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We're Desirable Older Ladies Love Specialists (D.O.L.L.S.) and
don’t think because we have snow on our roofs that means the fire
went out in our furnaces. We do want to get to know you better and
have a good time.


 


GRACE

Grace Patterson set the table with her best
linen tablecloth, accented it with the china, silverware, and
crystal goblets she and her husband received as a wedding present
forty years earlier. Over the years, once a month she made it a
point to get together with her best friends from high school. What
had started as going out to dinner once a month with the one
girlfriend, who stayed in town, now turned into so much more, as
other friends returned to Minter, Wisconsin.

At one point there were six of them, but last
year, Margie Hansen passed away, their numbers dwindling to
five.

Grace thought of each of her friends in turn.
Like all of them, Ellen Drake would be celebrating her sixty third
birthday this year. She, like Grace, stayed in Minter and married
her high school sweetheart. She’d been a widow forever, but one
would never know it. She certainly didn’t fit the profile. Even
though she gave up dyeing her hair a couple of months ago, her grey
roots didn’t make her look old. On the contrary, with her brown
eyes and clear complexion, she looked much younger than the rest of
them.

Carol McIntyer moved to New York right after
graduation. Three years later she wrote the great American novel.
It was on the bestseller list for several weeks. Since then, every
one of her books enjoyed time on the same list and continued to be
sought after by avid fans. Unlike Ellen, Carol enjoyed her rich
auburn hair color. Grace knew she visited the beauty shop every
week and touched up the color on a monthly basis. She now taught a
course in creative writing at the vocational school in town and
worked on the many deadlines imposed by her publishers. Since she
never married, there were things the others talked about she
couldn’t relate to, but it didn’t matter. They were all friends.
Married, widowed or single all their lives, friendship always
remained their top priority.

If people considered Carol a Bohemian, she
couldn’t hold a candle to Marie Walton. Her blonde hair and green
eyes looked no different now than when they were in high school.
After graduation, Marie moved to New York and attended one of the
schools designed to groom potential actors and actresses. Marie
excelled in dance and went on to dance on Broadway and in several
films for Hollywood. After being married three times, she made
jokes about being on the lookout for number four. According to
Marie, her former husbands ranged from aspiring dancer to a banker
who loved her on the big screen to her last husband, the producer
who discovered her. When he passed away five years ago, Marie
returned home to retire and be with her friends.

Anita James got her nursing degree, back in
the day when the hospital still did all the training. After
graduation, she served in a MASH unit in Vietnam where she met and
married a sexy doctor. She moved to Ohio where they set up a clinic
and worked together until his premature death in a car accident ten
years ago. After the accident, she sold the clinic and returned to
Minter. Once she got home, she worked at the local hospital as both
a surgical and an emergency room nurse. Recently, she attended
classes at the university in order to get another degree in
nutrition. Last year, after retiring from the hospital, she took a
job at the athletic club as their nutrition specialist. With her
salt and pepper hair cut in a short style, she looked more like a
grandmother than a sexpot.

Walking past the mirror in the hallway, Grace
assessed her appearance. She certainly didn’t look bad for a woman
her age. Last year, she allowed her hairdresser to talk her into a
new style. Instead of the comb over she adopted back in the
seventies and wore ever since, she grew her hair out to a
fashionable bob.

Like Ellen, Grace threw out the bottle of dye
three years ago when she lost her job and no longer needed to meet
the public from eight to five daily. Her ice blue eyes belied the
need for her to wear her make-up even when she wasn’t going out.
Otherwise, she looked washed out most of the time.

The ringing of the doorbell ended Grace’s
mental ramblings about her friends. The idea brewing in her mind
could easily fly or be shot down at today’s luncheon. She hoped her
friends thought her idea something they might all enjoy. If so, it
could jump-start their love lives like nothing they ever tried in
the past.

Ellen and Anita arrived at the same time,
closely followed by Marie and Carol. Grace noticed the small
arrangement Marie carried. Over the years it became a tradition to
bring the hostess for their monthly luncheon an arrangement for the
table. Being June, the bouquet carried a bright array of spring and
summer flowers.

“I always love coming to your place for
lunch,” Anita said once they were all seated at the table. “You
make the most interesting things.”

Grace smiled. She remembered scouring the
internet to find a tempting recipe for chicken salad for today’s
meal. Even though she found the preparation to be time consuming,
the positive comments from her friends made it worth the
effort.

“So, what’s going on in everyone’s life this
month?” Anita asked.

“Well, I don’t know about the rest of you,”
Grace began, “but I’m bored out of my mind. I haven’t enjoyed good
sex in years.”

“I thought you and Henry were in a
relationship,” Marie said.

“If you can call going to all the dealerships
in town on a Saturday afternoon looking for a car he’ll never buy,
a relationship, I guess we are. The problem comes when I mention
sex, he breaks out in a cold sweat. He even told me that he tried
Viagra, but it made him sick to his stomach. As far as he’s
concerned, foreplay comes in the form of dickering with one of the
salesmen. I know they tolerate him, especially since he hasn’t
bought a new car since 2002.”

“I know what you mean,” Ellen said. “George
thinks he’s showing me a good time when we go to rummage sales and
top it off with cards at the Senior Citizen Center.”

“At least George can be called easy on the
eyes,” Marie commented. “When Albert found out I danced in
Hollywood, he insisted on taking me to every dance in the area. I
usually enjoy going, but George can’t dance to save his life. My
toes are permanently black and blue from being stepped on with
great regularity and don’t get me started on how he slobbers all
over my shoulder.”

“Well, at least you three have someone,”
Anita said. “I haven’t been out on a date in years. At this point,
I’m willing to welcome someone who wants to go out to eat
occasionally.”

“Don’t jump into anything too quickly,” Carol
advised. “I thought I wanted a man in my life again until I met
Phil. He was so hot to trot, we ended up in his bed on the first
date.

