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The visit was expected but not unwelcome. Daphne opened the door to one of her favorite young men in the building, already smiling.

“There’s the birthday boy,” she said. “Oops. Should I say birthday man?”

Micah Glass, newly eighteen as of that day, grinned right back at her. He was not a handsome boy. Thickset, short, and unfortunately armed with both glasses that made his eyes swim and big ears that stuck out a country mile, he wasn’t exactly a ladies’ man. But he was sweet, and had a gentle soul to him.

“Hey, Ms. Cohan,” he said. “How are you today?”

“Hot. If they don’t get the air fixed soon, I’m going to move to Antarctica.” Daphne said this as she flapped a hand at her cleavage. Micah’s eyes dropped to the slopes of her breasts in her red flower-print dress and he visibly swallowed hard.

“Well… um… I hope they do. And that’s kind of why I’m here. We were going to have the party at our apartment, but now we’re thinking a barbeque by the pool.”

“Oh, that is an excellent idea. Does your mother still want me to bring the German potato salad?”

“I know I do,” he said.

Daphne chuckled. “I bought cupcakes too.”

“Oh, you’re killing me,” Micah groaned. “I haven’t eaten breakfast yet.”

“Well, cupcakes are pretty close to a muffin and all I had this morning is granola. Come on in and have one with me. We’ll even light a candle for your birthday and you can make a wish.”

“That sounds great,” Micah said. Daphne made room for him and he stepped into her sparse apartment. After her divorce a couple years prior, she decided to get rid of most of her furniture and things and go the minimalist route. It was supposed to bring happiness, or some philosophical nonsense, but all it did for her lately was make her wish she had more chairs for company.

“You can help me with a light bulb too while you’re here,” she said, disappearing into the kitchen.

“Um. Like in a lamp?” Micah asked. She knew if she turned and looked, he would be staring at her ass in the dress. It really was pretty revealing. So that’s what she did, catching him gaping at her curvy butt in the red dress. “Sorry,” he mumbled.

“It’s flattering. But don’t make a habit of it with other women.”

“Yes ma’am,” he said as she opened the box of cupcakes and withdrew two of them.

“And no, not a lamp. The ceiling in my bedroom. You’re taller than me. You can reach the light fixture easier.”

“I’m not that tall,” Micah protested.

“On my stepladder you will be,” she said.

“I’ve never changed a light bulb like that.”

“Good God,” she said, feeling a spike of mild irritation. “Do they not teach you twist things? Can you not open a soda bottle?”

“All right, all right,” he said, chuckling. “Show me and I’ll try to do it.”

“We get our treats after we do the work,” she said. “Let me get a light bulb and the ladder.”

She did, and showed Micah into her bedroom. There was little scandalous to see, but he blushed anyways and Daphne figured she knew why. “Micah,” she said.

“Hm?”

“Have you never been in a woman’s bedroom before?”

“Um. Besides family?”

“Yes. Obviously besides family.” She set up the stepladder underneath the light fixture.

“No. I haven’t.”

“You’re cute. Okay. Lefty loosey, righty tighty.”

“Got it.” He started up the stairs and paused, grinning down at her. “I’m cute?”

“In your innocent babe in the woods way.”

“What does that mean?”

“Focus on the light.”

He climbed up to the second step and very carefully perched up there, reaching for the light. The ladder trembled and he snapped a hand down to the grip before he realized it wasn’t going to topple. Micah worked the light fixture – starting the wrong way, as seemed typical of him – and finally pulled it loose. He handed it down to Daphne and she held it while he unscrewed the bad bulb and twisted in the new one.

“Let me test it first, Look away from the light,” Daphne said. He looked down, and she flipped the light switch. The light came on, and she turned it off again. She came back to the ladder and handed him up the light fixture. “Now, easy does it, and keep your hands under it when you think you have it. That way if it falls, it falls right into your hands.”

“Got it.”

He studiously twisted the fixture into place, carefully tested its sturdiness, and finally glanced down to give her a thumbs up. He froze. It took Daphne a moment to realize why. He must have the view of his young lifetime.

“Oh, for God’s sakes, they’re boobs,” she said. “Here. A birthday present.” She tugged the neckline of her top even further down, showing off her matching red strapless bra.

“Holy shit,” Micah breathed. “Can I see them without the bra?”

