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Stormy Night

by L. Questa-Vale

The thing about lying is, you have to commit.

I’d been standing in Peter’s living for maybe thirty seconds, phone in hand, looking at the flight-status screen that very clearly said ON TIME, when I made the decision.

“Canceled,” I said, putting my phone away.

Easiest decision I’d ever made.

So why did it terrify me?

Mr. Callahan — Petra’s dad — looked up from his book, which was some detective novel. Such a dad thing to read. He was wearing an old gray sweater that was probably his favorite and drinking a cup of tea — zero effort to impress me.

I found it adorable.

“Shoot,” he said. “I was afraid of that.”

The storm punctuated his comment with another crack of thunder that rattled the window panes. Outside, rain was coming down in sheets.

“Well, don’t worry about it. We’ll get you to the airport in the morning.” He dogeared his book. “Meanwhile, you’ll have to stay the night.”

“Yeah.” I tried to sound disappointed. “I guess I will.”

∞∞∞

Petra had left that morning. We had been best friends since middle school, but we were at different colleges, and she had driven back this morning. So it was just me and Mr. Callahan in the house, waiting a couple hours until he had to drive me to the airport.

Until the storm “canceled” my flight.

Now it was seven o’clock and the storm was worse and the kitchen smelled like red wine and beef and onions cooked down until they were soft and sweet. Mr. Callahan — he’d told me to call him David about six times over the years, but I couldn’t make my mouth do it, it felt like calling a teacher by their first name — was making beef bourguignon.

He’d been planning to make it tomorrow when his wife got back. But “I have to feed you, and there isn’t much in the house.”

“Susan likes a big production when she gets home,” he’d explained, pouring red wine into the stew pot without measuring. “Wants to see that I put the effort in.”

“It’s nice when couples do that for each other,” I said.

He laughed. “Yeah, last time I got home from a trip she was out with a friend, but had left a Post-It telling me there were leftovers in the fridge.”

“Well at least she was thinking about you,” I ventured.

“Yeah, if there had actually been leftovers in the fridge. I’m still not sure what she was referring to. I ended up ordering a pizza for myself.”

He tasted the sauce and added a little more salt.

I filed that away, though I wasn’t totally sure why: wife not thinking about his needs. He does more for her than she does for him.

“I’m sorry,” I said. I said it carefully. Maybe I was out of line.

But he didn’t scold me. Didn’t even look at me. He just shrugged. “Twenty-two years of marriage,” he said simply.

There was silence then, and I got a little bold. The red wine was right there on the counter. “Should we pour a couple of glasses to go with the meal?”

Now he looked at me. Then at the wine. “Remind me how old you are, Delia?” he asked.

“Eighteen.” For three months now.

He considered it for a moment. Then he grabbed two glasses. “Just don’t tell anyone I gave you alcohol.”

Finally he smiled at me, and I felt my heart flutter.

He had a nice smile. He’d always had a nice smile. When Petra and I were in high school, I’d find excuses to be at their house — study sessions, group projects, anything that got me into their kitchen — because Mr. Callahan would come through and ask how school was going, and help glue if our diorama wasn’t holding together, and smile that smile and I’d forget whatever I was going to say.

I’d had a crush on him since I was fifteen. I’d never told anyone. Not Petra. Not my diary. Not even myself, really, until tonight.

Was he even that handsome? I mean, he was, but not in some hunky gym-dad way. Gray at the temples, lined around the eyes and mouth. But they weren’t stress lines. They were lines that crinkled when he smiled, in that kind, open way he had. He had good hands. Hands that knew their way around a cutting board, or a school diorama, or, I was starting to imagine, other things.

He wasn’t tall. Maybe five-ten. But he carried himself like someone who’d never needed to be tall, because competence was its own kind of height. He was wearing jeans and the gray sweater and an apron, and looked totally comfortable in his kitchen. I felt comfortable to be here.

We clinked glasses. The wine was good — better than anything I’d had at college parties, where wine came in boxes and tasted of compromise. This was real wine. I watched the way he sipped it slowly, and I did the same.

He went back to the stove. I leaned against the counter and watched him cook. There was something hypnotic about it — the way he moved, the way he tasted things and adjusted them, the way he knew exactly what he was doing.

“I feel a little guilty for eating Susan’s food,” I said.

“Let Susan eat leftovers for once,” he said.

“She’ll be all right with that?”

“I mean, I’ll reheat it in the pot before she gets here. I sure as hell don’t want her knowing…” He shot me a conspiratorial look, and we both laughed.