“Believe me, I know what it’s like to be
fucked. The only way he can do it is with my legs over his
shoulders, because of his acid reflux and doing it the regular way
made him sick. Trust me, in that position, with a guy who’s less
than hard, can hardly be called fulfilling. I told him to find
someone else. When he didn’t understand, I told him I considered
our time in bed to be nothing more than him fucking me and I didn’t
even have an orgasm. At least having one makes the whole thing
better. I get better results with my dildo, you know, the one with
a vibrator. Considering our situations, what can we do? We aren’t
twenty-something anymore and that’s what good sexual partners are
interested in.”

“I don’t think so,” Grace said. “I started
doing some research on the subject. The internet proved to be a
fantastic tool. I found a group called D.O.L.L.S. It stands for
Desirable Older Ladies Love Specialists. It started with a group of
women like us. They were fed up with celibacy and decided to do
something about it. They did a six-month test of advertising in
various ways, and found more young lovers than they could handle. I
figure it’s worth a try.”

“Are you sure about this?” Anita asked.
“Those women were probably from a big city. We live in Small Town
USA. There can’t be any horny men here who can’t get a sweet young
thing in their beds.”

“I think the results will be surprising.
These gals were from a small town in Oklahoma. If they can do it,
why can’t we? I made up a chart. We can each try for a month and
see what happens. I’ll be the first. Since my husband always called
me a firecracker, I’ll take July. Last week, I came across a
statewide publication for lonely hearts. Here’s the ad I wrote
up.”

Anita got up to look over Grace’s shoulder.
Having even one of her friends interested in what she was saying
brought a satisfied smile to Grace’s lips.

Pleased with the acceptance, she reached for
the file folder and pulled out several typed pieces of paper. Anita
snatched up the first then passed them around the table. The ad
brought giggles from her friends, but once they read it through,
they started nodding their heads in agreement.

Single older woman, desires sexual
relationship with younger man, if interested call 608-555-DOLS.

“This all looks good, but we can’t all
advertise in the same place,” Marie said. “We’re all going to have
to be creative. I’m a dancer, not an author. I don’t know if I can
come up with something convincing enough to lure men to my
bed.”

“How did you come up with a number like
that?” Ellen asked

“I went down to the cell phone office and
requested a second phone on my line, with this number. It only
costs me an additional fifteen dollars a month. If it results in a
healthy sex life, I consider it money well spent. If it works for
me, each of you can use the phone during your month.”

“It might work at that,” Marie said, as she
looked over the spreadsheet attached to the ad. “Since things are
wide open here, I’ll gladly take on October. I always loved
Halloween. It’s about time I got something other than a hollow
weenie when I go trick or treating. Now that I think about it, I
can advertise at the dance studio.”

Everyone laughed at the terrible pun Marie
made. Of all of them, Marie would be the one to get silly. She
accredited her wit to all those years she lived in Hollywood. Out
there, she told them she lived in a dog-eat-dog world and if she
didn’t make jokes about it, she would have cried.

“I need something to be thankful for,” Anita
quipped. “I’ll take November. As for advertising, I work at the
health club. That might be a good place to look for a hunk. They’re
running around there all sweaty and handsome. Someone there might
be interested in pumping something other than iron.”

With only two months remaining, everyone
looked at Carol and Ellen. “Okay, since I’m teaching a creative
writing class at the vocational school this fall, I’ll take
September. As for where to look, there are a lot of great guys
going back to school these days.”

“That leaves August for me,” Ellen said. “I
guess it will be Happy Birthday to me. I don’t have anywhere
spectacular to look like the rest of you, so I’ll see what
yahoo.com has to offer. I like to play on the computer and who
knows what I’ll find there?”

Grace breathed a sigh of relief. If she held
any doubts about her friends accepting her idea, their comments
dispelled them. The open hostilities she expected never
materialized. It came as a surprise to realize her friends were as
lonely and sexually frustrated as she felt over the years.

“Well, before we jump into anything, I went
online and purchased a porno video. I suggest we all watch it and
decide what we like and dislike about it. I’ll keep it until I get
an answer to my ad and then pass it on to Ellen. In turn she’ll
pass it on to Carol and so forth and so on.”

~ * ~

Single older woman, desires sexual
relationship with younger man, if interested call 608-555-DOLS.

Larry Richards read the ad in the personal’s
column with interest. The dating scene made him sick. Sure, the
young women who went to the local bars were interested in sex, but
it took more than a young body to turn him on. He liked to talk
about books, movies, fine paintings, and the arts. The women he met
in the bars thought the arts included television shows like South
Park. With every other word that passed their lips being fuck, he
wanted more.

Maybe it’s time for me to look to an older
woman to give me the satisfaction I’m looking for.

He sat aside the paper and prepared to go to
work. Tonight promised to be special, since he planned to call 608
555-DOLS to find out about the ad. He hoped this wasn’t a joke. He
certainly wanted to find someone who enjoyed sex, but he wanted
more. He’d consider it a plus if the woman could carry on an
intelligent conversation.

By six, he finished the carry out Chinese he
picked up at the mall and steeled himself to call the number in the
paper. In the past he would have never answered an ad like this
one, so it would be an entirely new idea for him.

“Good evening, you’ve reached one of the
D.O.L.L.S. How can I help you?”

She certainly didn’t sound like an older
woman. Early on he learned that you couldn’t tell anything by a
person’s voice. Last month he met a gal he talked to through work.
Her name, Bunny, recalled the picture of a five-foot eight blonde
bombshell. He ended up meeting a seventy-year-old grandmother whose
two front teeth were missing and her hair was stringy gray rather
than blonde.

“I read your ad,” Larry began. “Are you for
real?”

The question didn’t fluster her at all, since
she laughed, but it wasn’t the nervous laugh of a much younger
woman. “I’m for real. Are you single?”

At least she gets right to the point. “I’m
divorced. How old are you?”

“Does it matter? I’m probably old enough to
be your mother, but don’t let the gray hair fool you. I miss the
great sex I used to have with my husband. Let’s face it, the men my
age aren’t interested in the same things I am and for the record,
I’m a widow.”

“Other than sex, what are you interested
in?”

“I enjoy going to the theatre, the movies,
and concerts. How about you?”