Daphne laughed and held the ladder for him as he climbed down. “No. But you can come have a cupcake with me.”

“S-sure.” Despite being eighteen, his voice shot awfully high and he cleared his throat. In a theatrically low voice, he said, “Suuuure.”

Before Daphne let Micah have a cupcake, she insisted on digging out candles for him to blow out. It took a minute but she finally found a half-full pack in her utility drawer, black and white ones left over from a cake friends bought for her after her divorce was finalized. Not that she really celebrated. Her ex-husband Ron was a good man and they stayed close, but her friends insisted on cake, lots of food, and gallons of wine. Daphne promised herself it would be the last time she ever drank that much. Even just looking at the candles now brought back memories of the two-day hangover.

She planted a candle in each of the cupcakes. Hers was a strawberry cream, his a triple chocolate monstrosity she could have guessed he’d pick out. “Now, before you blow it out, you have to make a wish,” she said.

“I already know what I want,” Micah said, and bumped his hip against hers. “You!”

She groaned and lit the candles with one of Ron’s countless lighters. “I think your mom would probably barbeque me at the party instead of the hamburgers.”

“Hey. It’s not a no.”

“Blow out your candles, goofball.”

Daphne held up the cupcakes, and Micah blew. With the fire snuffed, they plucked out the candles. Feeling emboldened by the boy’s open, awkward flirting, Daphne took his candle from him and one by one, sucked the cream off the tips. Credit to him, he played it perfectly, lifting his cupcake and giving the icing a long lick.

“Oh, well played,” she said, grinning.

“If only I could do it for real to you,” he said. Then, sheepishly, he shook his head. “Ah, I’m really pushing it with that one.”

“You are. But it’s cute. I don’t mind the flirting, if it’s just us.”

“Really?”

“Really. So long as you know no means no.”

“Of course.” He raised his cupcake to his lips again, and asked, “So are you saying no?”

Daphne swatted him. They ate their cupcakes, and she walked Micah to the door. “Thank you for your help, and happy birthday.”

“Thanks, Ms. Cohan. And thanks for the, um…” He hooked a finger into his collar and tugged it down. She laughed and pushed him out the door with a hand to his back. That little turd, she thought, but it had no heat and she had to admit, the flirting was a boost to her ego.

* * *

Daphne made up the potato salad, and with nothing else to do before the party, she decided to take a nap.

Her bedroom was the coolest room in the apartment, especially with her ceiling and desk fans going. Even with the cool countering breezes, she was still warm, and rested on top of her comforter. She usually liked to sleep in shorts or pajama bottoms, but that day all she did was shrug off her dress and bra and drop onto the mattress in her briefs.

Her sleep was strange and intense, as deep as she could remember in recent years. As was often the case, she started the dream in the office, running one of her usual compliance education seminars. But in the back of the room, in shorts and a tee shirt, was Micah, smiling at her like he knew a secret.

He pushed through the other trainees and took her clicker from her, letting it fall to the ground. She looked down, and his pants were undone, a comically huge cock in his hand. She looked up again, her lips parting, and he spun her roughly, her ass to that thick pole. Her clothes vanished, or maybe they were never there. Grinding back at him felt so good. He didn’t penetrate her, content to slide his thickness through the valley of her ass. Daphne rubbed back against him, so warm, so wet already for him. Wasn’t this wrong? He was her neighbor’s son, barely legal. The thoughts twisted with the lust she felt as he slid his cock further down, pushing between her thighs. She looked down and nearly came as his big fist-sized head speared out from between her legs, grinding up against her cunt.

“My present,” he whispered, and he thrust into her.

Daphne woke with a sharp breath. Though the fans kept her from sweating, she felt feverish, like she was burning up. And her thighs were so damp.

That was wrong, that was wrong, that was wrong, she told herself, but the vision of his big fat prick poking out between her thighs made her instinctively drive a hand down into her panties. She arched her back, at once feeling electric as she brushed her slick folds and rubbed her thumb around her clit.

“Oh, fuck, Micah,” she moaned, aware of how totally bizarre it was that she was lusting after the chubby, geeky young man, who had never, not for a minute, held an ounce of sexual appeal to her until that moment. And now, now she was already flexing her hips as she slid three fingers into herself, her toes dipping, her mouth opening wide. “Oooooh, ohhhh, fuuuuck!” she cried out, coming so hard her head twisted with it, her breath catching.

