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About This Book

Zara and Monica are two forty-somethings that are incredibly comfortable talking in front of their salon clients, leaving younger first-time attendee Benjamin wondering exactly what he’s let himself in for.

As their conversations turn more sexual, Benjamin becomes excited to hear about the exploits of an older woman, and beneath his gown something stirs!

Read as Zara breaks protocol, discovering the stamina and intensity of a younger man’s love in this hair salon romp.
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“Show me,” hushed Zara, parting her knees.

Benjamin started to lift the sheet slowly.  The moment held a potential energy that could barely be contained.  As the young man crept the fabric up his thigh, he became excited at the prospect of revealing himself.

“Let me see it,” urged Zara, staring down.

At first, she saw the shining, gold zipper.  The teeth were open, and behind them was the bunched-up fabric of Benjamin’s underwear.

“More,” said Zara, her jaw tight.

She glanced at the entrance to the salon.  Monica had turned the sign to ‘closed’ before she’d left, but the door was unlocked.  Zara enjoyed the risk.

“Show me,” she yearned, and as the robe moved upwards, she finally caught sight of Benjamin’s flesh.

“There it is,” she whispered.

She watched the thick hilt become uncovered, marveling at how far it seemed to stretch upwards.  Benjamin’s cock was much paler than his tanned skin, but there was a strength in it that made Zara think it wasn’t something to be trifled with.

“All of it,” she urged, feeling the heat arrive between her legs.

Benjamin’s fist was wrapped around his thickness, and at the top of his curled fingers Zara finally saw the bulbous, taut crown.

“Gosh,” she hushed.

She drank the entire image in now.  Benjamin’s cock was jarring, exposed like that when every other part of him was covered up.  He looked so devilish and so innocent all at once.

“How does it look?” he asked, seeking further approval.

“It looks suckable,” answered Zara.  “It looks fuckable.”

Suddenly the door chimed and a jolt of hot adrenaline spiked inside each of them.  Zara looked back in horror to see Monica.

Monica stared at the mirror and saw the reflection of Toby’s cock in it.  He looked back at her, oblivious to the view she had.

“I’ll leave you two to it,” Monica said, and this time when she left, she locked the door.

Zara covered her mouth and turned red.  “She’ll never let me forget this.”

“Then make sure you don’t waste it,” said Benjamin in a rare moment of wisdom.

Zara had to laugh at his affront.  She’d assumed he was lacking confidence, but Benjamin was growing in front of her in more ways than one.

“Okay,” Zara said, pushing off the counter and crouching.  “Okay, let’s not waste it.”

She knelt amongst Benjamin’s wet hair-clippings and wriggled in between his open legs.

“I’ll take that,” she said, and she reached forward and took control.

Benjamin was happy to let her.  He looked down at her mature beauty and watched her lipsticked lips open.

“Don’t come yet,” was Zara’s only instruction as she opened her mouth over the big taut crown.

She hummed as she felt the arousal in her mouth.  She hadn’t had anyone as young as Benjamin in almost a decade.
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Zara and Monica rented chairs in the same salon, cutting and styling hair whilst chatting openly about their private lives.  They’d worked alongside each other for almost twenty years now, developing a sisterly bond that was a pleasure to witness.

The two hairdressers would often discuss that weekend’s exploits whilst customers eavesdropped, sometimes becoming involved and other times pretending to be focusing intently on one of the many haircare products on display around the mirror in front of them.

Neither of the women cared.  At forty-two, Zara didn’t see the sense in being coy.  Despite that trait, she still protected a modicum of her privacy, but the same couldn’t be said for Monica.

Monica was a forty-eight-year-old divorcee that had lived for a decade under the shackles of an awful relationship and was amidst a sexual renaissance.

Zara got the details every Monday at work, along with any customer who just happened to be getting their haircut that day.

That unusually quiet Monday, it was Benjamin who was the unlikely listener to Zara’s weekend adventures, and the twenty-year-old listened from the chair as that day’s tale began.

“Do you know,” she said, leaning close to Zara but neglecting to whisper.  “He tried to put his tongue in my ass.”

Zara gasped but barely flinched.  She snipped at Benjamin’s hair whilst passively engaging.

“Imagine that,” Monica said, looking into the mirror and hoping for a reaction from Benjamin.  “Not his cock, but his tongue.”

“Kids these days,” said Zara, shaking her head.

“He must have been your age,” said Monica, nodding down at the Benjamin.  “How old are you?”

Benjamin pretended to stir, as though he hadn’t heard the preceding comments.

“Huh?” he said, shuffling uncomfortably in his seat.

“How old are you?” repeated Monica, standing behind the chair at Benjamin’s shoulder.  She looked at his reflection and licked at her front teeth.

“I’m twenty,” said Benjamin.

“That’s right,” said Monica.  “Is that what you guys are into these days?”

“I—uh,” began Benjamin.

“You don’t’ have to answer that,” Zara said.  “Monica, leave this poor man alone.”

“I’m interested,” said the feisty blonde.  “What’s your name, hon?”

“I’m Benjamin,” said Benjamin.

“Benjamin,” swooned Monica.  “Not Ben, but Benjamin.”

Benjamin didn’t know what to say to that, so he went back to musing at the names of the styling gels and waxes that sat on the counter in front of him.

“What’s your favorite position?” Monica said from nowhere.

“Monica!” yelled Zara, stopping her scissors.  “He’s come here for a haircut, not to listen to your filth.”

“It’s not filth,” muttered Monica.  “Well ... some of it is.”

“I don’t think there’s anything wrong with it,” added Zara, getting drawn in.

“With what?”

“With ... licking down there.”

