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Chapter One

I was working the express lane at the supermarket, 15 Items or Less, clocking nine bucks an hour on second shift.

Yeah, it was the express, alright. The first stop on the Going Nowhere in Life Express.

My days were monotonous. Scanning labels, hitting buttons, counting cash, arguing with little old ladies who, for one reason or another, thought I was the one personally declining their maxed-out credit cards.

I still lived at home. College didn’t interest me, so I never applied. I had no skills to speak of, not really, unless you counted the ability to string together a dozen no-scope head shots in one round.

My friends had either gone off to college or were working in the building trades. I was the only one left, just a sucker with no future.

I turned eighteen three months ago and, already, I felt like my life was over.

It was just another day. Me standing at my register, the ever-humming conveyor belt pushing piles of groceries my way, eight hours of pure boredom broken up only by the occasional (and aforementioned) angry old ladies.

I was dreaming about what I’d do at the end of my shift. Which, of course, just meant crashing out on my couch in my basement bedroom to numb my mind until I passed out.

And then, yeah, I’d wake up and do the same song and dance all over again.

All in all, it seemed like just another day. I had a lull between customers. I was leaning on the counter staring at my phone, scrolling through Instagram, which only made me feel worse.

Scrolling through dozens (hundreds, thousands!) of beautiful women, making myself salivate at the sight…when, in reality, I still hadn’t gotten my first kiss.

The boredom and go-nowhere job would have been tolerable, at least, if I could at least score a girlfriend.

But it turned out I didn’t have any skills when it came to romance, either.

“Excuse me, is this lane open?”

I looked up, tried to speak, and couldn’t.

She must have been in her mid-forties. Dirty blonde hair. Sharp blue eyes so piercing they could drive holes through steel.

She was a professional woman. A tight khaki skirt was air-sealed to her hips, with the smallest slit running up her left thigh, showing flawless skin covered with an air-tight stocking.

Her blouse was black and tight, sleeveless, and I was in awe at the texture of her skin. Supple and tight, no signs of premature wrinkles, hardly any body fat to speak of.

The blouse was tucked in tight to her skirt, showing off her narrow waist. God, she looked so fit…

The top few buttons on her blouse were unfastened, showing off hints of her chest. The flesh across her sternum was as flawless as her arms, as her face, no wrinkles or sagging skin, no ugly sun marks.

She smiled with lips red as murder. Natural lips, no filler, no Botox, the kind of face younger women on Instagram strived for with filters and surgery.

My entire body froze, every muscle, my vocal cords, and, I swear, for a moment it felt as though my heart had literally stopped.

The woman regarded me with a smiling curiosity. She tilted her head to the left, making her small golden earrings dangle. Being caught in this woman’s gaze was an instant, heartbreaking thrill.

This is the kind of woman young men write songs about, I thought idly.

She laughed to herself, yet there was no malice in her laughter. It wasn’t mean-spirited or judgmental. More like my stunned silence just amused her.

“So should I go to the other checkout lane or…?” she trailed off, her sultry voice honey-smooth.

I only found my voice when I noticed her wedding ring.

What the hell did you think, jackass? I thought to myself. That some forty-year-old smokeshow was going to hit on you while you ring up her groceries?

I stood up straight and slipped my phone into my back pocket. “Yeah, sorry about that, ma’am,” I said.

“Ma’am?” she said, smirking. “What, are you trying to make me feel old?”

I stuttered, not knowing what to say, frozen in place, caught the sharp gaze of this woman.

“Um…”

Her lips tightened, her smirk both devious yet sensual. Her teeth were a pristine shade of white, her tongue bright and pink as she laughed.

“You’re way more adorable than you realize,” she said.

I blushed, my stomach falling into a pit of embarrassment. Adorable? As far as compliments I would appreciate from a good-looking woman, adorable was pretty far down on my list.

“Adorable,” she repeated, “but handsome. And you’re definitely more handsome than you realize.”

“Um…thanks,” I said, then flicked my eyes back down to her wedding ring, big and golden and covered in diamonds.

“Yeah, unfortunately I am married,” she said. “Twenty years. Not all of them are a waste, no, but I could have done without the last decade of matrimony.”

“Sorry to hear that,” I said. I nodded toward her shopping cart. “Do you want me to ring you up?”

She leaned forward, exposing her chest. I tried not to look…but got the strangest impression that she wanted me to look.

“What’s your name, young man?” she asked.

“Quinn,” I said. “And, uh…you?”

“Talia,” she said.

She kept her eyes on mine, leaning forward, as if daring me to take a peek.

Talia studied me, her smirk tightening with each passing second. Those eyes drilled holes straight through me, like she could read me from the inside out, thoughts and all.

Like there wasn’t a thing I could hide from her.

“How old are you, Quinn?” she asked after a moment.

“Eighteen,” I mumbled.

“Eighteen,” she echoed, my age rolling across her tongue like a fresh dollop of ice cream. “You’re a grown man, then.”

“You could say that, I guess,” I said, blushing an even deeper shade of red, sweat breaking out across my brow.

“How long have you been with your girlfriend?” she pressed.

I lowered my head, trying not to look embarrassed…or like a liar. “Probably about a month now,” I said.

Her sharp eyes narrowed on me. Talia’s bright red lips parted. Her tongue rolled across them, making the deep red texture glisten. “You don’t have to make up stories, Quinn,” she said. “It’s perfectly normal for a sexy young man like yourself to be a late bloomer.”

Sexy!?

Was this woman messing with me or what?

Yet, as I stared back at her, dumbfounded and silent, she looked genuine.

“You’ve never been with a woman,” she said. “You can admit it. It’s not embarrassing at all. In fact, I think it makes you cuter.”

She’d seen right through my lie. I didn’t see a reason to tell any others.

“No, I’ve never been with a woman,” I admitted. Saying it out loud to her felt oddly freeing, in a way. The moment I admitted it, I felt my confidence rising, like I didn’t have anything to hide. “It would be nice to get with one, though.” I held my breath for a moment, my heart pounding, then added: “Especially a woman who knows what she’s doing.”

Talia ran her tongue across her lips again. She nodded toward her groceries, then began loading them onto the conveyor belt.

“Ring me up, young man,” she said.

