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If there ever was a natural match up in human sexuality, it is older women with younger men. Young men crave the open and free sexuality of older women, but they also secretly long for the tender, guiding hand of the more experienced. What more natural match can there be than underused willingness with unbridled eagerness? The burning desire to learn with the unquestioned ability to teach? The painful ache of relentless hardness with the comforting arms of nurturing softness?

As men mature they tend to become wrapped up in their jobs, their hobbies, and their leadership roles in life leaving that lusty, passionate desire for hot women and good sex to suffer as a dramatically lesser part of their lives. At the same time, mature women are feeling the effects of ever-increasing sexual desire and a need to experience or recapture the intense excitement and passion that was often missed or postponed in youth.

Young men are driven by sex, mentally and physically, to the point of obsession and physical pain. I doubt that there is a man among us who can deny that, in his youth, he carried with him the desperate wish to find a woman twice or more his age to teach him the art of lovemaking patiently and gently while he unleashed barrels of semen in greatly welcomed practice sessions. Most of us longed for the large-breasted Mrs. Smith who taught us math in high school to take us to her home after school for some “more personal” instruction. How many of those extended bathroom sessions were dominated by thoughts of the neighbor lady who smiled so sexily at you, wondering how she would look without that low cut top and those tight jeans? How many busy hands were inspired by images of large breasts and rounded hips. Maybe it was the Aunt who drank too much and became very friendly, or the waitress who bent down flashing a glimpse of abundant cleavage, or the neighbor lady who wore the under-sized swimsuit in her backyard pool. There always seemed to be at least one at any given time to enflame lust and send us trotting off to the bathroom to relieve that aching “stiffy” that threatened to punch through the denim.

And what are those women thinking? Are their acts innocent? Are they just being genuinely friendly? Do they enjoy watching a young man’s eyes get big at that glimpse of flesh? Is it exciting for them to listen to him struggle to speak as his mouth gets dry? Is it a personal victory to watch him attempt to hide that bulge in his pants? 

Was that really an invitation that you were too young and too stupid to pick up on? If there is one thing that I’ve learned about women in all my years, it’s that age makes them no less complicated and no more predictable. The one thing that I DO know is that I surely do wish that I had known then what I know now.

Banging the Old Girls is a compilation of stories with the common theme of older women with younger men. Let them bring back those thoughts and memories from years ago, dust them off, and hope they get you as nice a “stiffy” as they used to. And for my lovely lady readers, the years and the changes they have made in your bodies have only increased your sexuality. Yes that young man IS looking at you. So what if he IS half your age? His cock gets rock hard and he can get it up again and again. It’s a great time for both of you and valuable training for him. The choice is up to you, but it IS, after all, the most natural match up in human sexuality. Join me on some adventures.

Being a writer is a bit like being the captain of a submarine. You do everything in your power to be the best at what you do, but you are always ‘flying blind.’ Until the periscope is raised and it is possible to actually see where you are going, you cannot know if you are exactly where you want to be or if you are headed for the rocks. You, dear reader, are my periscope as you provide me with your input. If you enjoy my stories, let me know why. If you hate my stories, let me know why. You are the true pilots of my submarine.

Best wishes,

J. R. Shane

If you have questions or would like to submit your feelings, thoughts, or experiences, you can reach me at jrshane64@gmail.com.
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Please Call Me ‘Aunt Alice’


[image: ]




Jason and Doug had been friends for many years. In high school they had been outstanding athletes, but at the college level, they were too small and too slow. They had stayed friends over the years and now they attended some of the same classes in college.

It was the spring of their junior year, the weather was warming toward summer and the end of the term was in sight. The trees and flowers were in full bloom and both were getting ready for final exams. There was to be a party that weekend and it was Doug’s idea to get a haircut. Even though much of the ‘trend’ was toward long, shaggy hair, Doug preferred close cut, neater haircuts. Since Jason was feeling a bit ‘bushy’, even with his longer hair, he decided to get a trim also before the weekend. 

