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Melanie stepped outside onto the hotel patio for a smoke, the conference party in full swing behind her.  The function room was baking, the throng of drunkenly dancing, chatting bodies giving off quite the heat.  Outside, the night air was cool: Mel smiled and said a few ‘Hi’s to a couple of people sitting out on benches to cool down, and strolled around, her heels clicking, as she got her nicotine fix.

She sat down on a low wall, perching herself on the edge.  She rummaged through her handbag for her phone.  She pressed a button, illuminating the screen.  A message from Hayley: ‘Hi mum all fine here daniel in his room all very boring lol’

Mel smiled.  She had good kids.  Hayley in particular had her head screwed on, so she wasn’t that afraid to leave the two teenagers alone for the night.  Still, a reassuring message was always welcome.

She’d arrived at the hotel in the morning.  The bi-annual meeting had started at ten.  It had been a fine, if deathly dull, morning of analysing the supermarket chain’s profits and figures for the past few months, followed by an afternoon of team leadership workshops.  The company had hired the function room out for the entire day, put on a pretty decent buffet in the evening and were paying for everyone’s rooms for the night.

Mel knew a few people here, although not well.  She’d gravitated towards a woman called Helen she’d met a few times before who managed one of the Southampton stores and buddied up with her all day.  Helen had called it a night about half an hour ago, and retreated to her room.  Mel, awake and enjoying the music and the presence of people, had stayed downstairs.  Middle-aged women and tubby men in cheap suits danced to cheesy music from the 1980s.  It was both tragic and fun at once.

She didn’t go out that often, these days.

She’d divorced at forty, five years ago.

If a work conference is my idea of a social life nowadays, she thought with a wry smile, I’m screwed.

She finished her cigarette.  She looked down at her bag again, pondering whether to light up another, or go get another glass of wine.  As if on cue, a voice said, ‘You seem to be missing a drink.’

She looked up, initially assuming she was overhearing somebody else’s conversation.  No: a young man in a suit was walking cagily towards her, two glasses of wine in his hands.  He held one out questioningly.

Mel had noticed this guy throughout the day.  She wasn’t sure where he was from, although she didn’t think it was anywhere close.  He’d been fairly quiet, seemed to keep himself to himself.  He was good-looking, and well-dressed: Mel had noticed him because, although he looked like corporate material, didn’t seem to have a great deal of interest in the company.  Mel could appreciate that.

She hesitated, before smiling.  She took a glass.  ‘Thank you,’ she said.

‘Mind if I join you?’ he asked, gesturing to the wall on which Mel was still sitting.  Mel sipped her wine, gestured in turn beside her.  ‘Be my guest,’ she said.

He sat down.

‘Needed to get out quickly.  I heard rumours a conga was about to start up.’

‘That is definitely something worth avoiding,’ Mel laughed.  ‘But you just happened to have a second glass of wine on you?’ she added with a playful grin.

The young man held his palms out in front of him in mock surrender.  ‘Okay.  Fair cop.  I may have noticed you out here by yourself.  Hope it was okay to join you.’

Mel sipped her wine again.  ‘I’m not complaining, am I?’

The young man was called Jack.  He was assistant manager of a branch up in the north.  But he was refreshingly eager to steer the conversation away from work, and towards Mel.  How far she had travelled, what her home city was like, about her home life.

The handsome lad felt interested rather than intrusive, and Mel could feel herself struggling not to get flustered with flattery.  For one mad, naughty moment, she almost considered not mentioning the fact that she had teenage children, but snapped out of that.  There was no way she could delude herself she looked anything other than two decades older than him.

‘Teenagers?’ Jack asked, raising an eyebrow.  ‘You must have had them as a teenager yourself.’

Mel laughed and groaned simultaneously.  ‘I wonder how many times that old line has been rolled out…’

‘I’m serious!’ Jack insisted, smiling himself.

‘My daughter’s eighteen.  She’s probably only about five years younger than you.’

Jack shrugged.  ‘Make that four,’ he smiled, drinking from his glass.

Twenty-two?  She was getting hit on by a twenty-two year old?  How did a twenty-two year old even make assistant manager..?