“Right away,” I said, suddenly feeling flushed. A nervous heat crept up the back of my neck. Had I just crossed a line, saying that? About looking for an experienced woman?

Good God, if Talia took that the wrong way, she could get me fired…

I rang up her groceries, bagged them, and told her the total. She briskly pulled out a credit card, swiped it, and the receipt came wiggling out of my register a moment later.

“H-H-Here you go,” I said, handing her the receipt.

She plucked it gingerly from my grip. She reached across the register. I had a pen in my right pocket, halfway sticking out. My pulse suddenly raced when she grabbed the pen and pulled it out.

Talia scrawled her phone number on the back of the receipt, folded it in half, and slipped it back into my pocket along with the pen.

“You work second shift most nights?” she asked.

I nodded, suddenly finding it difficult to speak again. “Y-Y-Yup.”

“So I assume you’re generally free earlier in the day,” she said.

I nodded again.

“Good, very good,” she smirked. Talia looked me up and down, then we locked eyes again. “My husband leaves for work at eight in the morning and never gets home from work before five o’clock. Give me a call tomorrow, Quinn.”

“A call…for what?” I asked.

She winked at me. “You’re clueless,” she said, then lowered her voice: “But not that clueless. See you tomorrow, young man.”

She started to walk away. My eyes were drawn to her ass, the khaki skirt so tight I could just barely see the outlines of her panties.

“Yeah, see you tomorrow, Talia,” I said.

She paused and looked back at me. Her smile grew sharper, more knowing. Mid-forties, yet she didn’t have a wrinkle or smile line to speak of.

“I like the way my name sounds when you say it,” she said, winked again, and swaggered off, pushing her shopping cart.

*****

That night, when I got home, I found myself lying flat on my bed, staring at the ceiling, that receipt with Talia’s number gripped tight in my hands.

“There’s no way she was serious,” I whispered to myself. “Just…just no way.”

Except there it was, ten glorious numerical digits scrawled on cheap receipt paper with TALIA slashed across the bottom in exquisitely precise penmanship.

I felt a nervous bubble forming in my belly. Even if she was serious, what the hell did she even want with me?

Well, I thought quietly, maybe she wants to teach you a thing or two.

That idea sent the blood rushing straight to my crotch. My cock was instantly rendered as stiff as a piece of lumber.

I sighed nervously, even as the excitement started brewing in my stomach.

“Maybe it would be good for me to have a few lessons,” I said with a shrug.

I looked at the time. Just past midnight. Talia said her husband left for work at eight in the morning.

These next eight hours are going to be long as hell, I thought.


Chapter Two

I could barely sleep that night. For hours, I kicked back and forth in bed, torturing myself by imagining what Talia might want to do with me.

When I did manage to pass out for awhile, I dreamed of her. What she might look like under that tight, mutedly seductive business casual attire.

Come morning, I woke up with a painful erection, dragged myself out of bed, and stared at myself in the mirror.

I held my phone in one hand, Talia’s number in the other. I glanced at the time. Eight-thirty.

Holding my breath, I dialed her number, fully expecting Talia not to answer.

Instead, she picked up on the first ring.

“Quinn?” she answered, her sultry voice highlighted with a vaguely excited tone.

“Hey Talia,” I said. “Yeah, it’s me. Um…”

She giggled. “I’ll text you my address.”

I tried to respond, but couldn’t. This was moving so fast, it was making me dizzy. I felt like someone had just clocked me upside the head with a brick.

“Does that work for you?” she asked.

“Oh, totally, yes, obviously,” I said, blubbering like a moron. “I can, uh, yeah…um…”

Her easy laughter shook me out of my daze. “You’re just too much,” she giggled. “Try not to let yourself get too nervous, young man. I don’t bite…much.”

Her suggestive tone made my blood simmer. For one awful second, I thought her voice alone was going to make me bust in my shorts.

Through the speaker, I heard her tapping on her screen. My phone buzzed with a text notification a moment later.

Dude, is this really happening?

“Should I, like, bring you flowers or something?” I asked, praying I didn’t sound as stupid as I felt.

She lowered her voice. When she spoke, her tone was sharp, aggressive. Offended.

“Flowers?” she shot back. “What do you think this is, young man? Do you really think I just slipped you my number so you could swing by my house for a cheap lay? Is that the kind of woman you think I am?”

It was like a vise closing around my throat. I stuttered, sputtered. My voice croaked in the back of my throat, but nothing came out.

That is, until Talia started laughing again.

“Relax,” she giggled. “I was just messing with you. But no, to answer your question, you don’t have to bring me flowers.”

I nearly collapsed from relief. “Christ, Talia,” I laughed. “You almost gave me a heart attack just then.”

“Sorry,” she purred. “It’s just a defense mechanism, I suppose.”

“A defense mechanism?”

“Mm-hmm,” she answered. “When I find myself attracted to a man, I just can’t keep myself from screwing with him a little bit.”

Dude…she’s attracted to you.

Yeah, sure, I could have assumed as much. She did give me her number, after all. But still, hearing her say it so matter-of-factly…

“Leave now,” Talia said.

“Just give me a moment to shave,” I said.

Her flirty laugh chirped through the phone speaker. “No, don’t,” she shot back. “I like the fuzz on your face. Now hurry along, young man. I don’t like to be kept waiting when I’m feeling this…” she trailed off, giggling again.

“I’ll be there,” I said.

“I’m sure you will,” she answered, then hung up.

I looked at myself in the mirror. Just then, I looked like I’d seen a ghost.

The color in my face was gone. My mouth hung open. Shit, I was shocked I wasn’t drooling.

“Yeah,” I said to myself. “This is definitely happening.”

*****

The GPS guided me through quiet, tree-lined roads. I’d been a little hesitant at first about showing up at Talia’s home. I assumed she’d have neighbors. Neighbors would gossip and that gossip could have gotten back to Talia’s husband. And, for all I knew, Talia’s husband might have been a gun-toting psychopath.

Yet as I arrived at the sprawling property, I realized my concerns were baseless. It was a huge, modern home, but the closest neighboring property was over a quarter-mile away. Talia’s massive home was hemmed in with tall hedges in every direction, plus wrought iron gates to keep out intruders.

I pulled my dented old pickup down the winding blacktop driveway. There was a roundabout directly in front of the house with branching paths. One led to a standalone garage just to the east, the other to a guest house and an in-ground swimming pool.