Most of the young men went to the ‘salons’ at the nearby mall, but Jason and Doug found those salons to be a bit ‘girly’ for their tastes. They preferred the old-fashioned atmosphere of Jake’s Barber Shop just a couple of blocks from the campus. The place held a certain attraction for them. They liked the ‘real man’ setting of the two old-style chairs. The green and white checkerboard tile floor, and the wood paneled walls. The smell of the place was different too. Salons smelled of curling lotions, fruity shampoos, and gels, while Jake’s had that talcum powder and stale cigarette smell of the older men’s barber shops. The two men liked the environment, but they also liked Jake’s choice of magazines. On the table between the green vinyl and chrome chairs was a stack of the usual hunting & fishing, guns, outdoor, and automobile magazines. There were even a few young readers and children’s picture books for the youngsters. But it was the magazines high up on the shelves that interested them. Up above the reach of children and carefully monitored by Jake were his men’s magazines, with pictures of nude and almost nude women, along with stories of great sexual exploits and advice to couples. These were the magazines that Doug and Jason liked. They actually preferred to wait for a haircut because, unless there were children in the shop, it gave them a chance to peruse Jake’s latest collection of ‘skin mags’.

Jake would not say a word to them unless someone brought a child into the shop or unless younger kids were present. Then he would give them a stern, “boys”, with a nod and a point to put the magazines back on the upper shelf until the younger ones left.

Doug and Jason had been coming to Jake’s shop for the three years that they had been on campus. Jake knew that they liked his magazines and he kept a fresh stock. In fact, they were not the only ones. A number of the college boys seemed to prefer that reading to “Modern Hairstylist” and most of the other “she-she” magazines in the salons. Doug and Jason suspected that Jake liked his magazines as well as they did, but they would not say anything, preferring instead to enjoy the bounty that Jake made available to them.

Recently Jake had noticed that the two boys had developed an interest in his collection of ‘mature’ women magazines. These magazines featured women who were considerably older than the typical early twenty-something siliconized beauties who dominate most men’s magazines. When Jake asked them about it one day, they both expressed to him that they found the older women sexier, and that they liked the ‘less-molded’ real shapes of the women’s bodies and the genuine flash in their eyes. Jake, being over 40, could understand that well.

The boys had carried on long conversations with Jake over the years while he was cutting their hair. They talked of school, sports, girlfriends, and parties. Jake told them of changes around the campus and of events he had observed. It did seem odd to them that Jake would also ask them about family illnesses such as diabetes, heart disease, and cancer. Jake always appeared to have had a relative who had suffered each disease and discussed symptoms freely.

Today they had been Jake’s last customers and he put up the ‘closed’ sign before he finished Doug. Jason sat reading yet another magazine with his legs crossed to disguise his bulging pants. Jake looked at Doug’s intent expression and asked, “You guys really like those ‘older women’ mags, don’t you?”

“Yea man”, Jason responded, “Older women have great bodies. I’d like to find some over-forty babe and spend the weekend banging her brains out.” Doug’s face lit up with a smile also.

Jake’s face was suddenly serious. “I know this older gal who likes to party with younger men. You two are strong and healthy, I’ll bet she’d like you. Are you interested?”

The two looked like Christmas had just arrived early. “Sure Jake, but what’s the deal?” Jason asked.

“No catch. This is just a gal who likes younger men. But she’s VERY protective of her privacy. I could take you to her house, but I’d have to ask you to wear blindfolds. She doesn’t want you to know where she lives.

“OK with me”, Jason answered. Doug nodded in agreement.

“One other thing, she’s kind of quirky. She wants you to catch any, you know, discharges in plastic cups, and she keeps them like trophies. She’s weird that way, but that’s all she asks.”

“Hey, no problem.” Jason responded. Again Doug just nodded. 

“Tell you what then, you guys get cleaned up and meet me back here at seven tonight. I’ll take you over and bring you back later.”

A look of suspicion crept over Jason’s face. “What’s in this for you? Why would you do this for us?”