“Licking ass?” asked Monica, stripping back the subtleties.

Zara put her scissors at her side and sighed, shaking her head.

“It felt good,” shrugged Monica.  “I’d do it again.”

Benjamin shifted his weight and cleared his throat.  He could feel something happening under his pants.

“You’ve done it, haven’t you?” asked Monica with a grin.

“Will you leave him alone!” cried Zara, coming to the poor man’s defense.  “I’m so sorry,” she said, addressing him now.  “I’ll give you a discount, I promise.”

“Discount!” Monica blared.  “You know, a lot of guys would pay to hear this stuff.”

“I don’t mind it,” interjected Benjamin.

“See,” Monica said proudly.  “He doesn’t mind it.”

Benjamin didn’t know how to react to two older women talking so openly about sex, but that didn’t mean he disliked it.  He was happy to play voyeur to Monica’s revelations.

“He’s done it,” Monica said, nodding.  “I know a naughty boy when I see one.”

Benjamin started to smirk.  He couldn’t help it.  Monica had such an outlandish and flirtatious nature that it was hard to keep from smiling.

Zara grinned with him.  It was cute to see the younger man start to get more comfortable.

“When’s the last time you bumped uglies?” Monica asked, intent on shocking Benjamin more than she already had.

“Don’t you have a client?” asked Zara.

“I’m free for the next hour,” Monica said.  “Benjamin?”

The younger man’s throat went dry.  “I—uhm ...”

“Wait,” Monica began, her eyes widening.  “You’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

Zara was shocked at the suggestion.

“Leave him alone,” she countered, glancing at Benjamin in the mirror for clues.

“It just has happened for me yet,” he answered.

“Well, I didn’t see that coming,” said Monica, holding onto the back of Benjamin’s chair as though she might pass out.  “How does a stud like you get to twenty without getting fucked.”

“Monica,” Zara yelled.  “Will you leave this poor man alone?”

“It’s okay,” Benjamin said.  “And the answer is, I just don’t know.  I try, but I guess I’m just not that interested.”

“Not that in—okay, that definitely sounds like virgin talk.  Honey, if you’d tasted it, you’d be interested.”

Benjamin started to laugh.  “Maybe it’s a good thing I haven’t then.”

“Damn,” Monica hushed.  “He’s the purest person in here.”

“You’re right about that,” laughed Zara.

“The things this woman could show you,” Monica said.

Zara swiped her hand at her friend.  “Will you quit it?”

“Don’t believe her pretty, innocent face, Benjamin,” continued Monica.  “She knows how to bounce on a cock, I can vouch for that.”

Monica stopped clipping and stared at Monica’s reflection in the mirror.  “Can’t you find something else to do?”

Monica shrugged.  “I guess we need coffee.”

“Then go and get some coffee,” Zara said.  “Honestly, give this man a break!”

Monica patted Zara’s shoulder.  “I’ll give you guys thirty minutes alone.”

Zara shook her head and looked in the mirror as Monica waltzed to the door.  She opened it and shot back an exaggerated wink before leaving.

It was silent in the aftermath, with only the sound of Zara’s clipping scissors to replace the energy that had departed.

“I’m sorry about her,” Zara said.

Benjamin shrugged.  “Sometimes you need those kind of people around.”

“Sometimes,” laughed Zara.

She tried to forget everything that Monica had said, but she couldn’t forget Benjamin’s confession.

“Were you being serious?” asked Zara eventually.  “About being a virgin?  Were you just trying to shut her up.”

“I was being serious,” Benjamin said, looking at Zara’s reaction in the mirror ahead.

Zara blew a jet of air up her face.  “It’ll be one lucky woman that breaks your resolve.”

“Was Monica being serious?”

“Monica never lies,” said Zara.  “Unfortunately.”

“So ... about you knowing how to bounce ... on a ...”

“Oh!” Zara said, giggling.  “I’m not sure if I should be the judge of that.”

Zara laughed, but she could see a seriousness in Benjamin’s expression.  There was a tightness in him.

“Like the sound of that?” asked Zara, channeling her inner-Monica.

“Kind of,” Benjamin confessed.  “Especially with you close behind me like that.”

“I’ll make you a deal,” said Zara.  “You can do anything you like beneath this robe, and I won’t get mad, okay?”

Benjamin was confused.  “What do you mean?”

“This robe,” said Monica, pulling at the sheet that sat around Benjamin’s neck and flowed over his body to protect him from the hair-clippings.  “You can do anything beneath it and I won’t get mad.”

“Like what?”

“I can see why you’re still a virgin,” teased Zara.

“Oh, like ... like that?”

Zara nodded.  “Now you’re getting it.”

She continued to cut her client’s hair, and for a few minutes nothing happened.  Then, as Zara leaned forwards and her breast rested on Benjamin’s shoulder, she heard his zipper go down.

“That’s it,” soothed Zara.  “Make the most of it.”

She stared at the sheet that covered his modesty.  It gave little away, but when she saw Benjamin’s hand moving beneath it, she could make her own guesses.

“Good boy,” Zara said, affecting her most devilish tone.

Benjamin breathed deep and then closed his eyes.

Zara stopped the haircut to waft her hand at her face.  “Gosh, you’re getting me going too,” she laughed.

“You could show me what your friend meant,” Benjamin said.

Zara pulled her lips into her mouth and took another deep breath.  She set her scissors down on the counter and looked at the rhythmical movement beneath the sheet on Benjamin’s lap.

“Show me,” she said.  “I want to see what you’re doing.”

“And you won’t get mad?”

“I won’t get mad.”

Zara stood in front of Benjamin now and leaned back on the counter.  She wore a long, flowing summer dress that hugged tight to her body.
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