Talia awaited me at the front door, leaning against the doorway. Her grin was both welcoming and expectant. Even from afar, I sensed something brewing within her bright, piercing eyes.

She had a look of pure modern elegance, sensuality mixed with an almost regal aura. She wore a dark, subdued skirt. It was tight, with no wrinkles in the fabric, black nylon or possibly polyester that cupped her thighs like a second skin. A wide slit opened over her right thigh, exposing nearly every inch of flesh from her right ankle up to her hip.

Talia curled that bare leg. Firm, feminine definition showed in her upper thigh, in her calves, and her open-toed heels revealed toenails impeccably colored bright green.

God, even her feet were perfect.

Her skirt was just that, though, ending at the waist. Talia wore a very tight, very small halter top, sheared off at the belly. Her exposed stomach was like a soft sculpture, with light abdominal muscles that looked fit, rather than chiseled, and a plunging neckline with crisscrossing straps made me realize she wasn’t wearing a bra. Even still, her breasts were perfectly firm, but obviously natural.

In fact, everything about this woman was natural. No needles had ever touched this face. Hell, it didn’t even seem like she was wearing makeup.

She just didn’t need it.

Talia stood silently in her doorway sipping a mug of tea. It was hot, steam curling up from the mug, vaporous tendrils twisting and curving, giving Talia an almost supernatural energy.

I put the truck in PARK and got out. “Should I pull into the garage or…?”

“You can park that truck in the bushes for all I care,” she smiled. She nodded primly toward the front door. “Come inside.”

Her tight skirt swayed somewhat around her ankles as she turned and stepped inside. Last night, as I watched her walk away from my cash register, I was able to spot the outline of her panties beneath her khaki skirt.

Well, this skirt was far tighter, with fabric that was much thinner, and I couldn’t spot a single panty outline on her ass.

Is she even wearing panties? I thought numbly.

Realizing my truck was still running, I scrambled back into the cab, turned off the engine, then shot toward the front door.

When I stepped inside, Talia was already well ahead of me. Her open-toed heels clicked loudly against the foyer’s smooth marble floor. There were spiral staircases on either side of the foyer, but Talia headed forward, into an adjacent living room.

I followed at a brisk pace, but tried not to rush. I didn’t want to look too desperate.

I found Talia sitting on a large leather couch situated in front of a wall-mounted flatscreen television. The screen was black, the room quiet.

Talia had her steaming mug in one hand, with her free arm draped over the rear cushions. I paused for a moment, looking around the room, vaguely aware that this living room alone was probably half the size of my family’s entire house.

“Nice place,” I said.

She scoffed. “It’s just a place to live,” she said. She patted the empty space next to her. “Come join me, Quinn.”

I lingered for a moment, looking around again. A house this nice must have had security systems…and sure enough, I saw a security camera mounted on the ceiling, up in the corner over a bookshelf. The blinking red light over the lens was vaguely ominous, the goddamn Eye of Sauron.

“He doesn’t check the security footage, if that’s what you’re worried about,” Talia said. “And even if he did, he wouldn’t have the balls to confront you.” She paused, thought about it, and laughed sweetly. “And if he did confront you, you’d have nothing to worry about. My husband has never been in a fistfight and faints if he cracks a fingernail.”

She patted the empty cushion again.

“So come and sit with me, young man,” she purred, sipping her tea, the steam swirling in front of her face.

I nodded. My stomach was tight. Blood was already threatening to rush to my cock. I’d never been alone in a room with a woman so gorgeous.

Hell, I couldn’t remember the last time I was alone in a room with a woman at all. This might have been the first time.

As I joined her on the couch, I felt like I was walking through a dream. Somewhat nervous, my feet gliding, my arms and legs feeling weightless. Doubt crept into the back of my mind.

What are you doing here? I asked myself. You have no business being around a woman like Talia. Dude, you don’t even know what you’re doing…

I sat down next to her, precisely where she gestured, and that left about two inches of space between us.

Talia closed that gap almost immediately. My cock shifted in my pants the moment I felt the warmth of her body against mine, the moment I got an up close look at her bare midriff. The scent of her perfume – light, airy, subtle – made me feel lightheaded.

“As I’ve mentioned, you’re a very handsome young man, Quinn,” she said. “But that isn’t the reason why I invited you over.”

“Why, then?” I asked.

“Because you look like a man who can follow directions,” she said. She tilted her mug to her lips, took a sip of tea, and swallowed pensively. She leaned toward me, resting her head against her arm, so close I could feel her breath hitting my face. “I’ve been having some issues, you see.”

“Issues like what?” I asked.

“In the bedroom,” she shot back, smirking.

“If your husband is having problems, there are pills he can take,” I said stupidly.

She shook her head. “It’s not a performance issue,” she said. “See, men my age aren’t good at following directions. They get…” she paused, then grimaced, “set in their ways. The same old routines. They don’t like to learn new tricks.”

I swallowed hard. Talia already established that she wanted the truth out of me, and she’d seen right through my lies before.

Honesty, it seemed, would be my best policy.

“Well I hope I’m not shooting myself in the foot by saying this, Talia,” I said, “but I don’t really know any tricks at all.”

Her grin tightened. She walked her fingers across my shoulder and lightly tugged at my shirt, pinching the fabric between her forefinger and her thumb. By then, my cock was nearly fully erect and there was no hiding it.

“I figured as much,” Talia said. “I took one look at you and thought, This young man is sexy as hell, but doesn’t know it. He looks innocent…but not that innocent.”

Talia scooted closer. The slit in her dress opened up. Her bare upper thigh pressed against my leg. My cock stiffened further. My balls tightened into grenades. I wanted to grab her by the waist and kiss her…if that’s what she wanted me to do.

I wasn’t only intimidated by this bombshell, I was confounded, confused. I didn’t know what to do.

“I’ve been looking for a young man who can follow directions,” she said. “Someone who can learn a lesson or two about satisfying me.”

“And out of every guy you could have chosen, you picked me?” I asked.

She gave me a curt nod. She released her grip on my shirt and walked her fingers over to my neck. She brushed the pad of her thumb along my jawline.

I was blushing, sweating, squirming in my seat. My heart coiled tight in my chest.