“I like all those things as well as good
literature.”

“I hope you can overlook the fact I’m not
much of a reader. Don’t get me wrong, I do read books, but it isn’t
my passion.”

“There’s a concert in the park tomorrow night
as part of the celebration for the Fourth of July this weekend. I’m
planning to go. Would you care to share my blanket? If things work
out, we could have some fireworks of our own. With the holiday on
Sunday, we’ll have the whole weekend to recuperate.”

“I hope you’ll be the one recuperating. I can
take the sex if you can. By the way, how will I know you?”

“I’ll meet you at the Tilt-A-Whirl at six on
Friday. I’m Larry and I’ll be wearing white shorts and a red,
white, and blue shirt. How about you?”

“In that case, I’m Grace and I’ll be wearing
a red tank top, white capris, and blue sandals. I’m looking forward
to this. It will be fun to have someone to share the concert
with.”

~ * ~

As soon as Grace hung up the phone, she began
planning for the concert scheduled to begin the festivities for the
fourth. She enjoyed the holiday for years. Now she looked forward
to it more than ever before.

She first saw her ad running in the paper
almost a week earlier. Since she’d received no response, she prayed
Larry was indeed interested in being with her for the evening and
perhaps for many nights to come.

From her dresser she chose the new white
capris she purchased at the end of the season last year as well as
the red tank she knew accented them well. Recently, she found some
exceptional blue sandals to top of the outfit perfectly. Since
evenings sometime tended to cool down, she purchased a white
lightweight sweat jacket with flags on it. She certainly couldn’t
go wrong with the outfit.

Too excited to sleep, she went to her
computer and sent e-mails to Marie, Anita, Carol, and Ellen.

 


Hey guys, got an answer to my ad. I have a
date for the concert tomorrow night. If everything works out the
way I want it to, I’ll have a date for the remainder of the weekend
as well. Wish me luck. – Grace

 


The next morning, she found her inbox filled
with congratulations from her friends. She knew none of them were
going to be at the concert, since Marie always coordinated a dance
recital for the celebration, Carol usually went to her sister’s
place in Madison for the holiday, Anita left on vacation to
Montana, and Ellen made plans to go to her daughter’s home up north
for the long weekend. Of all her friends, Grace alone stayed in
Minter to enjoy the Fourth of July.

All afternoon she thought about packing a
picnic basket. If she planned to be with either her former husband
or Henry, it would be mandatory. Tonight, the man she expected to
meet didn’t know either her or her habits. Not knowing anything
about Larry there was no telling what he liked to eat. Stopping at
one of the stands offering everything from stuffed potatoes to corn
dogs on a stick piqued her interest immensely. She always longed to
indulge herself in those usually forbidden pleasures. Weight always
posed a problem for her, but for this one night she planned to
enjoy herself completely and work at taking off the weight
later.

She arrived at the park at five thirty. To
her surprise, her nerves kicked in almost as soon as she started
making her way through the crowd of young parents and kids who
surrounded the rides at the carnival. Ahead of her she saw two men,
both wearing white shorts as well as red, white and blue shirts. It
put her in a quandary. One of them could be the man she came to
meet, but which one?

She guessed the age of the first man as
possibly forty-five with sandy blonde hair and a good build. The
second could be anywhere from forty to fifty-five. His paunch hung
over his belt, accenting his slightly balding hairstyle. Either of
them could prove to be a good companion for the night, but once
they saw her slightly plump figure and gray hair, they might bolt
and run.

“Are you Grace?” the man with the sandy
blonde hair asked as he took a step closer to her.

She immediately relaxed. “Yes, I am and you
must be Larry. I worried when there were two men dressed in white
shorts and red, white, and blue shirts. I hope you aren’t
disappointed in me.”

“Disappointed? What prompted you to say
something like that?”

“To be truthful, I’m no longer a thirty
something dream babe.”

“You’re dreamy enough for me. Especially if
our fireworks after the concert are as exciting as the ones you
promised in your ad.”

Grace smiled at his eagerness.

Tonight promised to be something special.
This man appeared to be as different from Henry as day from night.
Being with a younger man who wanted to be with her was the dream of
a lifetime and she planned not to wake up until the weekend ended
Monday morning and forced her back to reality.

“I’m new in town,” Larry said, after taking
her hand in his. “Where should we sit to enjoy the concert?”

“I can’t say there’s a bad place. I usually
sit on the hill,” she replied, pointing to the area surrounding the
park.

The people who built the ball diamond never
took the time to grade it back down, giving the area the look of a
natural stadium.

Larry nodded. “I don’t know about you, but
I’m anxious to try out the food alley. I saw some really tempting
things over there on my way to meet you. Do you have any
favorites?”

Grace’s hand went to her ample waistline. “I
usually try to avoid that area but since tonight is a special
occasion, I love the stuffed potatoes as well as the steak
sandwiches. Of course, they add something new every year.”

“So why do you avoid such wonderful sounding
pleasures?”

“In case you haven’t noticed, I have a minor
problem with my weight. Indulging too much sends me to the gym for
at least an hour every day for a week.”

“That’s the problem with most women. They
worry too much about their weight and don’t take the time to enjoy
themselves. You look fine to me, and a little indulgence never hurt
anyone. Now let’s go and check out the food alley.”

Grace breathed a sigh of relief. One
hurdle crossed, I hope that he’s not turned off by this overly soft
body when we get in bed later.

“Grace, Grace Patterson?”

Grace turned at the sound of Henry’s voice.
“Henry, I didn’t expect to see you here. I thought you were going
to Watertown for the weekend, like you do every year.”

“I thought so too, Grace, but this morning I
got a call from my cousin. His wife came down with the flu
yesterday and they called everything off. I tried to call you but I
didn’t get an answer. Is this one of Steven’s friends? I’m certain
he won’t mind if we find a spot to enjoy the concert. Of course, I
don’t see a picnic basket. I know you usually bring one. Did you
leave it in your car? I really didn’t bring along enough money to
buy you dinner. I was hoping…”

“You can go on hoping Henry. I didn’t pack a
picnic basket this year. Guess you’re on your own for something to
eat.”