Jake just smiled, “It’s not for you, it’s for her. She’s a good friend of mine and she enjoys these encounters. Besides, sometimes she gets horny and likes an old guy. You’ll be here at seven, right?”

The boys agreed.

“Then I’ll set it up. See you later.” He took Doug’s money for the haircut and closed the door behind them as they left.

The two friends were skeptical. They speculated about Jake’s real motives and whether or not he was genuine. Finally both agreed that they had known him for years and that they had nothing to lose.

****
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It was ten before seven when Jason arrived back at the barber shop. Doug was already there pacing nervously. He was glad when his friend arrived, and the two talked until Jake pulled up in a van. Jake got out and opened the large sliding door as the two boys climbed into the seat. The door closed behind them and Jake hopped back into the driver’s seat. He turned to them and handed each a strip of black cloth.

“Put these on and I want them secure. I can see you both in the rear-view mirror and if I catch either of you looking, the trip is off. Got that?” He surprised the boys with his tone, but they complied.

They both pulled the strips over their heads and across their eyes. Everything was dark for them as Jake called back, “All closed up?” They both answered yes and Jake pulled away. Suddenly the radio was blaring rock and roll music that was too loud for them to talk. They rode along in darkness without saying a word. In the boring darkness, the trip seemed to take a long time. The music played on masking any identifiable noises. The van turned left, then right. It stopped, apparently at lights or signs, then started again.  Just as the trip was becoming tedious, Jake stopped the van and got out. Then he got back in, the van moved a short distance, and then they stopped again. Suddenly the music stopped and they heard Jake.

“We’re here. You can take off the blindfolds now.”

When they removed the blindfolds, even the dim light hurt their eyes until they adjusted. After a moment, Jake opened the door and they climbed out. They were in a garage, a residential garage with no particular markings other than a sleek blue sports car. They had no idea where they were, but that was exactly what Jake had required.

They followed Jake through a door to a staircase, then up the stairs to a hallway. The woodwork in the hallway was ornate, heavy, and dark. The hall was dimly lit, and the carpeting was obviously old, but was not worn. The ceiling appeared yellowed in the dim light. It was as if they were suddenly in the 1920’s.

Jake led them through a set of pocket doors and into a large parlor, where he told them to wait, then he left, closing the doors behind him. The room was flawlessly neat but dimly lit by a table lamp on one side and a floor lamp on the other. A large sofa with fringed trim dominated the center of the room. Two large matching ottomans marked the ends of the sofa. The window at the center of the wall was completely shaded and covered with layers of elegant curtains that rose to meet the decorative edge of the ceiling. The opposite wall was taken up by a hardwood bar with elaborate woodwork that formed drawers and cabinets. Large paintings in gilded frames covered areas of the walls. The lamps were obviously antique with delicately fringed shades. The carpets appeared to be oriental. They were thick with careful and elaborate details, but they left areas of the highly polished hardwood floors exposed.

“Wow, this place is like a museum or something.”

“Yea.”

As the boys stood silently looking around their surroundings, they could hear muffled voices outside of the room. They were low, indecipherable voices of a man and a woman. Doug began to wander about the room looking at the paintings and fingering the woodwork. Jason moved in the other direction doing basically the same thing. Then, adjacent to the bar, Jason discovered a stack of magazines. They were men’s magazines featuring mature women similar to the ones they had seen at Jake’s. Jason leafed through the pages as he called to his friend.

“Whoa dude, look at these man. Magazines like Jake has.”

“Doug joined his friend and they set about looking through the stack, each selecting a magazine before quickly going to another. As they had done at Jake’s, when they found pictures of special interest, they would exchange and compare comments.

It was then that a wooden door at the end of the room opened and a woman walked in. The boys were embarrassed, as if caught doing something they should not have been. They pushed the magazines back into the stack as their faces snapped toward the woman.

“Jake likes those more than I do, as you might imagine, but you two seem to be taking an eyeful also.”