Dude, show some initiative! She obviously wants you! Make a damn move before she thinks you’re a weirdo!

Throwing caution to the wind, guided by the aching desire jutting up from between my thighs, I quickly moved in to kiss her.

And Talia stopped me, pressing one upraised forefinger against my lips.

“You’re a forward young man,” she giggled. “I like that. But don’t be too aggressive. That’s a mistake many young men make.”

“Oh, uh…sorry,” I said, and as my lips shifted as I spoke, I could taste her finger, the subtle flowering hints of her flesh.

Her tongue slid out, across her bottom lip, and she shook her head again. “Don’t be sorry, just slow down,” she purred, her voice hitting a lower, quieter pitch. “Don’t just shove your tongue into my throat. Start slowly.” She set her mug of tea down and pulled her finger away from my lips. “And touch me gently.”

I nodded, took a deep breath, and started again. This time, I gradually slid my arm around her waist, letting my fingers graze across her bare back, cupping the base of her spine.

Talia exhaled quietly, her eyelids fluttering. Patiently, I moved my mouth to hers. A closed-lip kiss…at least at first.

My lips smacked against her mouth and Talia parted her lips slightly, easing into my kiss. Her body shifted against me gradually. I placed my free hand on her hip, rolling my thumb across the waist of her skirt.

Talia’s lips opened by another half-inch, maybe less. I gave her the tip of my tongue then felt deep relief when she gave me hers. She slid it in and out, our tongues touching but only briefly, but even that momentary contact seemed to get her hotter.

Talia ran her hand up my cheek, her fingernails lightly tickling my face. I shifted my hand from her hip to her bare belly, moving inward, toward her navel. I realized at that moment, I was moving too quickly again, allowing my hand to be drawn to the temptation between her thighs.

I shifted my hand back to her hip, cupped it tightly, pressing the pad of my thumb into her hipbone.

Talia rewarded me with a deeper kiss, parting her lips wider, her tongue sliding into my mouth as if she meant to count my teeth.

And then she pulled away, just an inch or so. She smacked her lips, with a small, satisfied grin on her face, and draped her arms around my neck.

“I haven’t been kissed like that in years,” Talia mentioned.


Chapter Three

She sat there for a moment, her eyes closed, licking her lips. Like she was reliving our kiss.

Talia had one hand on the back of my head, gently massaging my scalp. I could feel every one of her finely manicured fingernails brushing through my hair, lightly touching my skin.

I still had my hand on her lower back, the other on her hip. Her skin was warm, smooth, moisture to the point of being velvety, as if her flesh was woven from satin.

Finally, Talia opened her eyes. “Mmmm,” she moaned, smiling quietly, her eyes alive with excitement. “That was a very good first lesson.”

Again, she had me blushing, but she seemed to like it so I didn’t care.

“Was that your first kiss, Quinn?” she asked.

I nodded. “Yeah, my first.”

“You show a lot of promise,” she said. “But a kiss is just the beginning.” She glanced down at my hand on her hip, then looked me in the eye again. “What are you planning on doing with that hand, young man?”

My cock was throbbing. The adrenaline pumping through my limbs was otherworldly, urging me on…but then I remembered.

Slow. Intentional. Like she said.

“I was thinking of slipping it under your skirt,” I said.

“Mmmm,” she purred. “That’s a delicious idea. Go on and give it a shot.”

I stared into her piercing gaze as I tugged her skirt up, pulling the hemline to her knees. When I put my palm on the bare skin of her lower thigh, my heart rate spiked, but I kept calm, I remained focused.

Talia sat backward, relaxing, enjoying my touch. She kept her head tilted toward me, studying my face. Now and again she’d run her fingers across the back of my head, threading her fingertips through my hair.

I moved my hand slowly, gradually, but without stopping. My fingers crested the top of her thigh then crept inward. I let the pad of my thumb gently tickle her flesh as I moved deeper, toward her inner thigh.

Her lips smacked when she swallowed. I realized she was holding her breath.

“Now remember, females aren’t like men,” she said. “Our libido heats up gradually. Don’t just go for it.”

I nodded, slipped my hand deeper…and almost blew my load in my pants when it became apparent that she wasn’t wearing any panties at all. My earlier suspicions were confirmed.

She was bare under there.

I let my forefinger drift to the narrow valley between her hipbone and her upper thigh. I tickled her, massaged her, and shifted my thumb. When I did, it brushed against the softest thatch of pubic hair.

“Do you know where the clitoris is, Quinn?” she asked, her breath becoming more clipped, her voice getting deeper.

“I do, I think,” I said. I shrugged. “Kind of, I mean. I’ve seen it in videos online, you know…”

She rolled her eyes. “Porn will absolutely kill your generation’s sexual prowess,” she said. Then that grin returned. “Well, at least you’ll know what you’re doing.”

She kicked off her shoes and leaned back on the armrest, her legs pointed toward me. As she moved, my hand slipped back down to her knee, and I felt an instinctive need to thrust my hand back up her skirt again.

Be gradual. Stay focused. Keep calm.

Talia tugged her skirt up higher, to her knees, then her upper thighs, all the way up to her hips.

Though I was thoroughly caught in her soul-piercing gaze, the sight of her bare, wet pussy stole my attention.

The flesh of her inner thighs was satin-smooth, a shade paler than the rest of her. Her sex was bright pink, already dripping, and the curly tufts of hair on her mound were finely trimmed, a narrow trail.

She splayed her fingers out in a V-shape and ran them down either side of her sex. She slowly drew them backward, pulling on her hood, showing me the glistening button of her clitoris.

Seeing it laid bare shook me deeply. A raw hunger seized me. Without thinking, I moved forward, leaning between her thighs.

And Talia stopped me again, once more pressing an upraised forefinger against my lips.

“I appreciate your enthusiasm, but remember what I told you,” she said.

“Slow,” I said. “Patient.”

“That’s right. You’ve got a severely handsome face, Quinn, but I don’t want you to just bury it between my legs.” She ran her fingers down her legs, from her knees down toward her inner thighs.

I watched with rapt attention, watching the light scratch marks she left on her thighs slowly fade away.

“Kiss the insides of my legs first,” she said. “Start at the knees then move down slowly. When you reach my spot, don’t just lick me. Lick around it. Tease it.”

