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It’s my hen night—a very mundane and boring event. I’m sitting in some noisy bar with a group of friends all excited to be my bridesmaids tomorrow morning, yet I’m finding it hard to even muster a smile let alone get up and dance.

I’m not excited at all. I want to call the whole damn wedding off if I’m being honest with myself. Why I even thought I could be satisfied with boring, mundane Toby, as my husband, I do not know. The guy I’m really in love with—the sexy mature stud who gets me wet from just looking at him—is off-limits and forbidden. Why? Because he’s Toby’s boss, Brent. 

I’ve had the hots for him for a few years now, especially as he’s free and single. He’s perfect for me in so many ways. Most of my time is spent dreaming about running my hands over his sexy, tight abs, his toned ass and imagining how it would feel to have his big cock in my juicy pussy. Brent is all I think about.

I look out of the window, knocking down a shot of tequila and stare at the bar across the street. My heart stirs as I know Brent is in there with Toby and his mates on his stag night. If only I could just go over there and see Brent. Tell him how I feel. Reveal to him that it’s him I want to fuck—it’s him I want to marry. But I can’t. What would everyone think of me? What would Brent think of me? I mull over this question in particular. What would Brent think of his employee’s fiancée making a play on him? I have caught him on several occasions staring at my ass and my big, bouncy tits. But perhaps that’s all been in my imagination—a hopeless fantasy of mine? My heart sinks. I knock back the last of my drink and stand up. I have to go over there. I have to see Brent.

"Where are you going, Carla?” asks my friend, placing another round of drinks on the table. The rest of my friends haven’t even noticed I’m leaving as they snatch up their next drink.

"There’s something I need to do,” I say, wrapping my scarf around my neck. "I’ll be back soon.” I walk away and hope that won’t be the case. If all goes to plan, I’ll be in my hotel room riding Brent’s cock.

I leave the bar and head across the street. It’s freezing outside and tiny flakes of snow are beginning to drift lazily down. I walk with determination—a mission that must be done. But when I reach the bar and peer through the window, my heart races at the sight of Brent drinking a whiskey.

"God, you’re fucking sexy,” I say, almost drooling at his hot ass as he leans against the bar.

His jet black hair is swept back, and it shimmers in the light from the open log fire. Toby, my fiancé, stands beside his boss and I hardly notice him. Brent is by far the hottest guy in the bar. No one compares. I seem to drift off into a trance as I watch Brent through the window. I imagine me naked and Brent touching my wet pussy. I fantasize about him rubbing my clit and making me cum. My fantasy seems so real I can almost feel Brent’s cock pounding my pussy. I can smell his musky scent and feel his warm breath against my bare body. 

"Mmmm,” I sigh, eyes closed as I feel my panties getting wet. I’ve never been fucked before. I kept telling Toby to wait until we were married. But really, all I’ve been waiting for is Brent. I want Brent to be my first.

I open my eyes and snap out of my hopeless dream. I want to go in there. I want to tell Toby’s boss my true feelings for him—but I can’t. I can’t do it now. I’ve lost my nerve. And besides, I can hardly go in there and tell Brent that I want him to be my first when my fiancé is standing beside him.

I turn away. I turn back. I’m all in a fluster and I know I’m running out of time. I look at the door and silently will myself to stop being such a chicken. But another glance through the window stops me.

"Are you fucking mad, Carla,” I ask myself. "Brent is off limits. It’s forbidden. Toby is perfectly good enough...he’s...he’s...”

I shake my head. Well, that says it all really. Toby’s good enough! I don’t want good enough. I want amazing! I want mind blowing! I want to be taken to Heaven and back and Toby just isn’t going to cut it.

I step back from the window. I know I haven’t got the guts to tell Brent he makes me wet. But I do have the guts to go and tell Toby that the weddings off. 

"I have to do it,” I say under my breath and heading for the door. It’s the least I can do. Just be honest and tell him you don’t love him.

I open the door to the bar and step inside. It’s crowded and the noise is close to ear-piercing. But that’s good. Hopefully no one will hear what I have to say to Toby and if there is a bit of a scene, no one will notice.

I push through the crowds and head towards the bar. Brent turns suddenly and instantly spots me.

"Carla!” he says, surprised to see me. His blue eyes light up. "What are you doing here? You’re not supposed to see the groom before the wedding.”

I don’t know what to say. Well, I know what I do want to say but I just can’t go through with it. "I’m calling off the wedding,” I say, as I continue to push my way towards Toby.

"What?” Brent says. He tries to grab my arm, but I push his hand away and before I can even blink, I’m standing face to face with Toby.

"Hey, you can’t just gate-crash my stag-do, Carla,” complains Toby. "I wouldn’t barge into your hen night!”

Toby looks annoyed by my presence but this only fuels me into speaking my mind. "I don’t want to marry you, Toby,” I say. "I don’t love you.” I take a deep breath, suddenly feeling a huge weight come off my shoulders.

"What are you going on about?” asks Toby, his green eyes narrowing. "Are you drunk?”

I shake my head and say, "No Toby, my head has never been clearer. I can’t marry you - it’s over.”

I turn away from him only to find Brent standing behind me. Our eyes meet and there’s something between us. A silent knowledge or understanding as to why I’ve just broken off my wedding. Eyes can say a lot about someone, and Brent’s dreamy stare tells me he knows it’s him I want. I wonder what Brent can see in my eyes.

"Are you sure you know what you’re doing?” Brent places both hands on my arms and stares intently into my eyes.

"I know what I’m doing. There’s someone else - someone who I want more than anything or anyone...” I brush away his large hands and begin to walk away. "He knows I want him and if he wants me – well - he’d better show up at my hotel room tonight,” I shout over my shoulder at him.

I push my way through the crowds and step out onto the street. Brent must know I was referring to him. I could sense it in the way he looked at me - feel it in the way he held my arms.

I turn left and head for my hotel. It’s one block down and within minutes I’m stepping out of the lift and opening the door to my room.

My wedding dress is hanging up and it’s a stark reminder of what I’ve just done—what I’m walking away from. But I don’t care. It’s the right thing to do. All I care about now is whether Brent will take the hint and come knocking on my door. But I don’t have long to wait as suddenly I hear him outside my door.

"Carla - open up.”

I smile, but my heart is racing. Am I going to get what I want? Will Toby’s boss fuck me


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Losing My Fuist Time With My

OLDER MAN YOUNGER WOMAN EROTICA ROMANCE

SARA KING





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