“Don’t tell me you’re buying something at one
of the food stands. I never thought you were one to squander your
money on anything so foolish.”

Grace wanted to cry at the harsh words Henry
spoke. She didn’t spend money in the food alley, but it wasn’t
because she thought it foolish. It had more to do with her weight
and the fact Henry usually ridiculed her for her purchases.

“I don’t find anything about Grace foolish,”
Larry said, coming to her defense. “When I take a lady on a date, I
spare no expense. We were talking about which one of the booths to
go to first.”

“Date? Why-why, Grace could easily be your
mother. You can’t be serious. She’s not a fit date for any man, let
alone one younger than her own children.”

“Now you listen here, Henry Gibson, I’ll date
anyone I want to. Age has nothing to do with it. For that matter,
why don’t you go running back to Maude? I’m certain she’s wondering
why you haven’t called her the last few months. I hope she enjoys
running from car lot to car lot with you. I get the impression you
prefer that to sex. Of course, at her age she probably doesn’t give
a rat’s ass about going to bed with you. For that matter, neither
do I. I can get more turned on by my vibrator than by you. Have a
nice life, Henry.”

Henry muttered something nasty as he turned
and walked away from where Grace and Larry were standing.

“An old beau?” Larry asked when Henry stormed
out of earshot. Laughter filled his voice.

“With the emphasis on old,” Grace said as she
watched Henry walk away from her.

She knew she burned her bridges with him, but
for one night of fulfilling sex that particular loss felt worth it.
“He’s part of the reason I put the ad in the paper.”

“Part of the reason? I take it the two of you
have dated. What part did he play?

“We dated for a while. His idea of a hot date
consists of cruising the car lots looking at used cars. As for sex,
that’s completely out of the question, especially if his Viagra
doesn’t work. Waiting for him to be ready for sex reminds me of
watching grass grow. It certainly isn’t my idea of foreplay, if you
get my drift. I guess the other reason I put the ad in is I still
want sex and I want it at least once before I’m too old to enjoy
it. Now it’s my turn to ask questions. Why did you answer the
ad?”

Since they stood at the front of the line at
the potato shack to get stuffed baked potatoes, Larry said nothing
until they were served. “Let’s go over to the steak place then find
a table.”

“Aren’t you going to answer my question?”

“Not until we’re comfortable. I much prefer
talking about anything this serious sitting down with a good meal
in front of me.”

Grace cringed at his words. She hoped he
wouldn’t tell her this was a lark and after seeing the way she
handled Henry he wanted nothing to do with her. Her great
experiment hit a snag and they hadn’t even gotten to bed. She could
hear the girls laughing at her for being so foolish as to think a
younger man would be interested in sex with an over aged woman.

At Larry’s suggestion, she found a secluded
table under a maple tree and waited for him to come back with their
drinks and sandwiches. Once she slid onto the seat of the picnic
table, she considered the response Larry planned to make. Was it
possible he wanted to get out of the date that hadn’t even started?
What started as an exciting evening now felt more like a bust. She
didn’t want this to be like every other year in the past with her
enjoying the concert alone. She hoped to be proven wrong, but this
man was an unknown. He wasn’t old, predictable Henry or even her
dead husband. Larry portrayed himself as someone looking for
excitement in the bedroom and after her outburst with Henry, he
probably decided Grace wasn’t his cup of tea.

Across the expanse of lawn dotted with picnic
tables, she saw Larry coming toward her carrying a tray with two
drink containers, two stuffed potatoes and two sandwiches.

“Now, I call this gourmet food,” he said as
she sat her sandwich and drink in front of her before taking one of
the potatoes.

It surprised her when he sat down next to her
rather than across from her. If he planned to give her the brush
off, she certainly didn’t think he would sit beside her.

“You asked me why I answered your ad. To be
truthful, it intrigued me. I like sex and I could get that with any
number of willing women in the bars. I honestly didn’t know what
Doll Grace would be like, but I do know older women are far more
experienced than the young gals who are only interested in a
one-night stand. I want more than that and I think you do as well.
Tonight, we’ll make plenty of fireworks, but I want more. I want to
be able to go to the theatre, to concerts, and to lectures with
someone who understands the same things that I do. In other words,
I want a mature relationship with an exciting woman. Until you told
Henry off, I wondered if I found the woman I wanted in my life, but
now I have no doubts. I don’t need someone who gets scared when she
sees her own shadow. I think you and I are going to mesh quite
nicely. Now, let’s eat our diner so we can get to the concert.”

Grace felt her heart soar to the heights.
After they finished eating, they found the perfect place to enjoy
tonight’s concert. They spread the blanket on the grass and Larry
extended his hand to Grace. As soon as his hand touched hers, she
felt a heat she hadn’t felt in too many years. The touch of this
man’s hand promised a special weekend to follow. If the sun didn’t
stand so high in the heavens, she fantasized about kissing him here
in front of everyone in town.

~ * ~

More and more people joined them, making
Larry wish they were alone rather than surrounded by half the
people in town. He wanted to take Grace in his arms and begin the
foreplay to the lovemaking that the coming evening promised. Of
course, he refrained. He certainly didn’t want to tarnish Grace’s
reputation.

The country band began to play and to his
surprise, Larry enjoyed the music he tended to ridicule in the
past. He wondered if the woman sharing this evening with him made
everything around him seem special. In the past he always preferred
classical to country. Tonight, the words about love and sadness
struck a note with him. Love wasn’t part of the equation with
Grace, but tonight could be the beginning of something extremely
pleasant.

The sun sunk lower and lower, and Larry’s
thoughts turned to the evening he planned with Grace. She could
easily become more than a one-night stand. He knew that already and
he only met her less than three hours earlier. She wasn’t the
shallow young women who populated the bars in every town he ever
lived in or visited. They were out for one thing, and even though
Grace advertised for sex, he soon learned that she liked the same
things he did.