It was, without competition, the most powerful orgasm of her entire life. She kept going, little flashes of their morning together interspersing with the dream image of him driving that cock first between her ass cheeks and her thighs.

Daphne imagined she pulled down the cups of her bra for Micah.

She imagined him bending her over in front of all her trainees, spearing her with that enormous imaginary dick.

She imagined him staring at her bared tits as he came down the ladder. Imagined him pushing her to her knees, staring at his big cock under his big gut.

And as Daphne imagined herself sucking her eighteen-year-old neighbor’s cock, she came again so hard and so quick she blanked out, staring up at the ceiling for a long while after, mouth agape, her mind awash with only the fantasy.

It was her alarm that broke her out of her reverie. She blinked and realized she must have dozed again. Her hand was still at her mound. What a strange fantasy, she thought, and chuckled wearily to herself. Of all the people to have given her two incredible orgasms thinking about them, Micah Glass? Really?

Maybe there was some magic in that cupcake wish. She couldn’t help shivering at the thought of him licking the cream again. In the shower, she dipped her fingers to her pussy one more time, imagining instead of the cream, it was her pussy he was licking, pushing his thick glasses up high and burying his mouth against her folds.

This time when she came, she cried out Micah’s name.

* * *

Tomkin Grove, the apartment complex, was not-so-jokingly called the Widow’s Web for a reason. The place was filled with a bizarre number of single women, divorcees, and hot available moms, and it developed a reputation as a place where men of a certain age came to be spun into cocoons and eaten up.

Daphne enjoyed the place because of that community. Even before the divorce she had friends there, and was pleased to find so many others who welcomed her with open arms when she moved into her small apartment. It was nice to have their company in the early days, when she fought the loneliness and asked herself the question every night of what came next. As it turned out, her work and her friends filled that void spectacularly.

One such friend – Daphne’s best friend, really – knocked just as she was pulling on a tee shirt over a modest one-piece. With a wrap around her waist, she was ready for both the pool or lounging around, depending on what everyone else her age was doing.

Daphne answered and immediately felt overdressed. Solette, as usual, pushed the boundaries of decency in tight khaki shorts and a red bikini top easily visible under a diaphanous wrap of her own. She was a gorgeous woman, nearly as full-figured as Daphne, with deep black skin and eyes so big and so sweet a person would never guess the devious, filthy mind behind them. No other library in the city pulled as many male readers as the one she managed, largely because she loved dressing the part in the sexiest ways possible.

“You ready?” Solette asked, stepping inside.

“Just about. Let me grab the food and slip on my sandals. I’ve got something weird to tell you.”

“Weird good or weird like you saw a couple cockroaches doing the tango?”

“More like… bizarre sexy weird.”

“Oooh, the best kind,” Solette said.

Daphne laughed but it was shaky. She told Solette what happened that morning, and her friend made an “Mmm!” sound when Daphne talked about showing off her boobs in the bra to Micah. But when she got to the part about Micah making his wish about Daphne and licking up the cream, Solette got a funny look in her eyes.

“And that turned you on?”

“Not right away. At least not consciously. But…” Daphne shook her head. “I tell you this, it’s going to be spread all across the complex in about five minutes.”

“You’re in too deep now. I already know you want the little geek.”

“All right. I took a nap after he visited, and I… might have had a very sexy dream about him taking me at work. And when I woke up, I was so wet and turned on, I… I played with myself. And I came. Hard. I mean, really hard. Like oh my God, the best three orgasms of my life hard.”

“Wait,” Solette said. “You… from Micah?”

“Yeah!” Daphne said, laughing shakily. “I mean, it’s crazy, right? But something about it… about sleeping with an eighteen-year-old, being his first… it’s really got me turned on.”

Solette studied her, quiet as Daphne picked up the boxes of food and they headed for the door again. “You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?”

“Sleeping with Micah? Are you crazy? Kristen would kill me.”

As they walked down the building’s hall and down the stairs, Solette kept side-eyeing Daphne. She stayed silent as they headed down the sidewalk past four identical buildings and turned down the walk to the communal pool, barbeque area, and gym. The party was just getting going, with most the guests yet to arrive. Micah was horsing around in the pool with several of his friends, all of whom Daphne knew were eighteen and just as virginal as he was.

