
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Their Enticing Choice: A Why Choose MFM Age Gap Romantic Quickie

        

        
        
          Romantic Age Gap Quickies, Volume 18

        

        
        
          Rose Richards

        

        
          Published by Rose Richards, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THEIR ENTICING CHOICE: A WHY CHOOSE MFM AGE GAP ROMANTIC QUICKIE

    

    
      First edition. April 21, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Rose Richards.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230775485

    

    
    
      Written by Rose Richards.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1

[image: ]




The second I step into the bar, my pulse kicks up like I've been running a sprint. Laughter and conversation twist together, along with the clinking of glasses. It feels alive in here—reckless and full of promise. Exactly what I need tonight.

What I'm doing is crazy. I should turn around and go home, do something safe and smart. But I've been planning this for weeks, ever since my twenty-first birthday. I've never slept with anyone, and I'm tired of feeling like my whole life is something I'm waiting for instead of living. 

My friends think I'm this sweet innocent—always teasing me about being prim and proper. Tonight, that ends.

Tonight, I'm going to find someone to show me what I've been missing and let out the slut I know is hiding deep inside me.

I move through the bar, scanning the crowd for a guy to flirt with—preferably older and experienced, who can make my first time unforgettable. I'm a woman on a mission.

And then I see them.

Ethan and Chase. My brother's best friends. Temptation in two perfect, off-limits packages.

They're sitting in a booth at the back of the bar. Both are about my brother's age, 35, and in their prime. They’re old enough to have plenty of experience, and old enough to ruin me exactly the way I want.

I've been reading dirty romances for years, and they're the type who would ravish the heroine and give her a night to remember. The thought of fucking one of them makes my entire body light up with an illicit thrill, and a flush spread across my chest. I doubt they'll be interested in me, but I'm going to try to tempt one of them.

I’m just not sure which one yet. 

Ethan's dark hair is messy, like he's been dragging his hands through it all night. I can't help picturing those same hands doing filthy things to me—fisting my hair, exploring every curve of my body, holding me open and taking whatever he wants. His eyes are serious, like he misses nothing, like he could look straight through me and see exactly what kind of dirty thoughts I'm having. And his mouth—God, that mouth—it's set so firm it makes me ache to see him lose control. Or better yet, lose control because of me.

Chase is the opposite. He has golden hair and an easygoing charm, with a grin that looks like trouble and eyes that say he knows exactly how much of it he is. He's got that cocky, too-confident energy that usually makes me want to roll my eyes—except with him, it makes my stomach flip and my thighs quiver. His posture is lazy, stretched out across the booth, but there's nothing lazy about the way he's built. His chest is solid, his arms roped with muscle beneath the stretch of his T-shirt. I imagine those strong hands gripping me and positioning me exactly how he wants me. Definitely not the type of guy I'd fall for, but for one night of fun? Oh yeah. I'm very interested.

They're both the definition of masculine perfection—broad shoulders and strong hands that would feel incredible pinning me down. Both of them forbidden and both of them exactly what I want. 

My throat tightens and my courage wobbles for half a second. I'll die from embarrassment if I try to flirt with them and they turn me down. I'm probably too young for them. But God, that doesn't stop the heat pooling between my legs. 

Fuck it, I'm going for it.

I square my shoulders and smooth my hands down the sides of my short dress. My push-up bra's doing its job, shoving my tits up high, like a flashing invitation. I wore the sluttiest outfit I own, short and clingy and screaming fuck me, and I hope it works.

I picture their hands all over me, their mouths tasting every inch of my skin, and their cocks stretching me open and scrambling my brain with pleasure. I want to feel them finish deep inside me while their cum drips out of me. 
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