Casually, he slipped his arm around her
shoulders and allowed his fingers to touch her breast. In response,
she snuggled closer to him and rested her hand on his knee. The
gesture made him harden with thoughts of the events he planned for
later tonight.

The concert ended and people started getting
to their feet in the mad rush to get to their cars.

“I’d like to take you back to my place.”
Larry suggested.

He contemplated the suggestion all evening.
He decided that a strange car in his driveway would generate less
gossip than one in Grace’s.

“I hoped that was what you had on your
mind.”

“Good, you can follow me.”

“That won’t be necessary. I didn’t drive over
tonight, I walked. I hoped we’d be going back to your place. I
certainly don’t need any undue gossip starting within my
neighborhood.”

“If you’re not home for the remainder of the
weekend, what kind of gossip will that bring about?” he teased.

“I thought about that. I told my next-door
neighbor I planned to meet friends here and go to their place to
stay for the weekend. When they asked why I didn’t take my car, I
said with the parking at a premium, I thought it best not to have
two cars here. I also told her we would be stopping by tonight
after the concert to pick up an overnight bag.”

Larry laughed at her explanation. “What if we
hadn’t hit it off? Did you have an explanation for that?”

“I let it be known if my friends didn’t come
or my plans changed, I would be coming home tonight. I’m not one to
leave anything to chance.”

“I like that in a woman. I’m prepared as
well. I think this weekend will be one neither of us will soon
forget.”

After helping her fold the blanket, he
carried it to his truck. “I hope you don’t mind riding in my
truck.”

“I always liked it when we took my husband’s
truck when we went places. Of course, once he passed, I no longer
needed it. I needed a vehicle that gave me good gas mileage and
enough room for me to take my friends with me when it’s my turn to
drive. You know how it is with us old ladies, we like to travel in
flocks for safety’s sake.”

Larry laughed at her comment. “I think that’s
a bit of an overstatement. You’re only as old as you feel and after
tonight, I don’t think you’re much older than any number of young
ladies in town.”

“That’s a relief. I know I’m supposed to act
my age, but when I don’t feel it, how can I act it. I feel more
like I’m thirty-five rather than sixty-three. I still want all the
things I did when I was younger. The problem I have comes in
finding partners who want the same things I do. I don’t enjoy
sitting home with my knitting when I could be out tasting
everything life has to offer. I’m not obsessed with sex, but I
think I’m entitled to have a little of what I used to enjoy.”

“After this weekend, you might change your
mind. I have some delightful things in mind for us and even made a
stop at Naughty But Nice for a few toys.”

In the parking lot, Larry held Grace’s hand
while she climbed up into the cab of his truck. He tended to forget
how high his truck sat. Now with Grace in his life the extra money
he spent to have running boards installed made perfect sense.

After closing the door, he went around to the
other side of the truck and got into the driver’s seat. Following
her instructions, he drove the several blocks to Grace’s home. She
lived in an older neighborhood with well-manicured lawns. Rather
than going into the house with her he stayed by the truck while she
went in to retrieve an overnight bag that she must have left
sitting right inside the door, since she wasn’t gone for more than
a couple of minutes.

He again helped her get into the truck before
stowing her bag in the back seat of his quad cab. He decided it
contained a couple of changes of clothing and maybe some makeup,
but little else. If things went his way, he didn’t plan on her
needing a nightgown. Even underclothes were optional for what he
planned for the next few days. It wasn’t like he wanted to make her
his sex slave, but he did plan to keep her occupied with
pleasurable pursuits.

~ * ~

Grace picked up the bag she packed earlier.
As she did, she thought of Larry admitting to his stop at Naughty
But Nice. It excited her to hear him say that he visited the most
exclusive sex toyshop in the county. She took the same trip and
while there, she picked up motion lotion in various flavors as well
as a peacock feather that caught her fancy. She once read how using
a feather acted as a real turn on for some guys.

She had visited the shop before when she
purchased a vibrator for herself as well as several erotic novels
and videos. She learned a lot about the things she wanted for
herself but never talked anyone into trying them. Her husband
certainly never acted as adventurous as she wanted to be, but she
did love him with all her heart. She always contended that sex was
one thing and true love another. It didn’t matter that her husband
couldn’t be called a great lover because her love for him came as
unconditional.

After getting back into the truck, she
continued to fantasize about the evening stretching ahead of her.
From what she felt through his shorts at the concert, she knew
Larry was definitely a virile male and more than ready to make love
to her.

“Did you really need to stop for an overnight
bag?” Larry asked.

“Not in the way you’re thinking. I did need a
change of clothes for tomorrow morning and the things that make
this face look presentable.”

“What if I tell you that I plan to keep you
as my sex slave for the weekend? That being the case you won’t need
clothes or even make-up.”

The darkness of the cab of the truck came as
a comfort since she knew a blush spread across her cheeks as it had
when during her teenage years as a virgin. She wanted to make Larry
believe she was a woman of the world, but such women didn’t blush
so easily at compliments.

She didn’t have long to think about blushing
or anything else since Larry pulled into the underground garage of
the new high-rise apartment complex on the north side of town. When
the project proposal started three years ago, she complained, dead
set against destroying one of the most beautiful parks in the city.
Of course, the complaints made no difference and the complex
reached fruition. She smiled at the memory. If their campaign
succeeded, Larry wouldn’t live here.

As the vehicle lights hit the far wall, she
saw a plaque with his name on it suspended by a thick chain. “I’m
impressed.”

“Why?” he asked, as he encircled her hand
with his.

“A parking place with your name on it looks
prestigious to me.”

His laughter filled the cab of the truck.
“It’s a perk and a well paid for perk at that. With the rent they
get for these apartments, they have to give us something to make us
think they’re worth the price we pay.”

He gave her a peck on the cheek before
getting out of the truck. Foolishly she waited for him to come
around and open her door. She knew expecting something like this
could be considered crazy, but it would be nice for a change.

“I’m thrilled to see that you aren’t one of
those overly independent women who quickly open their own doors and
take that pleasure away from a man. I think that’s one of the
reasons men get a bad rap. We don’t have time to be gentlemen
anymore.”

