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Layla was forty-one, married with a son; she stood about five-foot-three, weighed around a hundred and twenty pounds, and filled out a D-cup. She was the talk of the office—the only one who, after more than twenty years of marriage and well into her forties, still openly flirted with her bosses. Every day she wore tight-fitting suits, the blouse buttons undone just enough to show cleavage, deliberately drawing attention to breasts that weren’t as perky as they once were.

She didn’t do much actual work, just clicked around in shiny high heels like a woman in her twenties, shamelessly bouncing the upper half that her push-up bra hoisted high, the sharp tap-tap-tap echoing down the halls.

Everyone in the department knew Layla had a husband and a string of lovers on the side. The money for her ever-more-expensive lipstick certainly didn’t come from her spouse. It was an old company, most employees past their prime; if you were bold enough and willing to put on a show for the higher-ups, even a woman like Layla could climb the ladder and play the pampered favorite.

More than once she’d been caught under a desk, thick red lips working noisily on a manager’s cock—directors, section chiefs, supervisors; she’d risen through sheer oral talent. Behind her back, people smirked and called that arrogant pout of hers the “blowjob mouth.”

At home she’d bend over for her husband; at work she’d drop to her knees in front of a supervisor’s chair and suck until he groaned. Compared to men her age who struggled to keep up, she naturally preferred younger, stronger guys.

So in January, when the weather was perfect for hot springs, Layla invited her boy toy along for a getaway.

“Layla! Over here!”

Her lover, Samuel, had tanned bronze skin and spiky blond hair that reeked of gel. He dressed carelessly, always smelling of cigarettes or booze. Even when Layla asked him out, he showed up in nothing but board shorts and an open floral shirt. When she pulled up in the new car her husband had financed, Samuel was squatting on the curb with his legs spread wide, cigarette dangling from his lips, right hand fidgeting with the pack. He had plenty of flaws, but none of them mattered next to his one overwhelming virtue: the massive cock that absolutely wrecked Layla.

“Samuel, why are you dressed like that? What about the clothes I bought you last time—why aren’t you wearing those?”

“They’re hideous! I told you, you’ve got no taste for a woman your age! Oh, Layla’s wearing a red bra today, huh?”

Layla wore sunglasses, a low-cut cardigan over a knit top. She barely got a scolding word out before Samuel reached over and cupped the swell pushed up by that red bra, slipping his fingers inside to squeeze the soft flesh. She was annoyed he never listened, but being groped in broad daylight with strangers walking by made her flush and her heart race. In the end she let his boldness slide.

“First time touching Layla’s tits since New Year’s, right? Have they gotten any saggier?”

“You’re impossible...!”

Standing there letting him tease her wasn’t the worst thing, but this was downtown; someone she knew might see. Layla decided to play a little hard to get. She pretended to be upset, turned, and opened the driver’s door. Samuel just grinned and hopped into the passenger seat.

Two doors slammed shut, and her sulky red pout was immediately claimed by Samuel’s cigarette-stinking mouth.

“Oh...! Smack! Slurp! Mmm, mmph! Shlick!”

Her clean, glossy lips were quickly glazed with their mixed saliva, sticky strands stretching like webs between their heated mouths.

The deep kiss she hadn’t tasted in weeks melted her defenses fast. Her husband’s dull lips, the supervisor’s minty ones—both were chased away by this filthy, smoky mouth.

The little frown she’d forced soon relaxed. Layla kissed and sucked at Samuel’s rank lips until his face was covered in prints before she finally pulled back.

She took off her sunglasses. Her eyes, shadowed in peach, turned soft and lovestruck. Her slightly smudged red lips pursed again, making cute little kissing noises at him. Samuel, playing along—more lazily than earnestly—tossed a few compliments at her heavily made-up face, and the woman old enough to be his mother beamed like a schoolgirl.

The car was still parked at the curb, horns blaring around them, but Layla didn’t care. She wrapped perfume-scented arms around Samuel’s neck and nuzzled her face against her darling.

“Samuel... you didn’t message me for days. I missed you so much!”

“I’ve been busy! Stop clinging to me all the time. Keeping up with a woman your age when I’m not even getting laid is stressful!”

“Hey! I wait for you every single day! Last night too—I touched myself thinking about your huge cock...”

If he’d said that to a younger girlfriend, she’d probably have blown up at him.

But with Layla it landed perfectly. After all, she sent him dozens of messages daily—horny sweet talk alone accounted for ten or twenty, and that was before the voice notes, masturbation clips, and nudes. Even though Samuel only checked them every few days, the simple “read” notification was enough to send Layla into ecstasy.

“Hey, hey... if I’m bothering you too much, just say it, okay...?”

“No way! I really was busy with work!”

“Really...?”

You’re too old to make that puppy-dog face—Samuel swallowed the harsh words and instead rubbed his cheek against hers while dodging smoothly:

“For real, for real! Oh, by the way, Layla—the money you sent me is gone. Transfer some more later, yeah?”

“Haa... I just sent you a bunch at the end of the year. What did you spend it on?”

“Lost it playing cards. Please, please—just a little more!”

Smack, smack—he planted quick kisses along her powdered, fragrant neck. Layla’s mental ledger dissolved in a rush of hearts; her brows curved into a sweet, yielding smile.
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