambyr Leigh

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2022 by Ambyr Leigh 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Fix 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Ambyr Leigh Collection, Vol. 1 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also By Ambyr Leigh
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        New Releases
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  The Fix 1


I pulled my truck up to my client’s house, then put it in park and killed the ignition. My cock got just a little bit hard. 
The last time I was here—two and a half months ago now—I fucked Deborah Stone on the floor of her husband’s den. Usually, I leave my clients with a business card that has Ken Bass, Handyman printed on it. Instead, I left Deborah with a load of my cum in her pussy.
I tried to put all that out of my mind so I wouldn’t be walking into her house with a giant boner. Still, I had the feeling that Deborah’s husband was away again and that before I was done here, we’d end up fucking.
But, first, I had to focus on the job she had actually hired me for—fixing a couple of leaks and installing a light fixture. I took a deep breath, let it out, and then pulled on the door handle. 
Jumping out of my truck and closing the driver’s side door, I went around to the back and grabbed the tools that I would most likely need, then I walked up to the front door and rang the bell. I heard the locks turning a moment later, and the door opened.
“Ken,” Deborah said, smiling warmly. “Come on in. How’ve you been?”
“Doing good,” I said, stepping into her house and trying my best not to stare at her fantastic tits. “Keeping busy.”
“I bet,” she said, with a sly smile, her eyes doing a very quick once over on me. “Can I grab you a bottle of water before you get started?”
“Sure,” I said and followed her into the kitchen.
As Deborah reached into the fridge for the water, I wondered once more what her age was. Fifty-two? Fifty-three? I decided to go with fifty-two. Not that it mattered. I was twenty-six, and she was still double my age. It’s just a little game I had been playing with myself since I’d been here last. 
I had thought about her, that was for sure. Hell, I had beat off to her a few times. But I hadn’t been sure I was going to see her again. I was pleasantly surprised when she reached out last week to hire me for a few things.
“Here you go,” she said, handing me the water. “Why don’t I show you everything that needs to get done and where it is, and then you can go from there?” 
“Sure thing,” I said, once again following behind her as we walked toward the stairway to the second floor.
As we walked up the stairs, I couldn’t help but stare at her ass and thighs, and I’m pretty sure she knew it. She was a little on the thick side, with good muscle tone. It was clear she worked out. 
“The first thing is going to be in the hall bathroom up here,” she said as we reached the landing. And then, as if on afterthought: “Jack’s away again this week, so it was my task to get some of these things done.”
Bingo.
I knew right then that we were going to fuck again. And I was very excited. But first, I needed to get this work done.
Once inside the bathroom, she explained to me what the issue was. Then we walked around to a couple more places in the house, and she explained to me what was needed there. It was all pretty straightforward and, likely, wouldn’t take me longer than a couple of hours, but I was sure I would be here much longer than that.
I had made sure not to schedule anything else later today just in case Deborah and I wanted to spend some quality time together again. Now, I was really thankful I had done that.
After she walked me around and explained everything that needed to be done, I walked back to my truck to grab a couple tools I hadn’t brought in the first time. I headed back up to the hall bathroom on the second floor after that. 
Deborah had gone off somewhere in the house. I wasn’t really sure where and it didn’t matter. What did matter was that I needed to get all this stuff done so that Deborah and I could take our clothes off and do naughty things to each other. But I couldn’t concentrate. 
My cock was halfway hard with all the thoughts and images going through my mind, and I realized that I would have to take care of this before I could start. Otherwise, it would take me forever, and who knew what kind of mistakes I might make.
Closing the bathroom door, I unbuckled my belt, unfastened my pants, and pulled my cock out. I sat down on the closed seat of the toilet, spit in my hand, and stroked my dick while it got harder, thinking of the way I had fucked Deborah doggy style over the couch in the den.
In my imagination, I was giving it to her again, gripping her hips while I pounded her from behind. Running my hands all over her ass cheeks as they jiggled and shook from the vibrations. 
Now I was completely hard, running my hand up and down all six inches of my cock. Truthfully, I always wished I was a little longer, but I was pretty thick, and I remember Deborah had liked that, which turned me on a little more.
In my mind’s eye, I remembered how she had climbed on top of me to ride my face. I could practically taste her juices as I continued jerking off, moving my hand a little faster the closer to coming I got. And I was getting close.
My cock throbbed as I repeatedly pumped my fist over it, and a new fantasy popped into my head. Something we hadn’t done the first time. 
Deborah lay on the floor of the den, and I sat over top of her straddling her chest while I fucked her tits. She had big, heavy breasts, and she pushed them together for me while I slid my dick in between them over and over.
I was so close to coming that I started to moan a little bit. I couldn't help myself, but I was trying to keep it quiet.
Taking a break for a moment, I grabbed a wad of toilet paper so I had something to come into when I finally busted. 
My cock in my right hand, the wad of tissue in my left, I told the fantasy Deborah that I was about to jizz all over her gorgeous tits. In response, she cried: “Yes, Ken. Yes.”
I moved the tissue to the head of my cock as I shot my load, groaning a bit as I did. A few moments later, I was utterly spent, the toilet paper filled with my cum. I was hoping that that would be Deborah’s pussy, or mouth, later on. 
Letting out a big exhale, I was now ready to get to work. 