He ran his hand up the exposed skin of her
leg and across the material of her capris making her panties wet.
Looking up, she saw something in his eyes telling her he wanted her
as much as she wanted him.

“Do you think you could get used to this?” he
asked, giving her a sly wink.

His question took her by surprise. What woman
couldn’t get used to having a man pay attention to her and act like
a gentleman? A shudder of anticipation shot through her body. “Oh,
yes, I could get used to it very easily.”

He took her suitcase from behind the front
seat and put his free arm around her waist. Did I fall down the
rabbit hole and enter Wonderland?

He guided her toward the door leading to the
elevators. Once inside, she watched as the doors opened and they
stepped inside the cubical. She saw him reach for the panel of
numbers indicating the number of floors in the building. She didn’t
know anyone who lived in a building with an elevator, let alone on
the sixth floor. Just the thought of carrying up groceries made her
glad her garage opened into her kitchen without a ton of stairs to
navigate to get there. This place screamed that Larry lived in the
height of luxury, yet she knew she’d miss stepping out her front
door and smelling the flowers in her garden.

Larry pushed the button for the top floor and
the elevator started its ascent. Her stomach dropped and her head
spun, the same feelings she’d dealt with from childhood. Silly, she
knew, as this wasn’t an old elevator that lurched as it started,
but it didn’t matter. It triggered a memory that lingered and
raised its head every time she stepped foot in one of the modern,
smooth-running elevators.

The door to Larry’s apartment stood right
across the hall from the elevator. Once inside, he sat her suitcase
down on the floor and pulled her into his arms. He kissed her with
an open mouth and plenty of tongue. It certainly wasn’t the kind of
kiss she’d shared with anyone in her life. Her husband, as well as
the other men in her life, kissed her as if they were blowing up a
balloon. This kiss reminded her of the ones she read about in the
romance novels and dreamed about after watching the erotic videos
she purchased.

“Your ad said you were a love specialist, but
your reaction reminds me more of an innocent young girl. I like the
innocent side of you much more than the woman in the ad. Are you
sure this is what you want?”

She leaned back in his embrace and looked
deeply into his eyes. Only a fool could say no. For years she
dreamed of being with someone like Larry. Was she being a silly
mature woman? The answer came back as a resounding NO.

“I’m sure. I’ve wanted an evening like this
all my life. I need an experienced man who can make me feel young
again.”

Larry ran his finger along the line of her
jaw. “I hope I can live up to your expectations. I don’t want a
one-night stand. That’s the kind of thing I’m getting sick of. The
girls who you meet in bars want sex for sex’s sake. As for me I
want more, do you?”

“To be honest my original plan revolved
around a one-night stand, but I always knew I couldn’t be happy
having sex with someone because he took me out and bought me
dinner. In the past I’ve been with several gentleman callers but
only one who stuck around long enough for the two of us to make the
decision to go to bed together. Unfortunately, he wasn’t as excited
as I. He apologized, saying he couldn’t get it up. That’s when I
realized I’d never know what it was like to be properly loved.”

Without words, his hands wandered across her
body, his eyes pleading for the kiss she knew would follow. As his
lips covered hers, she melted into his arms and allowed her body to
mold against him.

Once the kiss ended, she leaned back in his
arms and looked directly into his eyes. She prayed she hadn’t read
him incorrectly. The kisses they shared said he desired her.

Larry kissed her again, driving all thoughts
but those of pleasure from her mind. Tonight may be her only chance
at the sex she read about in the books she so enjoyed. Even so, she
didn’t care, this was what she wanted, and she would enjoy every
minute of it.

He released her again and held out his hand.
If she was one of the heroines from her books, Larry would take her
in his arms and carry her to his bed like a caveman, but she knew
it would never happen. Even if this guy sported a great build, it
was doubtful he could lift her, much less carry her all the way
into the bedroom.

From the furnishings of the living room, she
decided the decorator did a great job. No man would be so attentive
to detail. Even the hallway sported the perfect pictures.

Stepping into the bedroom, she noticed the
muted lighting as soon as he flipped the switch next to the door. A
king-sized bed dominated the room and matched the rest of the
Mediterranean furnishings. The spread on the bed, as well as the
drapes, were completely masculine. She ran her hand over the
spread, feeling the texture of the burgundy and cream-colored
velvety material. Even the feel of it made her shiver with
anticipation. “My compliments to your decorator,” she purred.

“That would be me,” he replied, as he slipped
his hand under her blouse and caressed her breast through the lacy
bra she chose for this date.

Beneath his expert touch her nipple pebbled
and an unexpected wetness trickled from her pussy to wet her
panties. The pressure of her bra against her breasts eased as he
expertly undid the hooks holding it in place in the back. Having
her breasts released from the confines of the new sexy undergarment
she bought especially for tonight caused her to gasp with
anticipation and pleasure. She now wondered why she wasted the
money on it. Larry certainly wasn’t interested in her purchase from
the lingerie store at the outlet mall.

He helped her take off the shirt she so
carefully ironed earlier in the day. Once discarded, it fell to the
floor followed by her bra. Grace held her breath as he looked at
her heavy breasts for the first time. If he noticed the small scar
on the top where the surgeon did a lumpectomy ten years ago when
she survived a cancer scare, he didn’t seem to be turned off.
Instead, he traced the scar with his finger, and she cringed.

“Did they find cancer?” he asked.

“No, thank goodness. It turned out to be a
benign tumor and they removed it easily. I have to admit it scared
me.”

“I can certainly understand that. My oldest
sister lost her breast to cancer two years ago. I admire anyone who
has gone through that. Thank goodness it turned out to be only a
scare for you. We weren’t as lucky and were all devastated.”

Rather than continue talking about such an
unpleasant subject, he turned his attention to her breasts. After
manipulating them until her nipples were harder than she ever
remembered them being, he took one of them in his mouth, leaving
his hands free to slip beneath the elastic waistband of her capris
and panties.

As his fingers skimmed across her sparse
pubic hair and slipped onto her clit, she worried about being too
dry. Before she could suggest the motion lotion, she felt her body
reacting and becoming moist.