I took a deep breath then moved on her, precisely as she said. I stared into her eyes as I kissed her inner left knee, then the inner right. I switched from one leg to the other, kissing and trailing my tongue. I made small, incremental movements as I drew closer to the heat between her legs. The scent of her sex grew more delicious the closer I got.

Though I hadn’t touched her there yet, Talia was already breathing more heavily. She arched her back against the armrest. She curled her toes, tightening them further with every subsequent kiss I planted on her thighs.

Then I was right there, her heat less than an inch away from my mouth. I slid my arms under her thighs, curved my hands around to her hips.

“Lick around it,” she whispered. “Tease it.”

I rolled my tongue around the left side of her clit. The dripping pussy had already rendered it wet. The salty taste delighted me, made me hunger for more, but instead I slowly trailed my tongue above her clit, barely grazing it.

As I shifted around to slide my tongue down her right side, I had an idea.

With just a subtle movement, I let my bottom lip brush against her clit.

Talia gasped and her legs tightened around my face. She ran her fingers through my hair then gripped it tight, like she wanted to pull it out by the fistful.

“Good, so good,” she panted. “More, Quinn. More, just like that. Lick around me, use your lips…”

This time, I circled the tip of my tongue around her cherry just a little bit faster. I did one pass, then another, then brushed my lower lip against her clitoris once more.

“Keep going just like that until I tell you to stop,” she panted.

I gazed up at her from between her thighs. Talia arched her back more sharply. She ran her hands up her bare abdomen then cupped her breasts through her halter top. Her nipples were stiff and showing, two eager little points in the cups of her top.

Talia kept her right hand in the center of her chest, as if she were trying to feel her own heartbeat. With her left hand, she teased her nipples through the fabric.

She had her eyes shut tight. Her lips began to quiver. A bead of sweat ran from her hairline down across her temple.

“Lick it now,” she whispered. “Quinn, you can lick it now. Not too fast, but just a little…”

I flicked the tip of my tongue across her button twice then flattened my taste buds against it. I gave her a short, slow lick then brushed my lower lip against her clit again.

Talia’s eyes shot open. The soft definition in her abdomen grew more pronounced as she clenched her stomach, propping herself up a bit on her elbows, her face twisting in what could have been mistaken for pain.

She grinded herself against me, clutching my face to her sex with a sudden burst of greed. Her pussy was wetter than before, positively drenched.

Had I just…?

She lay back, panting. She looked down at me, giggling. “Congratulations, Quinn,” she said. “You just made a woman cum.”


Chapter Four

It was pretty surreal. The taste of Talia’s sex lingered on my tongue, on my lips, in the back of my throat.

She was reclining on the couch, breathing heavily, a look of quiet satisfaction in her eyes as another bead of sweat rolled down her face.

I’d pulled back a little, upright on my knees, unsure of what she wanted to do next, of how she wanted me to continue.

Dude, like she said, just be patient. She’s going to let you know, just try to stay focused.

“Well, we sort of got straight to the point, didn’t we?” she said after a while.

I chuckled as I wiped her honey from my lips. “Things, uh…did move a little fast, I guess.”

She raised an eyebrow, a look of concern in her eyes. “I hope we’re not moving too fast,” she said. “I wouldn’t want to make you uncomfortable. If you’re not ready for more, then we don’t have to…”

The idea of Talia sending me on my way was so singularly painful that I had to cut her off.

“No, no, this is all great,” I said.

She grinned at me as she fixed her skirt, pulling it back down to her knees. Still, she kept her knees bent slightly, her legs somewhat upraised, and I just had to glance between them to catch a glimpse of her pink sex, still wet and glistening.

“I’m glad to hear you say that,” she said, then turned slightly to the side, yet continued to smile up at me. “Because you’ve proven to be a good kisser…but you’ve still got one more spot to kiss.”

I didn’t understand…until she rolled over onto her knees and hiked her skirt up again. Talia looked back at me, a thin gold necklace dangling from her neck – I hadn’t even realized she was wearing one – and giggled when she saw the look on my face.

“Don’t be afraid,” she said. “It’s not just clean, it’s pristine.”

The narrow crack of her ass was tight, but just wide enough for me to catch a peek at her asshole. Light pink, puckered, tight…

“Now here’s the thing,” she said. “You can’t just shove your tongue in there. You need to…”

“Lick around it?” I asked. “Tease it?”

Her eyes lit up. She wiggled her ass and pulled her skirt up higher, well past her hips. “You’re a fast learner,” she said. She reached back and ran her forefinger down her ass crack, past her hole, then kept going. She spread her thighs open just a little bit wider and rubbed her pussy. “But you can’t neglect my sweet spot while you’re eating it,” she went on.

“So I should play with your clit while I…?”

She shrugged. “Don’t forget about my clit, no,” she said. “But there’s another spot. One that’s a bit harder to find.”

“Your G-spot, right?”

“That’s right,” she purred.

“I, um…I’m not sure…”

“Most men can’t find it, don’t worry about that,” she laughed. She slid her forefinger inside of her pussy, slowly thrust it deep, then pulled it out again. Talia took that same finger – wet, lubricated, shining – and circled it around her asshole. “Don’t you worry about that, though. You just follow my directions, young man, and we’ll be just fine.”

I felt absurdly inexperienced. Painfully inadequate. An hour ago, I’d never even had my first kiss, and now…

And now you’ve made a forty-year-old smokebomb cum, I told myself. You did that, big guy. You kissed her pussy and she liked it so much she gushed all over your face, so maybe try to feel a little more confident, huh?

Talia said nothing more, she just looked at me, waiting.

I leaned toward her bare ass, hungry for a taste…then remembered the lesson she gave me about eating her pussy.

“You’ve got a severely handsome face, Quinn,” was what she’d told me. “But I don’t want you to just bury it between my legs.”

I assumed the same logic went for her ass.

Talia watched me closely as I moved toward her. I ran my hand across the base of her spine, cupping her right ass cheek with the other. I leaned down and kissed her spine, ran my tongue down her bare back, and gently massaged her ass.

“Good,” she whispered, wiggling her backside back against me. “Very good. Now go a little lower. Don’t be afraid to explore.”

I kissed around her crack, kissed each cheek. I stuck out my tongue and ran it gently along her crack, being careful not to push too deep or too far too soon.

