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Chapter One


Linda sat at the bar sipping her mojito, one leg crossed over the other, foot swinging slightly as she stared into the mirror behind the bar at all the delicious prospects. At forty-five, she was ready for the best that life offered, especially in the bedroom. She grew tired of men her age who merely got what they wanted and left the woman reaching for her vibrator. So, she kicked her selfish husband out, bought more batteries, and headed for the bar for some young bucks who would be eager just to get their junk wet. 
She took a moment to stare at her reflection, knowing she dressed to entice. The top she chose cut low enough to reveal the fleshy side of her tanned globes, promising more underneath. Her tan skirt was short and slit up the side even with her crotch and offered a tempting peek to the spoils that waited if one but had the guts to go for it. She yearned for some young man to slide his hand in the fold of her skirt and plunder her treasures. God, she hoped someone had the balls to give her what she craved.
She gave up on men her own age a long time ago. Most were stepping out on their wives or looking for someone to bring home to cook and clean for them. Linda Hastings spent enough of her life cooking and cleaning up after a man who left her unsatisfied that she vowed never to settle for anything less than explosive in the bedroom again. No, this time around she was after the younger man who would be eager to prove he deserved to be between her legs. They were eager to please whereas men her age got themselves off and left, never once caring about the woman’s pleasure. The young studs may come quick, but they recovered even quicker and could go all night without falling asleep as soon as they shot their load. Besides, younger men were simple to control, and Linda loved having control. The question now was, who would she be controlling tonight?
From the reflection in the mirror, Linda possessed plenty of choices, from lean and tall to muscular to the casual shaggy playmate. The place was a smorgasbord of delectable younger men to nibble, and she was definitely hungry for a good meal.
Tucking a strand of her long, blond hair behind her ear, she lifted her glass to her lips and took a sip, making sure when she finished that her tongue glided over her full red lips in the most suggestive way she could. It didn’t take long for a couple of young prospects to notice and ease their way over to stand beside her, one on each side. She grinned at her reflection as she scanned both of her would-be suitors. One was short with shaggy blond hair and dimples she yearned to pinch while the other was taller, with short, dark hair and biceps that could keep her pinned to the wall for hours. Perhaps tonight was a two-course meal.
“Well, hello, boys,” she said, her lips pushed out in a pout as she stared at them through the reflection. “How goes your night?”
The dark-haired one leaned on the counter, turning to face her. “Was pretty dismal until I saw you sitting here. Then suddenly, the night perked up.”
She glanced over at him, grinning as she glanced down at his crotch. “Hopefully, that’s not the only thing that perked up.”
His grin grew. “Oh, most definitely not,” he assured her.
She turned her attention to the other young man who approached her. “And how about you? Any prospects out on that dance floor to bring little willy to life?”
He gave her a boyish grin as he shook his head. “Not on the dance floor, but definitely here at the bar.”
She reached out, cupping his cheek and smiling at him. “Now, aren’t you the sweetest thing?” She bounced her gaze back and forth between the two of them. “And are you two friends? Or did you both see me at the same time and decided to come say hello?”
The dark-haired one shrugged. “Friends,” he said. “I’m Trent and this here is Johnny. We decided you might like options, since we’re a little different in appearance and all.” He dropped his gaze to her long legs, lingering on the slit that exposed her tanned thighs. “Talents as well.”
“Well, now, that’s pretty noble of you,” she said, staring into Trent’s dark eyes, daring him to go further. “But what if I want both options? Do you boys play well together?” She shifted her leg slightly, opening the slit even more, offering him a sample of her treats.
She saw both of the men smile as they glanced at each other. “We do at that,” Johnny said. “Would you like to find out?”
She cocked an eyebrow at him, her lips twisted up into a smirk. “Well, I wasn’t just making pleasant conversation.” 
“A woman who knows what she wants,” Trent said, and to Linda’s delight, he finally screwed up the courage to reach out and touch her thigh, caressing upward to her hidden passion.
Linda stared at him, smiling with one eyebrow arched, parting her legs in invitation.
Trent didn’t hesitate to accept and slid his hand under the fabric of her skirt. Linda knew the way he stood kept everyone else in the place from seeing where his hand was. Not that she would care. After all, she wore the skirt for this very reason.
Trent kept sliding his hand upward, then dipping it down between her thighs to her sweet valley. She parted her legs wider, just to see if he had the guts to go further. He did, and soon she felt his fingers slip under her panties to touch her soaked folds, slipping his finger between and touching the entrance to her passion. 
Linda sucked in a breath as she parted her legs even wider. “I definitely know what I want,” she said as she glanced down at his cock, already straining the front of his jeans.
She gestured to the bartender and then pointed to Trent. “He’ll be paying for my drink.” She then turned to her toys for tonight. “And then we can get out of here for some grownup fun.”
Trent threw a five and a ten on the bar, never taking his eyes off Linda. “I’m ready.”
“Same here,” Johnny said from the other side of her.
She grinned at both of them. “Oh, so am I. Shall we boys?”