Mel shook her head.  ‘I think you’re a bad boy,’ she told him.  The wine, the compliments, the laughter were having an effect on her.  The fact that this lad was drop-dead handsome didn’t hurt.

‘The worst,’ Jack grinned back.  In the darkness of the shadows on the patio, he looked devilish.  Mel felt an ache in her crotch.

She glanced around her.  Nobody else was outside, and the numbers inside were starting to thin out now.  

She thought, To Hell with it.  She downed her wine.

‘I’m in room 35,’ she said simply, still gazing through into the conference room.  ‘If you want to show me how bad you really are.’

She stood up, straightening her skirt.  She marched back inside, not glancing back at him.  She smiled at a few faces as she passed by drunken chubby middle managers standing laughing with one another by the bar.  She headed through to the lobby, then into the lift to her floor.

Her heart was racing, blood pumping in her ears.  What a ridiculous thing to have said.  Of course he wouldn’t come.  He was more than twenty years younger than her!  Oh god, what if he told one of the other conference members?  What if they all had a laugh at her expense?  What if word spread?

She let herself into her room, cursing herself.  She kicked off her heels and suit jacket, and paced.

She’d just say she was drunk.  That’s what she would do if he told anyone.  She was hammered, she didn’t even remember saying anything…  She’d make light of it.  She’d –

A gentle knock at the door.

She froze.

Her stomach lurched, her heart began to race, and her pussy once more began to ache.  She moved to the door.

It wouldn’t be him.

‘Hello?’ she called.

A slight, yet eternal pause.  ‘It’s me,’ a male voice replied.

Jesus.

She unfastened the lock with trembling fingers.  He smiled at her in the doorway.  He was holding a bottle of wine.

‘I brought this,’ he said, strolling inside as she stepped aside.  ‘In case you fancy.’

Mel closed and locked the door.

‘I wasn’t sure you’d come,’ she told him.

Jack stopped by the bed.  He turned round to face her, grinning cockily.  ‘After being challenged like that?  How could I not?’

Mel found herself lost for words.

Jack turned around.  There was a kettle in the corner of the room, with a few mugs and complimentary sachets of coffee.  He opened the bottle – a screw-top – and poured them both a drink each in a mug.  He handed one to her.

She took it with both hands, and drank, steadying her nerves.

‘Lie on the bed,’ he told her.

For a second she thought she had misheard him.

‘I –’ she began.

He gently touched her face, and electricity coursed through her like a jolt.  He spoke firmly, softly.

‘Lie on the bed,’ he said again.  ‘We both know why you asked me here.’

She looked to the closed bathroom door.  ‘I just need –’

‘Lay.  Down.’

She may have been his senior by over twenty years, but her resolve stood no chance with this young man.  She was desperate to just nip in to the bathroom, to freshen up, to pee – those glasses of wine were beginning to cause her bladder to ache a little now – but the quiet forcefulness of this boy stopped her in her tracks.

He really was a bad boy.

She lay down, on her back, bottom by the edge of the bed, stockinged feet flat on the carpet.  She gazed up at the cream coloured ceiling, and couldn’t quite believe the situation in which she was finding herself, as Jack got to his knees in front of her.

All the while, she kept looking up at the ceiling.  As Jack spread her legs; as he lifted her skirt up past her waist; as he slid her damp knickers down over her legs; as he lowered his face to her vagina, and proceeded to eat her out.

At some point her hands moved down, fingers sliding in his hair.  She gripped him, sighing, as his mouth, tongue, and nose worked at her pussy.

He knew what he was doing.  Jesus, it was the best pussy-licking she’d ever had.  His bag of tricks went from licking slow and methodically to lapping fast and frenziedly.  He’d gently chew on her lips before pushing his tongue into her hole.  He would rub his face across her inner thighs, his five o’clock shadow rasping against her flesh, driving her wild.

‘Oh god,’ she was grunting, over and over.  ‘Oh god.  Oh god…’

She was sweating, trying to keep everything under control.  Her excitement, for one, but also the dark pressure on her bladder was becoming increasingly apparent.  She needed to stay with it.  She needed to be firm, and step into the bathroom.