“Quinn, that’s great,” she whispered. “Push your face in deeper. Lick it a little.”

Her ass cheeks opened wider for me. I felt strange and rather awkward at first, pushing my face up this woman’s ass.

But then I gently lapped my tongue around her knot. I felt the little folds, little bumps of skin. I pressed the tip of my tongue against her center, just licking, not penetrating, yet even this got a reaction.

“Fuck,” she said quietly, clenching the cushions.

And Talia wasn’t just in a receiving mood, either. She carefully thrust her feet back and caught my erection between her soles. Slowly, she stroked the tent in my pants with her feet, the pressure light, the rhythm slow, but the pleasure took me unaware. I grunted, grinding my teeth, my cock becoming one giant nerve ending.

She giggled when she saw how much I enjoyed it, then reached back, grabbed my hair, and yanked my face deeper into her crack.

“You’re doing so good,” she said. “Now put your lips on it. Kiss it.”

I pursed my lips and gave her a light, tentative kiss. She moaned quietly and I gave her another, longer one. This time I changed it up and kissed her more firmly, more insistently. After a moment I gave her another swirl of my tongue.

“God, that’s it, right there,” she said. She was nodding, her eyes closed, licking her lips. “Now stick two fingers inside my pussy, Quinn. Your forefinger and your middle finger, preferably.”

I did as she asked, sliding them in together, knuckle-side up…

“No, not like that,” she said. “Don’t worry, common mistake. Shift your hand around, so that your knuckles are facing downward.”

“Yeah?” I asked.

“That’s the only way to reach the sweet spot, honey,” she said.

I shifted my hand, then slowly worked my fingers deeper. The slick walls of her sex were heaven to touch, like sticking my fingers in a velvet glove.

“Curve them a little,” she said.

I did, just a little.

“Now go deeper,” she panted. “An inch or two, not a lot…”

Then I felt it, the ribbed texture of the button hiding inside her. Though I’d been waiting for each instruction, I had an idea of what to do next.

And besides, I was starting to think I was getting good at this, and I wanted to surprise her.

Curving my fingers and reaching just an inch or so deeper, I gently massaged that ribbed nub, putting pressure on it, but not too much.

“Right there, young man,” she moaned. Her voice was becoming thicker, her breathing more rapid.

I swirled my fingers slowly and rhythmically around her inner nub, working it, teasing it, and kept a similar motion with my tongue. I circled her asshole slowly, paused to kiss it, even to suck it a little, and with each motion, I could sense Talia’s body growing more tense, taut, every muscle getting tighter.

She broke her feet away from my cock, and as good as it had felt, it was almost a relief that she stopped. If she’d just stroked me a few more times with her feet, I would have cum, and I didn’t want to blow my load until…

Do you think she’s really going to let you do it, man?

I tried not to think about what else Talia would let me do. Instead, I stayed in the moment, working her G-spot, tickling her ass with my tongue, kissing her knot.

“Good, good,” she panted. “Now stick your tongue in, nice and deep.”

I thrust it forward, pushing it through her tight rim, her soft petals yielding, albeit tightly. Her hole was tight around my tongue and only got tighter the deeper I pushed, until at least Talia shuddered.

“Christ!” she moaned, then bent forward, face down, and bit down on the leather cushion as her legs shook uncontrollably.

Talia jerked forward, going nearly flat on the cushions, pulling her delicious asshole away from me. I just stayed there on my knees, smiling quietly to myself, satisfied that she was satisfied.

I looked down at the beautiful, mature woman trembling from her second orgasm and thought, Yeah, I did that, that’s all me right there.

It took her a minute or two to gather herself. Slowly, she fixed her skirt, then sat up. Her hair had tumbled into her face, unruly but effortlessly gorgeous, even more so when she ran her hand through it, pushing it back, revealing a smile of pure contentment.

“I guess that was pretty good, too, right?” I asked.

Talia laughed, leaned into me, and lay her head on my shoulder. Her laugh was youthful, almost girlish, and I thought having her lean her head on me just might have been the greatest feeling in the world.

Until she put her hand on my erection, anyway.

She didn’t just grab it. Rather, she slowly slid her hands over it, pressing it through the fabric of my shorts. She pressed the pad of her thumb just below my ridge then rolled it down the underside of my cock, following the outline of my pulsing vein that ran down my center.

Talia was studying me again. I could hardly move. I thought if I did, I just might erupt.

“We’ve got one final lesson left,” Talia said. “And I think you can guess what that is.”

She tugged my pants down, flipping the waistband of my pants and boxers over my cock, revealing it. I sat perfectly still, but winced when she touched it, the delicate skin of her fingers slowly compressing around my shaft.

“Talia, I really don’t know if I’m going to be able to last if we, you know…do more,” I said.

Gently, lovingly, she kissed my throat and began stroking me. “I understand that, honey,” she whispered between kisses. “That’s why I’m going to give you a little bit of release right now.”

“Release?” I asked, grimacing from the pressure building in my cock, an eruption in the waiting.

She nodded, then kissed my ear, rolling her tongue on my earlobe. “That’s right,” she said. “I need you primed and ready to fuck me, young man. I can’t have you cumming before the third pump, now can I?”

Before I could say anything else, Talia lowered her face into my lap.

Yes, I had watched porn before. Lots of it. Like, I assumed, millions of other guys my age, the bulk of my sexual knowledge came from tube sites.

So you can understand why I was wholly unprepared for the subtle, silky divinity of Talia’s mouth.

She didn’t immediately deep-throat me. She didn’t cross her eyes and smack my cock against her cheek. Talia didn’t crank my cock like she was turning knobs in a factory.

No, her touch was methodical, patient.

She flattened her fingers against both sides of my cock and slowly stroked me. On her upstrokes, she toyed with my ridge, or the underside of my tip, then delighted every inch of me on her downstroke until her fingernails tickled my balls.

Talia kissed my tip slowly, working her lips against my slit. She offered me no over-the-top moans and groans and didn’t cry out, “GOD I WANT YOUR CUM.” Rather, she moaned quietly when she tasted my precum, and that subtle hint of pleasure sent a jolt of satisfaction straight through me.

Talia wasn’t putting on a performance. She wasn’t trying to capture me with porn-specific tropes.