As much as she wanted to dwell on the fact
her body reacted like a much younger woman, she became distracted.
She gasped as he slipped his hand deep into her pussy.

~ * ~

With the patience of a practiced lover taking
a virgin for the first time, Larry allowed Grace’s nipple to slip
from his mouth. As he brought his pussy juice covered fingers to
his lips, he smiled in anticipation of tasting her essence.

“You taste as sweet as honey,” Larry
proclaimed. “I can’t wait until I see what I’ve only felt.”

He slid her capris and panties down over her
hips and gazed at length on her pubic hair like a hungry man eyeing
a T-bone steak. Once she lay completely naked, he spread her legs.
The view before him proved to be the most exciting thing he ever
experienced.

It took him little time to become as naked as
she. Before he returned to the bed, he produced a bag from Naughty
But Nice and pulled out a pair of fur-lined handcuffs.

“Since what you want is rewarding sex, I
think it’s best if you have a little lesson without being able to
participate.”

In a swift motion, he grabbed her wrists in
his hands and handcuffed them with the chain around the spindles of
the headboard of the bed.

“What do you plan to do with me?” she asked,
suddenly afraid of what she got herself into.

“It’s a little game that I enjoy and I’m
certain you will as well,” he replied as he retrieved two silken
cords from the bag. He tied the loops around her ankles and secured
them to the footboard leaving her lying spread eagle and completely
open for his inspection.

“Absolutely beautiful,” he said, as he ran
his finger up the inside of her leg sending shivers of delight
though her body.

“I don’t know about this,” she protested.

I didn’t sign up for this. I’ve never been
into bondage. Now I’m really getting scared. What if this man is
sadistic?

“Oh, but I do. I’ve always wanted my own
personal sex slave and now I have you. I’m certain you’ll be
pleased with what I’m about to do to you. I promise I won’t hurt
you, only give you the pleasure you so richly deserve.”

“But…”

Tears filled her eyes as she contemplated
what he planned to do to her now that he had her secured to his
bed.

“There are no buts, my dear Grace. You
deserve to be loved and I intend to love you tonight as completely
as any man can.”

She stared at him. Her desire in placing the
ad was for a night of making love with someone as interested in sex
as herself. An experience like this came only once in a lifetime
for someone of her age and despite her concerns, she decided to
make the most of it.

“If you put it that way, I am your slave and
you are my master. Do with me what you will.”

The smile on his face said volumes. She
expected him to again pay homage to her breasts, but to her
surprise, he settled between her widespread legs and covered her
clit with his mouth.

Never in her life did she experience such a
thing. He started by licking her clit with his rough tongue then
sucked her until she screamed with delight. The shudder that ran
through her body told her that she was having an orgasm. In the
past, the only orgasms that she could remember came by her own hand
and not because of any of her lovers throughout the years.

While still in the throughs of her moment of
love, he dipped his fingers deep into her body, reaching for the
one spot that triggered the flow of additional love juices and
readied her for his cock to finish the process he started with his
lips and his fingers.

As quickly as he started stroking her in and
out with first one finger, followed by two and three, he withdrew.
Tears of exasperation ran down her cheeks until he slid his cock
into her pussy as a replacement for his fingers.

He started moving slowly, allowing her time
to adjust to his size before he began to piston in and out, driving
her to the heights of passion. The lights flashing behind her
closed eyes, as though she was already watching the fireworks of
the Fourth of July, accented the pleasure.

She wanted to make her own fireworks this
weekend and they were starting already. Above her delight, she
prayed she could give him the same amount of pleasure when she tied
him spread eagle on the bed.

~ * ~

Over the years, Larry enjoyed sex with many
women, but he never remembered such a willing partner. She wanted
to live out her fantasy and he knew he certainly could measure up
to her expectations.

Her juices tasted especially sweet and her
clit grew beneath his experienced fingers as he manipulated it,
alternating between sucking, licking, and fingering her. The
screams of delight from her mouth told him he pleasured her to the
greatest extent.

When he finished preparing her for
lovemaking, he slid his fingers, one by one, into her body and felt
the muscles contract around them. Her reaction told him Grace was
more than ready for him. To be certain, he found the one spot he
knew could trigger her juices to flow more freely.

Being his prisoner, she reacted in the manner
he anticipated. Finally, he withdrew his fingers and replaced them
with his cock. With all he did to her, he grew larger than he could
remember growing in the past. His cock filled her completely and
brought her to even further satisfaction.

With her muscles being the only thing about
her able to react to him, she caressed him as though he represented
a treasured lover. He knew he wanted to be the one giving her
pleasure but the way she constricted around him, she gave as much
as she received.

He came to the brink of ejaculation more than
once and pulled back in order to prolong the pleasure for both of
them. When he finally came, he felt as exhausted as he knew their
lovemaking left her.

He remained inside her until his cock
shriveled down to its normal size. Once he no longer filled her, he
rolled off and lay beside her. With her so close, he wanted to be
entwined in her arms. He quickly untied the silken cords and
unlocked the handcuffs.

Being free, she did exactly what he wanted
her to do. She put her arms around his neck and threw one leg over
his. He wanted this kind of closeness now. After experiencing the
closeness of making love to her he needed this cuddling as he
basked in the afterglow.

“Thank you,” she purred against his neck.

With the words said, she began to kiss along
his jaw line. “I never thought being held captive could be such an
exciting experience. When do I get to do the same thing to
you?”

He laughed at her suggestion. “Never, I hope.
I’m almost afraid of what you might want to do to me.”

“I have lots of ideas but none that I plan to
share with you. I don’t want to spoil the surprise. I only have one
question, have you ever done it from behind and I don’t mean in the
ass?”

“Are you suggesting cave man style, like they
did on Clan of the Cave Bear?”

“You actually saw that movie?” she
questioned. “I didn’t think anyone other than me took the time to
sit through it.”

“I saw it because I read the book. As a
matter of fact, I’ve read all the books in that series. I wanted to
take those Neanderthals and shake them, especially Broud, for the
way they treated Ayla.”

