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All characters depicted in sexual situations
in this publication are eighteen years of age or older.

 


 


These stories are about fictional consenting
adults engaging in taboo and controversial sexual acts. Nobody
involved in the creation of this ebook, including authors, editors
and models, support immoral or illegal acts in real life. Cover
models are not intended to illustrate specific people and the
content does not refer to models' actual acts, identity, history,
beliefs or behavior.


 Mary liked being the young
one. It made her forget that she was past middle-aged, even if only
barely -- she was forty-one. Her husband, Frank, was in his
eighties, and most of his friends were at least past retirement
age. His youngest friend was fifty-eight, so Mary was the baby of
the group.

At the MLK Day party, there were other young
women, of course. Frank's buddies all had young trophy wives or
escorts. But they were silly girls who giggled and strutted in
revealing clothes, and they liked to spend their time by the pool
despite the unbearably humid air of mid-summer Florida.

So when Mary stayed in the air-conditioned
house with Frank and his friends, she was the young one. They made
jokes and laughed about how she was too young to understand them.
She didn't mind that.

But she intended to give them a show, one
that they weren't likely to enjoy very much.

"The thing you have to understand about
liberals," said Frank as he puffed on his cigar, "is that they have
a limitless supply of other people's money." His friends all
laughed. They had that geriatric laugh, a rattling, hollow sound,
like a mummy coughing.

"Quite right, Frank," said one of the others,
Mr. Hartley, chairman of the Chamber of Industry-Pensacola. "I've
been giving money to a Senate candidate in Idaho recently. He's
very good. He doesn't believe in socialism, and-"

"Port is served, sirs." There he was. A
waiter. He was tall, broad-shouldered and dark-skinned, probably
Latino. His black hair was slicked back, thick and dense, virile.
His strapping muscles didn't fit well in the suit-and-tie he wore,
which clung to his body like a speedsuit. He carried a tray with
glasses of port.

"Uh, excuse me, young man, I was speaking.
You should know better than to interrupt your betters and elders,"
said Mr. Hartley.

"Yes, sorry, sir," said the waiter, who
bristled a little like he had to fight the urge to snap back.

The old men all accepted glasses of port from
the waiter, and they took a sip. They mumbled some small-talk about
it being a fine vintage. They all agreed with each other, as they
always did. Mary was the only one who didn't agree -- all port
tasted like wine farts, Mary thought -- but she didn't say
anything. That wasn't what mattered to her.

She beckoned to the waiter as though she
wanted to ask for something special. Since she was on the other
side of the room, the waiter had to squeeze past the old men and
the furniture to get to her. She waited with her back straight and
her chin upraised, as though she expected him to take as much time
as necessary to get to her.

"As I was saying, Martin Garraty. He's
running for Senate in Idaho, hoping to defeat Ellis in the
primary," Mr. Hartley said. "He's hired Lightly Communications, and
he supports the Middle-Eastern Free Trade Pact-"

"Oh, yes, that's important."

"Lightly, that's a good firm. Gerald Lightly
went to Harvard, you know. He was my coxswain. Good man. His
granddaughter is a lesbian, most unfortunate."

"What's your name?" Mary asked the waiter now
that he was in front of her. He fidgeted and avoided looking at the
old men, who all turned silent to stare.

"Enrique," he said.

"Do you think I'm pretty, Enrique?"

He nodded like an excited puppy. "Yes.
Yes, ma'am. Si. Yes, I mean.
Yes. Uh-huh. Yeah." A few drops of sweat appeared on his forehead.
Two dozen elderly white men stared at him with hostility, but
Enrique managed to ignore them.

"How much do you get paid, Enrique?"

"Uh, fourteen dollars an hour, ma'am."

"So you're working eight hours today. At
fourteen dollars an hour, you're making one hundred and twelve
dollars for the night-"

Frank and his buddies chortled,
congratulating each other. "A fair sum."

"Capitalism works, tut-tut."

Enrique scowled. "That's right, ma'am. It
ain't enough, pardon me for saying." His muscles rippled beneath
the tight suit. There was a stain on his white shirt, faded and
covered by his suit jacket.
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