‘Stop, stop,’ Mel began gasping.  Jack continued as if he hadn’t heard, and eventually she was forced to gently pull his head up out of her cunt by his hair.

‘Stop, stop,’ she pleaded.  ‘I’m sorry – I need to pee – I’m sorry, I’ll be quick, I’ll be right back –’

‘Do it in my mouth,’ Jack grunted darkly, giving her clit a firm lick, making her throw her head back again.

‘W-what?’ she gasped, not believing her ears.  He continued licking at her.  She pushed herself up into a sitting position.  ‘Please – I just –’

Jack’s strong hands were gripping her hips.  He looked up at her, mouth slick from her pussy juices.  His eyes were steely, and deadly serious.  One of his hands flicked to her cunt, and began rubbing at her clit, allowing her no respite.

‘In my mouth,’ he said again.

Mel was shaking her head, but arousal and desperation were taking over, clouding her brain.  ‘I can’t – god, no, I can’t –’

He pushed his face back into her pussy, licking wildly, and she howled.  She had no idea if this was pleasure or discomfort any more.

‘You said you wanted a bad boy,’ Jack gasped.  As she looked down in disbelief, he began to shrug off his suit jacket.  With swift movements he was quickly out of his shirt and trousers without either his mouth or his hands neglecting her throbbing pussy.  He sat there, naked but from black shoes and socks, his face in her cunt.  His body was toned, tanned, his erection beautiful.  Mel’s world was delirium.

‘I do want a bad boy,’ she panted, the sight of his delicious young body tipping her over an edge.  ‘Fuck, I want a bad boy…’

Staring down at him in disbelief, she watched as he opened his jaws, as wide as they could go, his mouth over her pussy hole.

She ached.

She couldn’t hold on.

She had to let go.

The relief at allowing her bladder to relax made her feel as if she were melting, and she began to urinate into the young man’s mouth.

He swallowed, big gulps taking her piss down his throat.  A little sprayed around his face, and some ran down his chin.  She clenched, halting the flow, allowing him time to swallow.  His eyes were closed in concentration.  She began again.

Controlling the flow as to not overwhelm the young lad and end up pissing all over the carpet was equisitely difficult.  The dam broken, Mel simply wanted to gush.  It felt like trying to halt an orgasm midway through.  But she managed, her breath shallow, ragged.  She held his warm head in her hands.  She pissed into his mouth.  His mouth that was still pressed against her explosive pussy.  A mouth belonging to a boy a mere four years older than her daughter.

She lay back down, crying out.

The only clear thought in her head was, I am pissing in the mouth of a boy young enough to be my son.

She wasn’t sure when she stopped peeing.  Relief and pleasure and incredulity were causing the room to spin.  All she knew was that at some point Jack climbed on top of her, his lower jaw and chest damp with her sprayed urine, and was pushing his cock up her.

He fucked her senseless, kissing her face with urine-soaked lips, and she wrapped herself around him, and began to see stars.

*

He spent the night with her.  They slept little.  He crept out shortly after dawn so none of their colleagues would see them together.

She went downstairs for breakfast.  She had showered, so didn’t look as exhausted as she felt.  She sat down beside her friend Helen, and tried not to wince, such was the soreness of her pussy and anus.

She glimpsed Jack across the room, getting a coffee.  He too had showered.  He’d needed it.  He glanced at her and nodded and that was the last she saw of him.  She and her colleagues said their goodbyes, and headed off to catch their respective trains.

Mel nodded off during the journey home.  She awake at some point to a text message from her daughter, asking how the travelling was going.  As Mel composed a reply, another message came through.

It was a number she didn’t recognise.

Jack.

She’d given him her number just before he’d left her bedroom that morning.

‘Hey u. Fun night ;-) 

Hope to see u at the 

next meeting. Maybe

next time I’ll get u

to shit for me. J. x’

Mel read those words over and over.  She daren’t think of how to reply.

All she knew was, if they did meet up again, he could get her to do anything.
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