No, Talia was just pleasuring me. That, and seemingly enjoying the way my cock fit so snugly into her throat.

Her kisses around my tip gradually turned into her parting her lips wider. She slid me inside. Talia’s lips rolled over my ridge then down my shaft. She stroked me, as if her lips were merely following along with her hands.

When she caught me in her throat from tip to base, she cupped my balls in her palms and tickled my inner thighs with her fingernails.

I watched her as she took me, mesmerized by the rhythmic motions of head bobbing in my lap, by the shifting soft muscles in her back and shoulders. I tilted my head and leaned to the side slightly, for a better look.

The sight of her lips wrapped around my shaft, of her nose nearly poking into my crotch, and the slick mess of precum and spit running down her chin caused a tectonic shift deep down inside of me.

“Talia, I’m close…”

“Mmmmmmm,” she purred, then simply quickened her motions.

Her lips slid up and down every inch of me. She applied her tongue strategically, pressing it against my slit or swirling it around my ridge. Her hands moved in rhythm with her mouth, turning my cock into a pleasure center tingling so intensely that it almost bordered on physical pain.

I gripped the back of her neck, right at the base, squeezing, gripping her, a reflexive sign of ownership. My touch spurred her on. Her lips tightened and her tongue grew busier until she felt my cock growing tense.

Sensing my orgasm, she withdrew up to my tip, her lips sealed around me just below my ridge, and she stroked me quickly, tightly, her muffled moans vibrating through the rigid jut of my cock until my sizzling nerve endings caused my vision to go blurry.

I cried out when I came. Talia held firm, her lips still sealed around me, and she made quiet, hungry little sounds as her throat shifted when she swallowed.

Then, she finished with a giggle.

Talia sat up, smirking, wiping off the slickness on her lips with one dainty motion.

I sank into the cushion, feeling as though every drop of my lifeforce had been wrung

right out of me. Talia cozied up beside me, her head once more on my shoulder. She slid her hand up my shirt, grazing across my abdomen with her fingertips.

My cock was still exposed, wet from her mouth, no longer hard but still slightly engorged with blood, still tingling, and yet I didn’t feel the least bit self-conscious having it out. Instead, I just quietly enjoyed the way Talia would look at it, smirking to herself. Given how hard I came, I had to assume she could still taste my cum in her throat.

She sat with one leg curled up. Her skirt was crooked, upraised toward her left hip. Just as I had myself exposed, Talia’s pussy was right there, hardly hidden at all, pink and wet and tight with the strip of golden hair situated above it.

I realized something. An aspect of sex that porn could never teach me. The aftermath, quiet and bare, two bodies lingering next to one another with nothing to hide.

I slipped an arm around her. The warmth of her body was comforting, quiet, and strangely felt just as intimate as everything else we’d done up to this point.


Chapter Five

After a few minutes of us sitting there snuggling, I started to worry.

My cock had only gotten softer. I felt utterly spent. I didn’t think I could manage to bend over and tie my shoelaces, much less keep going with Talia.

“So, um…does your husband have any Viagra lying around?” I asked sheepishly. I gestured to my cock. “Because I dunno…”

Her laughter was sweet, light, and severely intimate. The way someone laughs when they have nothing to hide from you.

“Quinn, I sincerely doubt you need any pill to help you get another erection,” she said. She ran her fingers higher across my chest. Lightly, she pinched my right nipple.

I smiled, both from flattery and the oddly pleasant sensation of her pinching me. “Talia, that’s really a nice thing to say, but…”

She cut me off without a word, kissing my neck again. Slowly, I cupped her flesh, my hands on her stomach, on her waist, shifting, rolling up her smooth back.

Talia paused, breaking the seal of her lips on my throat, but only long enough to pull off her halter top. She quietly tossed it to the floor. The mid-morning sun beamed in through the windows. Her bare breasts were firm, flawless, no need for a bra to keep them high and tight. The sunlight caught her areolas, her hard nipples, and I could see every dimple in her flesh, every bump and contour.

“Put your mouth on my tits, Quinn,” she said. She curled her legs beneath her, so that she was on her knees, and she slid her hands up the back of my skull before slowly pulling me into her bosom. “And remember what I told you before…”

Oh yeah, I remembered. Lick around it. Tease it.

Slow, patient. Stay focused.

Her breasts were firm, yet also oddly soft. I started by kissing above them, along her chest. I brushed a thumb against her right nipple, feeling a small adrenaline rush when I felt how rigid it was, how hard, how eager.

Slowly, I kissed my way down the canyon between her tits. I continued to tease her right nipple with my thumb, making tight circles, gradually drawing closer. Talia sucked in a sharp breath when I finally put my mouth on it, softly brushed my lips against it.

I slid my free hand to her left breast, and teased it as I had the right. I slid one hand down her abdomen. I felt her stomach tighten when I sucked her nipple harder. I broke my seal then switched to her left nipple, teasing it, flicking it with the tip of my tongue, then, finally, sealing my lips around it tight.

Talia sucked in her breath through clenched teeth. She turned, threw one leg around my hip, and straddled me.

“I don’t think you’ll have any trouble whatsoever getting hard again, young man,” she whispered.

My face was still buried in her tits. Talia thrust her hips back and pressed the valley of her ass cheeks against my cock. She began to grind on me. I wrapped my arms around her waist. I felt her wet pussy dripping on my lower stomach. The smooth, round texture of her ass slid back and forth across my cock.

Her smooth, soft ass cheeks roused my cock almost immediately. The nectar dripping from her wet cunt left a smear on my crotch, making me yearn for more. She kept sliding her ass up and down my shaft. I was half-hard within thirty seconds. One minute in, and I swear to Christ, I thought I just might have blown another load all over her ass.

“I…I still don’t think I’m going to last that long,” I admitted to her, embracing the trust between us, the honesty.

She smiled, tilted my face back from her tits, and kissed me on the cheek. “It’s not like a porn video, Quinn,” she assured me. “When you do everything right, you can make a cum with just a few good minutes of sex.”

That comment cut me down to my core. Sex, yes, she wanted to have sex with me. Not just oral. Not just ass play.

No, Talia wanted to fuck. But she wasn’t content to ride me, to slip my cock inside her and do all the work.