Why oh why did she see his big stomach, chubby chest, non-existent body hair, and his bespectacled, goofy face and want to press her thighs together? Why did she want that young man between her legs so fucking much she almost let slip a keen of need? Why did she want to fuck him until he stuffed her full of come?

There were no answers. And for the first time, Daphne realized she wanted the other eighteen- or nineteen-year-old guys too. Tall, gangly Billy she imagined sucking her tits as he humped her leg. Nolan, short, fat Nolan, she wanted fucking her from behind, his big hips slapping against her ass. Oh fuck, she very nearly whimpered again at that image. And tall, wiry black nerd Luther she imagined would push her down to her knees and feed her his cock as she gripped his non-existent skinny ass. He was the closest one to handsome in the group, but it was still a hell of a stretch to call him good-looking. And yet she still wanted him. All of them.

All so young… but all of them legal.

Daphne barely heard Kristen. She was staring at the boys in the pool, nearly drooling. Something broke inside her that day – or maybe something came awake.

“Daphne. Daphne!” Kristen said, and Daphne’s attention finally snapped to her.

“Huh?”

“You can put the food over there. Like I said. Twice.” To Solette, she said, “What’s the matter with her?”

Solette glanced around to see who was close enough to listen in. No one was, and before Daphne could stop her, she said, “Micah came by her apartment earlier. She gave him a cupcake and told him to make a wish. The little daring, he told her she was what he wanted for his birthday and now she can’t stop thinking about it.”

Daphne gasped, “Solette!”

Kristen, to her credit, didn’t straight out plunge her fork into Daphne’s gut. Instead, she burst into giggles. “Really?”

“Oh yeah, “Solette said. “And she flashed him her boobs in her bra, too.”

“I’m going to murder you,” Daphne said, but she was ignored. Kristen laughed harder, and shook her head.

“That’ll be the best birthday present he gets all day.” Kristen watched the guys horse around, and said to her two friends, “I almost wish you would.”

Daphne said, “You can’t be serious.”

“What? Someone’s got to fuck him before he decides video games and porn is a healthy lifestyle choice. Him and half the young men in the complex. They’re not going to get laid without divine intervention. Besides, I trust you. You’re not going to break his heart or string him along. He’d have fun with you.” Kristen flipped a burger nonchalantly, ignoring Daphne gaping at her. “I’m saying, it’s not the worst idea.”

“Luther would sure love a chance at you,” Solette said, and pinched Kristen.

“Oh, don’t I know it,” the hot blonde mom said. “And Billy’s been staring at your tits this whole time.”

“I can’t blame him,” Solette said, glancing down at her own boobs.

“You two are terrible,” Daphne said, but her mind swirled. Had Kristen really just given her a tacit go-ahead to fuck her son? Yes. Yes, she had. That was crystal clear.

More friends and guests came, driving their attention away from the discussion at hand. Daphne sat apart from the others, picking at a plate of food absently, her eyes rarely straying from Micah. He caught her looking once and waved, and she came to the pool to sit on the edge and dip her calves in. When he invited her to join them, she looked around. Several of the other women at the party were already in the pool, most wearing something skimpier than her, so she stood up, tossed off her top and wiggled out of her shorts, and jumped into the water.

It was so cool compared to the scorcher of the day, and left her shivering and pleased all at once. Of course, having Micah and several of his friends staring at her helped. There were too many younger people around to get a proper flirt on, but for ten minutes, she was the guys’ center of attention until Solette dropped in and started a splash war.

Daphne eventually climbed out of the pool and gathered her clothes to dry not far from the doors into the gym and the bathrooms. Cake and ice cream were brought, and she sang along with everyone else. When Micah went to blow out his candles, he paused for a fraction of a second and glanced in her direction. Daphne nearly creamed herself.

She ate some ice cream but forewent the cake thanks to the earlier cupcake. Her eyes locked on Micah’s damp, thick chest as he forked up bites of his cake. The crumbs caught on the droplets of moisture, some of them sticking to him. Daphne wanted to lick them off him, her thighs spreading as she thought about her tongue on his skin.

A couple other friends caught her up in a conversation about the apartment complex’s management company and their shoddy maintenance work that year. Out of the corner of her eye, Daphne saw Micah stand up and head for the building, doubtless to use the bathroom. She excused herself and trailed him. No one seemed to be watching but she didn’t really care. She dipped into the women’s bathroom. No one in there.

