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Though he’s five years younger, it seems a lot since I’m 30 and he’s 25. Michael. Sweet, boyish charm, sexy body. I’ve had my eyes on him for quite some time now. But I’m a traditionalist when it comes to men. I like being pursued. Michael seems a bit, let’s say intimidated by me. Maybe I put off that I’m sophisticated when it comes to what I like and want. He’s used to the timid little tarts that give him full lead and that’s not me. But there’s an undeniable attraction. We run with the same circle of friends, there are eight of us that meet for dancing at the club, or dinner, or just an evening of chill and wine.

I’m a top executive at the Ambitions Corporation. We service the wealthy by offering a sort of walk-alongside you partner. We are for the wealthy who don’t have the time or inclination to hire a personal secretary who sets appointments and advice on ways to invest money, what vacations to take, and what real estate to invest their hard earned capital. 

I’m sitting at the table alone, the local band plays the slow moving songs while couples melt together. My mind flits to Michael and his big strong muscles and the way he peers at me from across the room. We connect on a deeper level, yet we’ve stayed apart due to our age difference. Especially since I turned 30 and he’s still in his 20’s. The door opens and he swaggers into the club, tall and handsome, he eyes me and smiles broadly from across the room.

“Looks like it’s just you and I tonight,” he says as he settles on the stool across from me.

“Yeah, I know they have stuff going on. I thought I’d come by here for a drink anyway,” I say as I take a sip from the straw. He orders a mug of beer and turns his attention to me.

“I have news. I received a promotion at work. I’m a detective now,” he says proudly.

“Are you? Congratulations! You deserve this,” I say as I’m genuinely happy for him. He’s been a cop for four years now, working his way into the detective position. It’s something he’s wanted for a couple of years now.

He smiles shyly at me. I reach across the table and take charge. “Come, let’s dance,” I say.

We glide across the floor, he’s gentle and tender with me and my mind is spinning on things I could do for him in celebration of his promotion. I’m the one with all the sophistication and experience here. I have something in mind.

He pulls me close, his head lowering to where his lips are close to my ears. “Can I admit something to you?” he whispers.

I rear back and smile. “Of course,” I say.

“I know you probably look at me as younger and less apt with dating, but I have a mad crush on you,” he says.

My heart swoons. “Can I admit something to you?” I ask.

“Sure.”

“I have a crush on you too, but you see, I like being pursued. I’ve been waiting for a while for you to catch my hints,” I say.

He blinks at me. “A while huh? If you’re such a woman of the world why would you pick something like this to become a traditionalist?”

I chuckle softly. “I know, I’m strange. Maybe it turns me on. I bet I can teach you a few things,” I say as I run my hand down his arm and grab his hand and squeeze.

“Oh really? You think the five years you have on me has given you a world of sophistication?”

“I know it has. I’ve known you since you turned 21. You’re as green as they come,” I say as our eyes lock. 

He smiles into my face. “Sweetheart, you don’t know everything about me. I’m betting there’s some things I can teach you,” he says.

“I doubt it. Maybe we should give this a twirl?” I ask as I cock my brow and twirl out from him. He draws me back, pulling me harshly to him, dipping me. His lips come down and kiss the nape of my neck.

“You’re on, sweetie,” he says.

The band plays a peppy tune one that has us parting and dancing. I giggle as the man indeed has moves I’d never seen him do. When the song ends, he pulls me to him as I clap for the band. Looking down at me, he slowly closes the gap between us. Right there on the dance floor he lands a kiss on my lips that nearly knocks me off my feet.

“Let’s go,” I whisper when we part.

I’m taking charge and I’ll show him. I’ll give him such a good time he won’t know what hit him by the time I’m done with him. I giggle wildly as we race out of the club and to the parking lot. My eyes grow wide as I look around for his car.

“I was dropped off by a cab, you know, I’m a cop. No drinking and driving,” he says.

Of course. Mr. Follow The Rules here gives me pause.

“Fair enough. But one drink doesn’t make a drunk, so hop in, if you dare,” I say as I unlock my car.

He scoots into the seat and we take off. “Slow down there,” he says as I drive onto the highway. I live in a little gated community out in the country.

“Relax, I’m not breaking rules. Why? You think women drivers can’t pass muster?” I ask.

He chuckles. “No, I’m just used to being in control in the car,” he says.

I laugh and shake my head as I slow the car once we reach my gated community.

He whistles. “Fancy,”  he says.

“Hey, you have a nice place too,” I say. He lives in a townhouse in town. 

“They gave me a break on the HOA since I’m a cop. They like having me around,”  he says proudly.

I reach over and grab his hand, pulling my eyes from the road momentarily.  “I like having you around too,” I say.

He smiles. “Eyes on the road, missy,” he says. He has a hard time letting go of the control. I giggle as I do as he says.

When we pull into the driveway of my modest home, I pluck the key from the ignition and take a deep sighing breath. I’m about to show this man how much he doesn’t know. After glancing at him, I smile.

“Are  you ready for an unforgettable evening?” I ask.

He does a double-take at me. “Oh really? You think you’re so full of surprises you’ll be showing me something I’ve never done?”

“I know it, sweetie.” I wink at him and smile as I open the door. Set on giving the man a mind-blowing evening, we walk to the door with him hot on my heels.

When the door shuts, he shows me who’s in charge by grabbing me and spinning me around to him. I bump against the wall as he presses his rock solid body into mine, his mouth coming down and his tongue parting my lips. I’m taken off-guard by his fervor and I return the umph by entwining my arms around his neck. He kisses me with a hot passion. I groan, my body needing satisfaction.

“Damn, boy, give me a moment to catch my breath,” I say as I push him back and giggle.

His brow lifts. “Hey, I’m not a spring chicken. I feel I have something to prove here,” he says.

I pull him to me, following me to my bedroom. He’s been here before. Our power struggle is light-hearted. “Seems we’re having a power struggle here,” I say.

“And?”

I laugh. “Just relax and enjoy learning something new,” I say as I push him onto my bed.

I crawl up, partially on top of him as our lips meet again. I part his seam with my tongue, jutting it forth. He growls and gently pushes me from him, whipping around until he’s on top of me. He grabs my hands and pulls them above my head pinning me under him.

“We’ll see about that, little lady,” he says as he leans in, his lips meeting mine, his tongue prodding into my mouth.

I giggle as I push back. “Oh, strong man. You think you can show me something new? Honey, I invented the wheel, relax and be amazed by my skills,” I say.

He smiles as he rolls off me
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