    
  About two and a half hours later, I had fixed two leaks and was just about to wrap up installing the light fixture. After beating off in the bathroom, I had finally been able to focus and got into a groove with all the work. If you can believe it, I even forgot about Deborah temporarily. Still, as I finished up, I was beginning to anticipate what was to come. 
I hadn’t seen her at all while I’d been working. Every once in a while, I heard her in another part of the house, but that was it. 
Doing a final test of the light fixture, I was pleased to see that everything was working just fine. I cleaned up and gathered all my tools, then headed downstairs for payment and… whatever else might happen between us.
As I walked down the stairs, I wondered if she was waiting naked somewhere. That’s how this all started last time; she had walked into the den where I was working completely naked. 
“Deborah?” I called out when I reached the first floor. “All finished.”
“Great. Let me grab my credit card.” She responded from, probably, the living room. I heard her get up and move around, and then her footsteps were headed toward me.  
When I saw her, she was clothed, but there was… I don’t know, an expression on her face or something, and I started to get a little excited.
We chatted a bit as I ran her credit card and had her sign all the necessary paperwork, and then that was it. There was a couple of moments pause where we just looked at each other, and then she spoke.
“Thanks so much for coming out today,” she said, and then she stepped closer to me. Putting a hand on my arm, she leaned in close to my ear.
“I have just one more job for you if you’re interested,” she said, almost whispering. 
“What’s that?” I asked, and I placed my hand onto her waist.
“I think my pussy needs to be fixed,” she said, then kissed me on the mouth.
“What’s the issue?” I teased, wrapping both of my arms around her and squeezing her ass. 
“It needs to be filled by a young, hard cock.”
I kissed her neck, and she moaned softly. “Pretty sure I’ve got one of those with me.”
Deborah reached for my crotch, grabbed my dick, which was getting hard again, and rubbed and kneaded it through my pants. 
“Oh yeah, you do. I’ve been thinking about this thick cock.”
“Mmm… And I’ve been thinking about that wet pussy.”
“You want to see how wet it is right now?”
“I wanna taste how wet it is right now.” I pulled away from her for a moment in mock-seriousness. “In my professional opinion, it needs to be eaten before it gets filled.”
“Mmm… Yeah, I think so too.”
We wrapped our arms around each other, kissing, rubbing, and groping for a few minutes before I loosened the drawstring on her lightweight, loose-fitting lounge pants and pushed them down her hips. When they were around her ankles, she stepped out of them. 
Reaching my hand between her legs, I slipped my fingers around the fabric of her underwear and slid them into her wet folds, circling her clit.
“Yes,” Deborah moaned.
Kissing her neck, I moved two fingers inside her warm, wet pussy, sliding them in and out a few times before going back to her clit to stroke it. I couldn’t wait to get inside of her, but I’d make her come first.
Pulling my hand away, I guided her back towards the staircase and had her sit down on maybe the fifth or sixth stair up. Positioning myself between her legs, I kissed her pussy over top of her panties, then kissed and licked her inner thighs, giving her a gentle bite too.
“I don’t think you’re going to need these,” I said, tugging at the waistband of her panties.
“Definitely not,” she said, removing them and tossing them aside, so now she had only a t-shirt and bra on.
Putting my face between her thighs, I touched my tongue to her clit and licked it bottom to top like an ice cream cone. Deborah placed both hands on my head and moaned.
“Yes, Ken. Eat that pussy.”
I placed my entire mouth on her, dipping my tongue into her entrance and tasting her juices. I licked all of her folds before returning to her clit, where I moved my tongue in a fast motion, side to side.
Deborah groaned, grabbing my hair. “Fuck, yes. You’re gonna make me come on these stairs.”
I slowed down and licked her in a more steady motion again, periodically moving to her entrance or her folds. I liked the way she tasted.
“You’re making me want that cock so bad. Tell me you’re gonna fuck me after you make me come.”
I came up for air. “I’m gonna fuck that pussy after I make it come.”
She grabbed onto my hair tighter, legs spread wide, pussy soaking wet, and her moans getting louder and more insistent.
“Yes, Ken. Yes. I’m getting so close. You’re gonna make me come with your mouth.”
Seeing how close she was, I focused on her clit, giving her fast flicks with my tongue.
“Yes… Yes… Oh, this is it… Just like that… That’s it, baby… Here it is… I’m right there… Fuck, I’m gonna come… Fuck, I’m coming…”
Her hips bucked into my face while she held my hair and moaned through her orgasm. I licked her to the end. Several moments later, she finally went still and quiet, and I pulled away and wiped my mouth. 
Leaning towards her, I kissed her on the mouth, and she kissed me back hard, rubbing my cock over my pants. Still kissing her, I unbuckled my belt, then unbuttoned and unzipped my pants, and they fell around my knees. I pulled my underwear down and my cock popped out, hard as fuck and dripping pre-cum.
Deborah wrapped her hand
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