Daphne waited by the door, peeking out across the hallway to the men’s room. This was wrong. This was crazy. Anyone could walk in and discover what was going on. But that sane part of her mind was buffeted by the lust that had taken her over that day. When Micah reemerged, she called to him.

“Micah. Come here.”

“Ms. Cohan?” he asked. “Are you okay?”

Was she? No. No, this was far from okay. But Daphne was a woman so desperate she thrummed with need. If she didn’t get some piece of him right then and there, she was going to burst.

“I’m going to make your wish come true,” she said, and reached out to pull him in.

“What?”

“Shut up and don’t say a word. Not if you want this to happen.”

“Want wha-?”

As the bathroom door closed behind him, she lunged up and kissed him hard. There was no skill to it, only pure hunger. Daphne’s lips crushed to his, her tongue probing his mouth. He made a surprised sound, his hands wavering in the air. She grabbed him by the waistline of his shorts and pulled him towards one of the stalls. “You have to be quiet,” she hissed.

“Is this…?”

“Jesus, Micah, shut up!”

“Sorry!”

“Don’t be sorry, just keep that mouth zipped!”

She shoved him into the stall and shut the door behind the both of them. When she locked it, she wasted no time dropping to her knees. Micah stared, his eyes huge, as she pulled his shorts down.

Nothing could match the size of the dick in her dreams. That had been laughably huge, an impossible monster. But Micah was definitely hung, far thicker and longer than Daphne ever could have expected, and he was hardening in a hurry.

“What are you doing to me?” the thirty-something whispered, then gripped him with both hands and sucked his cockhead into her mouth. He tasted like pool water, which should have turned her right off, but it couldn’t make even the slightest dent in her desire as she squirmed. She pulled back, staring up at him. “Was it magic?”

“What?”

“Never mind.” Daphne gobbled Micah down again, sucking him deep this time, her nose pressed against his unshaven pubes. Her moan of pleasure was genuine even as the thick hair tickled her skin. Someone needed to teach him to trim. Someone like her. She pulled back to his tip and bobbed right back down. Not since the early days of her marriage did she hunger to give a man this kind of pleasure, but she was desperate for it now, rocking on her knees.

She came up off him with a slurp and said, “When you’re going to come, warn me.”

“Oh-okay,” Micah said. When she swallowed him down again, this time she corkscrewed her head and took every inch of him. He moaned and shivered, his hand going instinctively to her head. “Can I… can I see your tits? For real this time?”

Daphne was too desperate to cram her face with his cock to stop so she kept bobbing up and down with needy slurps and moans as she reached up and pulled down the straps of her one-piece. The fabric was tight and her breasts bounced a bit when she tugged it down.

“Holy shit,” he breathed.

The door to the bathroom opened and still Daphne couldn’t stop. She heard someone – Angie Packer, maybe – say something to someone outside, followed by the slap of sandals against the floor. Whoever it was picked the first stall and hummed. Daphne stared up at Micah and slowly bobbed down on his cock again. He squirmed, his eyes wide as she lashed his base with her tongue, getting every inch she could. He shook his head frantically and Daphne, feeling like the devil was inside her, pulled back and drove down again with that torturous slow speed.  His hand, still trembling, went to her head and he tapped it three times. She should have stopped. She knew what was going to happen. She wanted it. Wanted to be discovered.

Daphne kept going.

Micah squirmed, his hands tightening into fists, his hips bucking slowly backwards and forwards. His mouth fell open and if drool had appeared, she wouldn’t have been surprised. Instead, he pushed deep, and Daphne closed her eyes at his tremors. The first shot of come hit her throat and nearly made her cough. She pulled back just far enough for him to coat her tongue and fill her mouth, his taste wickedly sharp and tangy, utterly disgusting but that was how she wanted it. She wanted to feel like a whore kneeling on the bathroom floor, sucking a young man’s untrimmed cock.

And Daphne wanted more.

She pulled off him, showing him the gobs of come still in her mouth. Then she swallowed them down and kissed his tip, his base. They heard the other stall door open and the sink run. When the bathroom was theirs alone again, Daphne stood up. Micah reached up and cupped her tits before leaning down and sucking one of her big nipples into his mouth. She moaned, wanting this so much, but she would be too dry from the pool to fuck there in the bathroom. Besides, Daphne wanted to do this right, take her time with him, and scream his name when she rode him to an orgasm later. She pulled back with some reluctance.