“I’m impressed. You did read the book. It’s
one of my favorites, but then I always considered myself being in
the minority when it comes to the literature my friends read.”

She yawned broadly, indicating the exhaustion
showing in her eyes. With the entire weekend to enjoy each other,
he pulled her close to him and whispered goodnight. It took only a
moment for her breathing to become even as she slipped into a deep
sleep.

It pleased him to realize Grace felt
comfortable enough with him to sleep peacefully. He pulled her
closer and fell asleep as well.

In his dreams, he saw himself and Grace doing
things together that were meant for nothing other than
pleasure.

This woman could become special to you if
you don’t watch your step. The voice of reason sounded over his
dream.

I don’t care. I think this woman is what I
want.

The reality of the dream caused him to awaken
with a jerk. He must have slept longer than he thought since the
first rays of morning light were coming through the window. Beside
him he saw Grace propped up on one elbow watching him sleep.

“I thought you planned to sleep the day
away,” she said, once she realized he was awake enough to
understand what she said.

“It can’t be all that late,” he replied.

“It’s after eight. I woke up about an hour
ago. It’s been interesting trying to decide what to do to you in
retaliation for last night. I decided we should start with a joint
shower, followed by a good breakfast. After that, we’ll play it by
ear.”

“You decided? I thought I ran this show.”

“That only goes so far. I’m living my
fantasy. I have to have something to say about it.”

“I guess you’re right. I forgot, you’re the
desirable older lady, love specialist, otherwise known as a
D.O.L.L.S. The only thing is that last night you more than enjoyed
the lesson in love that I gave you. Before we take that shower, I
think we need a little early morning delight.”

In one swift motion, he flipped her over onto
her back and mounted her for another go around at lovemaking. In
the past he fucked plenty of women, but none of them could hold a
candle to Grace. It seemed impossible, but feelings were starting
to grow within his heart for her.

Love can’t be happening here. I don’t even
know what it is. I thought I did, but my first wife changed my
mind. I wanted to be a one-woman man, but she left me for some jerk
she met on the internet. I can’t afford to fall in love again.
Grace is right, this is her fantasy. After this weekend, we won’t
see each other again.

He made love to her without the foreplay that
women enjoyed, but this time he only thought of his own enjoyment
and not hers. He needed the release and she needed to know that
sometimes when a man fucked a woman, he did it for his own
pleasure.

He didn’t even try to prolong the experience.
He came quickly and hard. To his surprise she clung to him as
though she experienced the most pleasurable event in her life.

“I didn’t think it could ever be like that,”
she said before kissing him lovingly.

“Hasn’t anyone ever made love to you first
thing in the morning?”

She shook her head negatively. “My husband,
Ralph, said lovemaking should only happen late at night, under the
covers with the lights off. I never had the chance to make love by
daylight. That’s why what happened between us stands out as one of
the most exciting things I’ve ever done.”

Larry pulled Grace into his embrace and
kissed her tenderly. He hated to admit it, but what started as a
weekend of pure pleasure suddenly turned into so much more. Will I
be able to say good-bye when the weekend comes to an end?

~ * ~

Grace got up from the bed and held out her
hand to Larry. She meant every word she said. Making love first
thing in the morning stood out as one of the most exciting things
she ever did. During her marriage, she often begged Ralph to make
love before starting their day then showering together. His
opposition to the idea became a complete turn off. She considered
it a shame, because she knew he would have found the experience
exhilarating to say the least.

In the bathroom, she started the water in the
shower and stepped in, pulling Larry in with her.

“Have you ever showered with anyone before?”
he asked.

“No, but not because I didn’t want to. I can
think of wonderful things I can do with shower gel. Are you up to
it?” She looked down at his randy pecker and knew being up to it
wasn’t a problem. She knew by one glance he was up for about
anything she wanted to do to him.

“Today it’s my turn to have a love slave,”
she declared, as she backed him into the corner of the shower.

She poured a generous amount of gel into her
hands and worked up a rich lather. Once satisfied with the suds she
ran her hands over his chest and then followed the line of hair
down past his waist. As though giving him a shampoo at an expensive
salon, she worked her fingers through his pubic hair then washed
his cock as well as his balls thoroughly.

“You are a minx, aren’t you? I think
turnabout should be fair play. You washed me, now it’s my turn to
do the same to you. As much as I enjoy you being my mistress, I
much prefer you remaining my slave. Since that’s the case, I plan
to be the one calling the shots. You deserve to have your body
bathed as only a loving master can bathe you.”

He poured a small amount of shower gel in his
hand and began his washing of her as she did for him. Starting at
her breasts he rubbed her nipples and worked his way down to her
pubic hair. When he satisfied himself with the job he did there, he
slipped his fingers into her cunt and manipulated her clit in the
same manner as the night before. The sensation made her entire body
itch to have his cock imbedded deeply inside her.

“Have you ever done it in the shower?” she
finally managed to ask.

“Do you mean like this?” he questioned, as he
lifted one of her legs to give his cock access to her pussy.

She put her arms around his wet neck and
wound her legs around his waist as he braced her against the back
wall of the shower in order to make love to her in an entirely new
position from anything she ever enjoyed in the past.

They came together and Grace knew the reason
for posting the ad had been completely fulfilled. She went looking
for a man and found, in Larry, the perfect partner. He proved to be
someone willing to do the things she wanted and not tell her to
either act her age or that she was completely out of her mind for
wanting to experiment in unexplored territory.

~ * ~

After their thirty-minute shower, that
included the best sex Larry ever enjoyed, they stepped from the
steam-clouded bathroom and went into the bedroom to dress for the
day.

Playing the part of a loyal slave, Grace
dried Larry’s body with one of the thick terry bath sheets he told
her he purchased especially for this weekend. She stood before him,
as an adoring slave.

When their bodies were dry, he reached for a
bottle of scented body lotion. It was yet another of the things he
purchased in anticipation of his tryst with an older woman. He
remembered his sister telling him that the most
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