The boys did not answer, they just stood there red-faced and nervous. She was a striking woman, ageless in her beauty but probably around forty. Her long brown hair fell in waves to frame her face. Her body was wrapped in a long silk kimono that extended to the floor. She seemed to glide as she moved toward them, her carriage pronouncing her self-confidence, and her eyes exuding raw sensuality. The boys stood motionless as she approached them.

Then the light caught her face. She looked at the two young men and their eyes met, transfixing them in place. A wide smile fell across her face exposing perfect white teeth and lips that curled up at the corners of her mouth. Her eyes were shining and penetrating, the look of predator upon prey. Her very presence immediately took control of them. She glided silently toward them, her eyes locked onto theirs, until she placed one arm upon Doug’s shoulder and slid between them, wrapping her other arm about Jason’s shoulder. The boys stood motionless and awestruck as she moved about them. Finally she spoke through her flashing smile.

“Hello my lovely lads, my beautiful boys, welcome to my home.”

“Your home is really nice,” croaked a nervous Jason.

“Thank you dear, please call me Aunt Alice.” Her hands traced slowly over their shoulders, across their backs, and down their chests, teasing them as they had never experienced. Now they noticed that the front on her kimono was open to the navel revealing the swell of her breasts by its plunge. She moved between and around them while running her hands gently over them. Her lips bore a silent laugh. They had been surprised by her English pronunciation of the word ‘Aunt’. It was unusual to their ears.

Suddenly she turned and threw her arms about Jason’s neck and pulled her body against him.

“And what is your name my big tender prize?” she asked him.

Jason stuttered briefly then managed to dryly sputter, “J-J-J-Jason Ma’am.”

“Ja-son, yes my dear.” Her fingers traced his cheeks and his dry parted lips. Her hips crushed against his already rigid cock. “OOOH, you ARE a healthy boy aren’t you.” Then in an instant she abandoned Jason and turned to Doug.

“And you are...?” Her eyes locked onto the startled boy as her arms crept about his neck.

“I’m Doug...er...ah...Douglas...ah...Ma’am.” He stammered.

Her arms wrapped about his shoulders as her lips moved up along his cheek to his ear. Her hands slowly slid down to grasp the cheeks of his ass as she whispered into his ear, “Douglas. Oh you’re a cutie. And I am...?”

“Aunt Alice...ah...Ma’am.”

“That’s right,” she replied slowly and sensually. “I am Aunt Alice. Would you like to play with Aunt Alice? Will you entertain Aunt Alice?”

“Oh yes Aunt Alice,” he stumbled.

“Good boy.” She teased as she separated from him. “Aunt Alice likes to play, especially with strong young stallions like you.” Then she separated from them and moved to the pile of magazines. “Do you like my magazines? Do you like pictures of women with nice big breasts?”

Neither boy would speak but both nodded in agreement. She smiled that almost evil smile at them, then took their hands and guided them to the couch. She sat in the center and moved one of them to each side of her. Her robe had slid open a bit more revealing a greater portion of her full bosom. It rode up her legs to cover only her upper thighs. She turned to Jason on her right. His eyes were drawn to her chest and the cleavage at the gaping top of her robe.

“Does your girlfriend have nice breasts like the women in the magazines? Does she let you play with them? And suck on them?”

“I don’t have a girlfriend,” Jason admitted, then he seemed embarrassed by what he had said.

“Oh you poor dear, no girlfriend to unleash your lust upon. How do you exist?” Before he could answer, she continued. “Well my sweet baby, Aunt Alice is here now and Aunt Alice has breasts for you to play with.” She took his hand and drew it to her chest, then she stared into his eyes as she slowly moved his hand down and inside her robe to her breast. His hand instinctively spread out to drink in the fullness of her soft breast. She nuzzled and kissed at his cheek as she released his hand to continue its exploration and fondling. “There, isn’t that nice? Do you like Aunt Alice’s soft breast?”

“Oh yes Aunt Alice, I love it.” he gasped.