“We’ll have time for that later,” she whispered to him.

“Later?” he asked, standing upright.

“Come by my place sometime tonight when you can. Tell your mom you’re going to stay with a friend.”

“Should I bring condoms?”

“For anyone else, the answer is yes. But I’m clean and on the shot and you’re a virgin, right?” He blushed and nodded. “It’s okay. You won’t be for long.”

She stepped out of the stall and took a peek outside the bathroom. No one was around but voices were coming, so she hurried Micah on with a wave of her hand. He groped her ass on the way by and murmured, “Don’t forget your top.”

* * *

With the usual sacrifices made of the cake and ice cream, all that was really left was for Micah to open his presents. Daphne stuck around long enough to watch him open the birthday cards, including hers, which had a token gift card to a video game shop. When he thanked her, his eyes held hers a moment longer and she understood that it wasn’t just for the gift card. A few minutes later, she drifted to the back of the small crowd and left.

It was funny, but the idea that Micah would probably tell his friends never really bothered Daphne. He was a teenager. She assumed he would as soon as he got the other guys alone. The idea should have worried her, but with Kristen’s all-but-approval, no one who mattered could really drag her down about it. Besides, now she knew it wasn’t just Micah she was interested in, but all the eighteen-year-olds around the buildings, of which there were plenty.

Her walk home was slow and dreamy. Daphne thought, somewhat predictably, about her ex-husband Ron. In the last couple years of their marriage, his attentiveness to her physical needs fell away. Daphne thought he might be cheating on her and confronted him about it. But over a six-pack of beer and a bottle of wine, Ron confessed to Daphne he was coming to realize more and more he was asexual, not really physically attracted to anyone.

They tried therapy for a while, but although they both made pretty okay money, the bills piled up fast and it didn’t seem to help. They stuck it out a while longer, and even talked about Daphne taking lovers on the side. But they agreed if they were at that point, they might as well dissolve the marriage and move on with their lives.

It was not a divorce born of anger, but of two friends who drifted apart. Daphne still loved Ron a great deal, as he did her, and in their infrequent “dates” after the divorce, they discovered they were even better for each other as friends than lovers. Ron was happy now, truly happy, focused on work and play. He bought a boat, and spent a great deal of time on the water, learning how to fish.  Like her, his circle of friends expanded to a group he called the Travelin’ Crew, and they took mini-weekend vacations once a month.

Daphne held Ron no ill will, save for a certain desire to wake up next to a man who was steadfastly there for her, something that would never fade. A steady, sturdy relationship was still something she deeply wanted in her life, but maybe there was some fun to be had too, something she hadn’t quite been able to see until that day. There was no future with Micah. Daphne was not naïve about that. But she could have fun with him, teach him a few things, and send him on his way a man – and maybe a few of his friends as well. If she happened to meet someone special in the interim, she could always cut things off.

This was crazy. Daphne knew that. But she couldn’t deny either the spring of warmth flowing through her at the thought of the young lovers to come. First though was Micah, and she prepared for him, showering, blowing out her hair, doing up her makeup, and picking out her lingerie for the evening. She settled on a gossamer black babydoll and a matching thong that would be visible through the sheer fabric. The end result was a dark, sultry look that emphasized her olive skin and fiery eyes.

She waited on the couch, trying to settle into a romance novel but unable to focus. Instead, she texted Ron, and told him they should get lunch together soon. He agreed, and they set something up for that weekend. He asked if she was doing okay, and Daphne paused for a long moment before answering that. Was she?

Never better, she responded, and damned if it wasn’t true.

* * *

Much like the day’s strange journey began, Daphne opened her door to Micah. He dressed up, at least as much as he ever would, in khakis and a baby blue button-down. His hair was slicked and combed, and in his hands was a blue flower.

He froze as he stared at Daphne, his hands trembling again and the flower falling to the ground. He cursed as he knelt and picked it up. Daphne chuckled and moved aside to let him in.