Chapter Two


Trent and Johnny followed her home. At first, she thought about having one of them ride home with her to start the playing, but feared hurting the feelings of whoever she didn’t choose. She could be fair, after all, at least in the beginning. Her pussy dripped all the way home, however, and she couldn’t resist toying with her clit as she drove. Pre-gaming, she called it, as she worked herself up for the main event.  
As soon as they arrived at her house, the boys parking out by the road while she took the driveway. It took them no time at all to get out of their car and join her at the front door. That was the other thing about youth; they were eager. Linda loved eager, like newborn puppies just begging for attention. She couldn’t wait to give them some of her attention.
Once they were inside, she said, “We don’t need to waste time with a drink or more conversation, do we?”
Both men shook their head. “We’re here for your pleasure,” Trent said.
“As it should be,” she said with a wink as she turned and led them to the bedroom at the back of the house. Once she entered the room, she walked over to the bed and sat on the end, arms stretched out beside her as she held herself up, staring at the young men as she raked each of them with her lecherous gaze. “Now, shall we see what my toys look like?” She arched an eyebrow. 
Trent and Johnny glanced at each other and then started their own strip show for her. Linda so loved a strip show, especially of young, buff men in her bedroom. She watched as each man unbuttoned their shirts, peeling them off their lean, muscular bodies before tossing them to the floor, careless of how they landed. God, she couldn’t wait to get her hands on those chests, run her fingers over those hard nipples as they pressed their bodies against her. They reached for their pants’ button and soon their pants were sliding down their powerful legs, legs she imagined on each end of her as they thrust their cocks into her holes. She saw the bulges in their boxers and knew they would not disappoint her in the night ahead. Soon, they both stood naked, arms at their sides, just waiting for her to tell them what to do next. She couldn’t stop grinning. Now it was her turn.
With a bounce of her eyebrows, she eased herself off the bed and into a standing position, reaching for the top button on her shirt, biting her bottom lip as she continued down the row of buttons. She slipped her shirt from her shoulders and off, tossing it carelessly to the side, like they had just a second before, as she reached behind her and unhooked her bra, sliding the straps over each shoulder and down her arms. She grinned at her soon-to-be lovers as she bared her breasts to them for the first time, her areolas already shriveled into tight circles around her hard nipples. As she watched the young men’s eyes widen at the sight, her pussy dripped.
She then reached to the side of her skirt, unhooking it and then sliding the zipper—what little of it there was—down before letting the skirt fall to her ankles. Still biting her lower lip, she stepped out of the skirt, kicking it to the side as she stood there in just her purple lace thong. She could see their cocks grow even more as they locked their gazes onto her body, the curve of her hips, the round globes of her breasts, the softness of her skin. Her cunt throbbed as she ached to feel them inside of her. One piece more to go, but they couldn’t see the main attraction just yet.
With a bounce of her eyebrows, she turned around, giving them a splendid view of her round ass as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and peeled them from her body. The lower she went, the more she bent over, pushing her round, firm ass up into the air at them until she could step out of her thong, throwing it on top of her skirt before standing up. She glanced at them over her shoulders, grinning. “Well?” she asked as she toyed with them. “Come and get it, boys.” She slowly turned, giving them the first glimpse of her bald, hungry pussy.
They didn’t disappoint her as they hastened to her sides, hands going to her body, bringing a moan past her lips. She reached out, taking each cock in her hands and stroking them lightly. “Mmmmm, now this will be a great night.”
Trent lowered his mouth to her neck, kissing her lightly as he ran his hand up her side to her breast. Johnny kissed her shoulder, running his hand down her back to cup her ass, massaging it lightly. Yes, definitely a great night.
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