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CHAPTER ONE


That Linebacker

 


 Growing older had never been in Melinda Wright's game plan,
and so she refused to do it. At the age of forty-eight she felt
just as young as she had at twenty-two. But the years had brought
an added confidence that she had never possessed in her earlier
life. She felt altogether more beautiful, more accomplished and
smarter than ever before.

While she would love to take full credit for
this outlook, it was not her own nerve or dedication that kept her
feeling that way. It was her conquests: the young men she found it
easy to lure into her web of seduction. Each one brought something
new to her attention, and she loved every single one from the first
kiss to the last, which always came too soon. She liked leaving
relationships quickly though, leaving them wanting more, leaving
them remembering her as the perfect older babe they let slip
away.

Her husband, far from being angered by her
trysts, enjoyed learning the details. Sam fully encouraged her
infatuations, and it had brought a spice to their marriage that
they once was long gone. For many years their sex life had been
dull and lacking, with long bouts of celibacy between. While
Melinda had a rich fantasy life, one which was bolstered by online
flirtations, she was less enthusiastic in her own bed.

But one passion that refused to die was her
love of younger men. Virile, arrogant and so sure of their own
prowess, they were titillating to every sense. Sh loved breaking
them down and showing them true pleasures like only an older woman
could. So obsessed with the idea was she that any time an
attractive, athletic male in his late teens or early twenties would
wander by, she would lapse into a daydream.

That was how her husband had learned of her
dirty secret. She and Sam had been at their son's varsity football
game, cheering him on as the Panthers pushed their way to a hard
earned victory. But it wasn't long before Melinda's mind
wandered.

Specifically, she couldn't keep her eyes off
of one of the linebackers, a sturdy and blond haired teenage boy of
eighteen. His powerful body slammed through the opposition, his
strong legs carrying him across the field with record speed. The
tight pants of his uniform hugged his taut behind, making her sweat
as she watched him darting from left to right.

Her arousal must have shown on her face, as
Sam leaned forward and whispered, "Like what you see?" She had been
startled, even sheepish and about to deny the allegation. But then
his fingers slipped under her skirt. There was no hiding the truth
once he slid a digit against the wet cotton of her panties, soaked
through already.

And so a shared fantasy had been born. Their
sex life was greatly improved by no more than the thought of her
affairs. When Sam suggested she stretch her wings and try it for
real, Melinda was more than ready.

It had been that linebacker that was her first
conquest. The seduction took less than a week before she had him in
her bed. Melinda had been hooked from that moment on, and sought
out her playthings as often as possible. Dozens had fallen to her
charms since she began a couple of years before, and she knew many
more would come. It no longer took more than a day to get what she
wanted.

Despite the satisfaction brought on by the
stamina of younger men, it was not the sex that thrilled her so
deeply. It was the hunt, the anticipation, and finally the
domination. Melinda had not only found a taste for being a cougar;
she had learned to appreciate the finer points of taking
control.

Her 'pets' - as she was fond of calling them –
always put up some resistance in the beginning. They thought they
were such studs for stepping into a MILF porn scenario, and they
would try and remain in the driver's seat as long as they possibly
could. Eventually, she would break that stubborn streak in them
all. It was a breaking that they always loved, especially the ones
who were most resistant.

Over time, she had come to recognize the ones
who would put up the greatest fight. She knew the type well: cocky,
attractive, aggressive. Often high school super stars well on their
way to frat boy status, universities paid for by athletic
scholarships. They would look her up and down with a smug knowing
that would make her weak in the knees.

It had been months since she had found one
such specimen to whet her appetite. But that was about to
change.


CHAPTER TWO

 Stamina
Training

 


 It was Friday night, and they had been invited to a dinner
party at the home of one of her colleagues. The law office where
she worked as an accountant was small, and so when a new attorney
was hired on it was big news. Everyone had been asked to attend a
get-together by a senior partner to welcome the new
addition.

Walking through the door, Melinda didn't have
high hopes for the evening. As far as she could tell, it would be
the kind of dull and pointless mingling that she got enough of at
the office. She was just thinking through what excuses she might
possibly use to get out of staying beyond the meal, when she was
touched on the back.

"Melinda! Glad you could come." The ruddy,
cheerful face of Don Hamilton, senior firm partner, was grinning
widely at her from behind a red alcohol flush. He had clearly
already been dipping into his own bar.

"I'd like to introduce Anthony Davis, our
newest addition. And these are his wife, Debra, and his son,
Alex."

"It's lovely to meet you," she replied
politely. But her attention had immediately been drawn to the
youngest member of the Davis family. The moment her eyes met his
there was an electric shock that seemed to shoot to her very core.
The following handshake made heat spread from her fingertips and up
her arms, the rest of her body following.

He couldn't have been older than twenty, with
a square jaw and perfectly chiseled features. Dark hair fell into
his face, swept back carelessly from his green eyes. His smile,
which had been perfunctory when he approached, suddenly held an
interested charm as he nodded in acknowledgment. But it was the
gaze that so struck her, that slight flicker of his eyes down the
form of her body molded into her tight black dress.
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