“I didn’t know if, um, I should have bought you chocolates or something but I saw this in the flower beds and I thought, um…”

“It’s very nice. Unnecessary and I think next time I’d rather you left it in the planters, but the gesture is sweet,” Daphne said. She took the flower from him and placed it behind her ear. He leaned in to kiss her and shamelessly groped her breast through the lacy top of her babydoll. There was something incredibly hot about his boyish clumsiness, at the rough way he wanted her, no walls up whatsoever.

“Fuck,” she whimpered.

His lips were so inexperienced and eager. He was like a puppy trying to give her kisses, and it made her spread her hips so wide. As he licked- actually licked – the side of her lips, she dropped a hand to her cunt through the fabric of her babydoll. Her eyes unfocused as he moved his lips down her cheek to her neck. Her fingers rubbed her clit, her sex, and she whimpered without words as he dropped his khaki pants and shoved his big hard cock against her stomach, dry fucking her up against the wall.

“So fucking wrong,” Daphne whispered, sliding the hem of her babydoll up and plunging her fingers into her panties.

“Should I stop?” Micah asked, nearly panting against her neck.

“Don’t you dare,” she said. Her back arched when he sucked at her neck, His hand at her breast squeezed so hard it hurt, and she mewled with the pleasure of it, at the roughness, at the inexperience.

She pulled her soaked fingers out of her pussy and sucked at them. Micah pulled back to watch, his eyes half-lidded, a hand at his cock stroking it. Remembering the dream and knowing just how she wanted it the first time, Daphne twisted and pushed her ass back at him as she tugged up the fabric of the babydoll. He thrust his cock feverishly against the cleft of her ass and she tugged the panties down too. He gaped at her ass and his cock poked at her bud.

“No, no, lower,” she gasped, “put it in my pussy, fuck me, Micah, fuck me right here and now.”

“Um, um,” he said, pushing his cock lower and driving it between her folds. She moaned in irritation and lust and reached between her legs to point him where he needed to be. He drove into her hard, filling her as his chubby belly slapped against her skin.

“Ohhh, fuck!” Daphne cried out. If she didn’t have one arm propped against the wall he would have slammed her against it. His thrusts were wild and sloppy, his cock sliding out of her and slapping against her skin twice before he got the feel of it and started pumping into her more rhythmically. She bounced back against him, the warmth in her core like a bonfire, the orgasm a foregone conclusion in minutes

“Micah! Ohhhh, fuck, you’re making me co-oooome!”

Daphne quivered around him, stars exploding in her eyes as she forgot to breathe, forget to do anything but feel the pleasure. Somehow she stayed upright as he threw his cock into her with wet, lurid slurps, his hands around her now and cupping her big tits. He panted hard in her ear, a staccato, “Oh, oh, Ms. Cohan, Ms. Cohan, ohhh, ohhh!”

“Come inside me, come in my pussy, I need to feel it…”

“Oh, oh God, Ms. Cohan!” he yelled, and he drove deep one more time, blasts of his warmth filling her. She came again at the feel of him shooting inside her, her fist balling and beating against the wall.

He pulled out, probably more by accident than on purpose. She spun and tugged his shirt up and over his head. He kicked off his shoes and dropped his pants the rest of the way as she shed her own clothes. When they were both naked, Daphne grabbed him by the arm and yanked him towards the bedroom. “Was that okay?’ he asked, his voice hoarse.

“Uh huh,” Daphne replied. They shot into the room and she shoved him down onto the bed. “Crawl up it,” she said. He did and she hurried right after him until he hit the pillows, sitting mostly upright as she drove down to suck his softening cock and the mix of their fluids.  She gripped his base with one hand and mewled as she tasted herself and him. So wantonly wrong. She was being such a slut for him and she didn’t care, delirious with lust.

“There’s… something… we need to talk… about,” she said around his cock as she cleaned him.

“W-what?”

“This isn’t… a relationship. This is a birthday present. I’ll teach you… mmm… so much… about being a man… but we don’t fall in love.”

“Fuck buddies?” Micah asked, and the word “fuck dropping from his mouth made her giggle. Daphne couldn’t remember if he ever said fuck around her before.

“Yes.” She pulled back and jacked his slowly thickening cock. “God, I can’t believe you’re getting hard again. This is crazy, this is crazy…”

“You think it’s crazy? Try being me!” Micah said.