She turned to Doug. “And you my beautiful Douglas...do you like breasts? Nice, soft breasts that fill your hand and yield to your touch? Do you like to touch and squeeze them? And suck on nipples?” She ran her tongue up his neck to his ear while she slowly pulled his hand inside of her robe to her free breast. He felt the curve and the softness of her breast, and he brushed the hardened nipple. A tingle went through her and she reacted with a smile and a glance into his eyes.

“OOOH, Aunt Alice likes that. Good boys. Show Aunt Alice how much you like her soft breasts.

Their hands swirled over her pausing to squeeze and fondle. She leaned back against the couch smiling widely.

“Would you like to see what else Aunt Alice has for you to play with?” Without waiting for an answer she continued to tease them. “This robe is SO-O-O-O warm, would you open it for me? Go ahead, untie the belt, pull it open.”

The boys bumped hands as they both reached for the loosely knotted belt, pulling it open then reaching for the lapels.

“Oh yes. That is SO much better.” she cooed as the two boys pulled open the robe to reveal her large, round breasts with nipples fully erect. She put her arms over her head and onto the back of the couch as her charges enthusiastically massaged and fondled her, sometimes using one hand and sometimes using both. “M-M-M-M-M.” She purred, “Yes my sweet studs, you do learn quickly.” 

Jason leaned forward and placed his mouth over her breast, slowly drawing on the nipple. This caused her to writhe and make a low, throaty noise. Driven by his friend’s success, Doug also seized a hardened nipple with his lips, alternately flicking with his tongue and sucking hard upon it.  

“Oh good boys. My good boys.” she cried out. Her head fell back as her arms wrapped around their necks and she crushed their faces into her. She stiffened and her hips twisted as the two nursed feverishly at her. Her eyes closed and she drew air through her teeth in a hissing sound.

“Oh nice boys, wonderful boys. Aunt Alice is so proud of you. Yes, yes, yes.”

Her left hand grasped Doug’s hair and pulled his head up from her breast. She drew his face to hers and kissed him, her tongue exploring his open mouth. As their tongues darted, her hand crept down to his lap and slid across the bulge in his pants. Jason continued to nurse her even as her touch jolted Doug. Their faces were but inches apart as his eyes locked to hers. A fever was burning within him as her hand fanned the flames.

“Take it out,” She whispered, “Show me your cock.”

With that, Doug pulled from her and stood up, kicked off his shoes, loosened his belt, and dropped his jeans. His white underwear followed closely behind. He stood before her with his hard cock standing up and curving toward his belly. Then he put one foot up on the couch and pushed his hips toward her.

“What a beautiful thing, so strong and so hard. I love a young man’s cock.” Her hand reached out and her flattened fingers gently rubbed up and down his length. Doug shivered at her touch and drew in his breath. She looked up at him with that captivating smile and hissed at him.

“S-s-s-stroke it for me. I want to watch you as you look at me and stroke it.” He obeyed fully, wrapping his hand around his swollen member, and beginning to move up and down. She smiled and encouraged him, “Oh yes that’s nice. Show Aunt Alice what you can do.” Her hand reached below his hanging testicles to gently support and caress them. Her touch jolted him again as he stroked ever faster. She lifted Jason’s head from her breast and kissed him. Then she began to tease him again.

“Look at Douglas, what a good boy. He has such a nice stiff cock and he’s stroking it for me. What about you my Ja-son? Will you show me your cock? Do you have a nice cock for Aunt Alice?” Her hand found the great bulge at the front of his pants. He gasped at her touch.  “Oh my, what have I found? Is this another beautiful stiff cock for Aunt Alice? Show me my Ja-son. Show me your cock.”

He quickly stood up and undressed. She smiled her taunting smile and reached for him.

“I am SO lucky, another nice hard cock for me. You boys are SO good to Aunt Alice. Oh I simply MUST touch it.”

As Doug stood slowly stroking his cock, Aunt Alice wrapped her hand around Jason’s swollen member and stroked him. He jumped and whimpered.