When she teased my cock to becoming fully erect all over again, she rolled off me, onto her back, her thighs spread to show me her slit, and I realized, more specifically, that Talia wanted me to fuck her.

After all, if she took the lead, what kind of lessons would I learn then?

Talia lay there topless, with her skirt rumpled around her waist like a ribbon. The whole of her body took my breath away. Endlessly smooth skin, little nooks and crannies – the folds where her thighs met her hipbone, the clefts of her ass – and radiant red lips that seemed to beckon for a deep kiss.

Again, driven by lust and excitement and unrealistic portrayals of good sex, I rushed toward her, then attempted to hook her legs over my shoulders.

“Hold on, hold on,” she smirked, then pulled her legs back down. “Good sex doesn’t need to be flashy.”

I blushed, painfully embarrassed…

But she touched my chin and turned my face back to hers. She pulled me close. Her free hand slid down to my hip and guided me deeper between her legs, though she made me stop right as my tip touched her entry.

“That’s it, just poke me, don’t push inside just yet,” she coached.

Gently, I pushed myself against her. Her pussy lips gave the tip of my cock a small wet kiss that sent a jolt of anticipation through my shaft.

“Men who don’t know what they’re doing will just jam it in and plow away,” Talia said. “Lord knows, my husband has been doing that for years.” She pulled herself closer, causing my tip to enter her slit, but just barely. “Good sex is about patience, about rhythm, about connection.”

I nodded, breathless and unable to speak. I gave her another poke, easing my tip in about half an inch, then slowly pulled back.

“That’s it, that’s good,” she said, her body tightening beneath me. “Now kiss me right here,” she went on, pointing to her throat, just below her jawline.

I poked and pulled back, poked and pulled back, then applied my lips to her throat, precisely where she told me.

“Take your shirt off,” she whispered. “I want to feel your skin, honey.”

I paused my kisses and slid my shirt off, tossed it aside, and put my mouth on her neck again. I moved my lips in a wider radius. I kissed her jawline, her earlobe, her throat, then lower, near her clavicle.

“Pull your cock away from my opening,” she panted. “Then, very gently, grind it against my clit.”

I slid my cock at an upward angle. Her pussy lips smeared the underside of my girth. I winced in pleasure when I felt her little round nub grind against my hood, then under my ridge.

She sank her fingernails into my flesh, digging small delightfully stinging divots into my back. “You’ve got me so fucking wet, Quinn,” she whispered. “Give me more, just a little more…”

Still grinding, I moved my hips steadily, gently. Her clit was wet and eager, smeared with my precum, with her pussy juice. Not only that, but I realized her thighs were soaked, as well.

She pulled me closer, leaving no space between us. Her nipples poked hard into my chest. My stomach pressed against hers. She opened her legs wider, hooking her left thigh around my waist, her heel digging into my back.

“I’m ready,” she whispered, and I noticed her voice had dropped an octave. It was deeper, throatier, and just a little bit desperate.

Close to begging, as a matter of fact.

When I slipped it in, my old Pornhub brainwashing almost kicked in. I wondered, Why isn’t she moaning? Why isn’t she screaming?

Then I remembered her lessons, her descriptions of good sex.

I knew she liked it by the way her lips tightened, by the way her eyelids softly fluttered. I pushed into my apex then, keeping a loose rhythm, pulled back and entered again. Two pumps, then three, and already I felt her cunt tightening around me.

Her fingertips tickled along my spine, along my ribs. She kept tightening her leg around my waist, digging her bare heel tighter into my back.

“Yes,” she panted quietly. “Quinn, yes…just a little faster now, not too fast, just a little…”

I did as she asked, focusing on my speed, my momentum, my rhythm, the pitch of her breathing. It grew sharper, almost like I was hurting her.

By the tenth thrust, I felt my cock tingling. I didn’t allow myself to fret, though. I just focused on Talia, on her body, the subtle signs of her enjoyment. A flutter in her stomach, the hammering of her heart drumming from her chest through mine, the growing slickness brewing between her thighs.

It was a veritable puddle between us. Her dew, my precum. Our sweaty bodies, trading beads of sweat, smearing them into our pores, experiencing one another in the tight confines of our mutual intimacy.

Then, finally, her voice rose. Her body shifted under me as she arched her spine. It wasn’t theatrical, not overly dramatic, just a quick, high-pitched, “Oh!”

She shuddered beneath me. The slick of her sex coated me, shaft and balls alike, and I felt my body rushing toward the brink.

Talia kept her thigh wrapped around me. I whispered, “I’m about to cum,” but she didn’t pull her thigh away.

“It’s okay, it’s okay,” she panted, then I watched in awe as she slid her ring finger into her mouth, closing her lips around her wedding band, gold and diamonds vanishing behind her lips.

Her lips tightened, pursed, sucked, and when she pulled her finger free, the ring was gone, clenched now between her teeth.

Talia turned her face to the side and spat her wedding ring onto the floor.

“Cum in me,” she whispered. “Fill me, Quinn, fill me up.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes,” she nodded, then dug her heel harder into my back, pulling me deeper, and before I could think the better of it, I allowed myself to burst.

Cumming inside of her felt wrong, it felt right, it felt irresponsible, it felt incredible. Just knowing that my seed was adding to that slickness inside of her was like a mental orgasm all on its own.

I envisioned what it looked like inside of her. Her velvety pink walls, slick and lubricated, with my seed shooting through it. That mental image intoxicated me. I might have lingered in that fantasy for an hour, but Talia squeezed her leg again. She reached around and clenched my ass, pulling me deeper. She kissed me softly, offering me her tongue, and between kisses she said, “You are an incredibly fast learner, young man.”

*****

I left Talia’s house feeling more confident than I ever had. Walking out to my pickup, I looked back. Talia, clad in a satin robe, wearing nothing underneath, watched me leave.

She smiled and blew me a kiss. To me, it was almost as good as the real thing.

I waved goodbye and got into my old pickup and started the engine. I had work in a few hours, but I didn’t feel quite as hopeless about it as I normally did. I no longer felt like I was going nowhere in life.

I was young. I was bright. And more than anything else, I was a fast learner.

And besides, Talia promised me she’d have another lesson for me tomorrow. That alone put a smile on my face.

I couldn’t wait to see what else she had to teach me.
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