She nuzzled his cock with her lips, then devoured his tip again, licking and sucking just his first inch until he was hard enough to keep going. Her body roared for him to be inside her again and she rushed up him, straddling his waist and gripping his cock underneath her pussy. She dropped, and both of them at once moaned deliriously as she took every inch of him, her thighs slapping against his.

As Daphne rocked on his dick, she grabbed his hands and pushed them at her tits again. She thought about warning him not to be so rough this time, but she was too far gone to care much and it didn’t matter anyways. Now that the frantic first fuck was done with, he seemed content to explore and enjoy this, staring up at her with rapt wonder and playing with her nipples. His thumbs circled them and she tossed back her hair, moaning down to him, “Yes, just like that, tease them just like that.”

“Did I really make you… ummm… back there, did I…?”

“Make me come?” Daphne asked. He blushed and nodded. “Say it.”

“Did I make you come, Ms. Cohan?”

“You did, Micah. And e-earlier, too.”

“Huh?” he asked, stopping his motions as he peered at her.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop…” Immediately his thumbs circled her nipples again and she nearly cried out with the simple pleasure of the sensation. “After you l-left, I took a nap… had a dream about y-you. Mm, about us, together.”

“Like… a sex dream?”

“Yes, Micah, like a sex dream. The hottest one I’ve ever had. And then I woke up and I was so wet for you I couldn’t stop myself. I played with my little p-pussy until I nearly screamed.  Do you like my pussy?”

“I love your… your pussy.”

“Good. Because I’m going to want this a lot, Micah.”

“Me too.”

“Yeah?” she asked, her voice a near whine as she started to bounce on him. Christ, his cock was hitting just the right spot, rubbing her on every downthrust and making her feel so damn raw and alive. “Want… your slutty… neighbor next door… to teach you everything about sex?”

“Ohhhhh,” he moaned.

“Tell me. Tell me to teach you how to make love to a woman,” she said, driving her hips down.

“Yesss! I want you to teach me how to m-m-make love to a woman!”

“How to eat out a woman…” she said, their skin slapping together as her hands joined his at her breasts, squeezing them.

“E-eat you. I want to eat that… that pussy.”

“How to fuck a woman,” she moaned, dropping lower on him until she was nearly close enough to kiss him.

“How to… fuck a woman.”

She moved his hands to her ass and leaned in to whisper, “And maybe at the end of the summer… how to take a woman’s ass….”

“You’re going to let me…”

“I’m going to teach you e-everything. Mmm… fuck, oh fuck!”

“Oh… oh shit, oh, Ms. Cohan… I’m close again, I’m really close…”

“Come in me, baby. I love feeling that come inside me. I love dripping you. I know it’s wrong. Can you forgive me, Micah?”

“Yessss!” he moaned.

“You’ll forgive me for being your dirty slut this summer?”

“Ohhhh… oh!”

He strained upward one more time, his whole body tensing. Though he just came so much, it felt like there was even more this time filling Daphne up. She cooed in delight and kept rocking on him until he slipped out of her. She stayed right where she was, pushing up only a little so she could reach under herself and shove three fingers into her cunt and the gooey mess he left behind, bouncing above him, mouth agape. Daphne came again, gurgling nonsense as the sensations roared through her.

When Daphne finally collapsed beside her young lover, gone was any guilt, any misgivings over this. She knew what she wanted, and she thought she could see the shape of this thing. What fun could be had, if Kristen wanted to help with the others. And Daphne knew damn well Solette would be game. Maybe she’d even join in with Micah, help teach him how to eat out a woman. Mm. That would be a fun demonstration, wouldn’t it?

She rested on her side, stroking his stomach as Micah wiped the sweat from his forehead, still catching his breath. “I want a favor from you,” she said, and leaned over to lick the sweat from his flabby breast.

“Anything,” he croaked.

“I want you to help me pick out the other eighteen-year-old virgins around the complex.”

It took him a minute to process that. “You’re going to help them lose their virginity too?”

“In a way. I think I’m going to have help. The Eighteen Club. Any of you comes of age and you’re still a virgin… well, I think we need to show you how it’s done, don’t you?”

And with that, she began to lick away the sweat lower on his body. Micah dropped back against the pillows, watching her, silently mouthing, “Holy shit.” Daphne giggled. Oh yes, she thought. This was going to be much, much better than book club.

* * * * *

Thanks for reading!

Find me on Twitter at www.twitter.com/IanSnowWriter
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