“Oh my Ja-son, have I hurt you. Aunt Alice would never hurt her lovely boys.” She teased him with her pouty tone.

Jason struggled to reply. “Your hand...it’s so cool and so soft. It just feels so good. His head fell back and his mouth hung open.

“What pretty cocks. Let me stroke my pretty cocks.” She pushed away Doug’s hand to wrap hers about him. Then she sat slowly stroking both cocks while their owners moaned and pleaded for more. She teased and taunted them as she held them in her control, rhythmically stroking them while they stood before her.

Doug began to thrust his hips and to breathe in gasps. She reacted by slowing her strokes and talking to him. “Douglas, my Douglas. Do you have a gift that you’re about to give Aunt Alice?”

“Yes Aunt Alice, I’m close to cumming. Please don’t stop now.”

“Sweetheart, Aunt Alice wants you to cum. I want you to make a flood of hot, white cum just for me, but you must do something for me. You must let me keep your cum as a souvenir of our meeting. As a small trophy to remind me of how good you were.”

She reached into the pocket of her robe and brought out a small plastic container with a yellow plastic lid. She opened it and handed it to the stunned young man. “You must capture your cum for me, all of it, for Aunt Alice to remember you by. Will you do that for me?”

“Yes Aunt Alice, anything. Just please let me cum.” He was almost whimpering in desperation.

“That’s my good Douglas,” she taunted, “Now let Aunt Alice release that nasty cum for you.”

“Oh yes. Oh yes. Oooohh yes-s-s-s!” He pleaded as she started to rub him again. His hips began to thrust and his breathing turned to gasps. She released Jason and used her hand to steady the container as Doug began to cum. His teeth clenched and his head tilted back as a growl rolled from his throat. Aunt Alice stroked him and moved the container to catch each drop of the white fluid. As burst after burst shot into the container, Aunt Alice praised him and told him he was a good boy for giving her such a nice present. Then slowly his climax passed and Doug began to calm. Aunt Alice milked the last few drops from him and snapped the lid on the container. Then she reached up and pulled his head down to hers, kissing him gently. When their kiss broke, Doug collapsed panting onto the couch beside her. She dropped the container into her pocket.

Then she turned to Jason. He appeared stunned by what he had just seen. “Can you give me a gift too? Do you have something for me?” Her smile bewitched him as she reached into her other pocket. She pulled out a container just like Doug’s but with a blue lid. She opened it and put it beside her as her hand wrapped around Jason’s cock. Her smile held him even as her words taunted him.  

“Douglas made a lot for me, do you think you can do that much?”

His competitive spirit began to awaken. “Oh hell yea! And a lot more, just for you Aunt Alice. I’ll make a gallon for you Aunt Alice.”

She liked his bravado and she smiled at him. Her hands paused occasionally to tease at the head of his cock and to gently rub his swollen balls before resuming her steady rhythm. It wasn’t long before he too was panting and thrusting to her words of encouragement. She held the container in position and guided his cock to it as spray after spray shot from him. His cries filled the room while she cajoled and praised him for giving up his prize. Again she took his last drop, capped the container, and slid it back into the pocket of her robe. Jason slumped onto the couch beside her. Aunt Alice alternately kissed and nuzzled her two exhausted charges. Then she suddenly stood up and with a quick, “I’ll be right back,” she disappeared through the door.

Doug and Jason sat panting on the couch. Finally Doug looked over at his friend.

“Wow. That was intense.”

“Yea.” He answered, “Aunt Alice is one HOT babe.”

“Wonder why she wants our cum?”

“Who cares? I’ll give her all she wants.”

“Yea, me too.” Their laughter filled the room.

Just then the door opened again and Aunt Alice entered the room carrying a tray with three tall glasses of sparkling golden liquid.

“Whoa, champagne.”

“Sorry my young loves, ginger ale.” She put the tray down on the bar and handed a glass to each of them. Then she sat down between them again.
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