It felt easy. It felt — I don’t know. Like we’d been doing this for years. Standing in a kitchen together. Drinking wine, making fun of his wife.

∞∞∞

Dinner was the best meal I’d ever eaten. The beef fell apart on my fork. The sauce was rich and deep and tasted like something that had taken years to learn. We sat at the kitchen table with the wine bottle between us and the storm hammering the windows, and we talked.

He asked about college. I asked about his work — he was an architect, which I knew, but I’d never actually asked him about it. He showed me pictures on his phone of a building he’d designed downtown, all glass and angles, and he talked about it the way he cooked — with the quiet confidence of someone who knew he was good at something, and was proud of it, but not in a showy way.

We finished the bottle. He opened another one. By the time the plates were empty and the bourguignon was a memory, I was warm and tipsy and my whole body felt like it was humming at a frequency I’d never experienced before.

“Movie?” he said.

I nodded. Yeah.

We moved to the couch. He put on something — I don’t remember what, something with a lot of snow, something that was supposed to be a Christmas movie but wasn’t really — and we sat on opposite ends of the couch.

I shivered, though I wasn’t cold.

He put on a fire, and it crackled and warmed the room, and still I rubbed my bare arms.

“Should I get a blanket?” he suggested.

I nodded, and when he handed it to me, I draped it over myself and said, perfectly innocently, “Get under it with me?”

Maybe that was the first moment that he felt what I had been feeling for hours. Maybe that was the moment things changed for him — I’m not sure.

I saw the debate on his face. Trying to convince himself that there was nothing weird about it. Nothing inappropriate. He might have snuggled like this with his own daughter.

But he felt the tension now. I knew it.

Giving a little chuckle (awkward, cute) like it was no big deal, he got under the blanket with me.

But there now, sharing our body heat, there was no denying the chemistry brewing. The movie could have been about anything. It was background noise.

The fire crackled. The wine was working. The storm was still out there, somewhere, but in here everything was warm and golden and slightly out of focus.

At some point, I pressed closer. I don’t remember doing it. I just remember suddenly being aware that his thigh was against mine, and that he hadn’t moved away, and that my heart was beating so hard I was sure he could hear it.

At some point, his arm was on the back of the couch, behind my shoulders.

At some point, I looked up at him and he looked down at me, and we stayed like that for a long moment, and then his face was closer and my face was closer…

And then we were kissing.

His mouth was warm. Tasted like wine. His hand came up to my jaw — gentle, like he was holding something fragile, something he wasn’t sure he was allowed to touch. The kiss was soft at first, exploratory, and then deeper, and then I made a sound against his mouth and he pulled back like I’d burned him.

“Oh God,” he said. “Oh God, I’m sorry, Delia. I don’t why I did that.”

I laughed at him a little. “I do.” He had pulled away some, but he was still under the blanket. Our thighs were still touching.

“That wasn’t right. You’re eighteen.”

“So what?”

“I’m married.”

“She’ll never know.”

“You’re Petra’s — you’re my daughter’s —” He couldn’t finish the sentence. He was looking at me like I was a mistake he’d just made, a line he’d just crossed. I didn’t want him to look at me like that.

“I’ve wanted this for years,” I said. “I used to come over here just to be in the same room as you.”

He stared at me.

“If we both want it,” I said. “Why is it wrong? Can’t we just have this? No one has to know. And I’m not saying—”

His mouth stopped mine.

This kiss was different. This kiss wasn’t tentative. This kiss was a man who’d been told he was wanted and had decided to believe it. His hand moved from my jaw to the back of my neck, and then down my shoulder, and I arched into him like my body had been waiting three years for permission.

“You’re sure about this,” he said against my mouth.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

He broke the kiss and I felt his breath drag along my cheek, then down the side of my neck. Not hurried. Every press of his lips was deliberate, like he was intoxicated not just by the wine, but by the taste of my skin. When he got to the spot just below my ear I heard myself gasp. He must have liked that, because he planted another soft kiss there, and I felt myself trembling.

His fingertips slid up my arm and found the strap of my tank top. He pulled it down, exposing my shoulder, and I heard him suck in a breath. He finds my shoulders beautiful. The thought drifted idly through my mind as he kissed me there, making hungry noises that I might have found too much, except they were about me.

He was hungry for me.

There was a hand on my breast now, through the tank top, through my bra, and it was only then that I realized how hard my nipples were.

I also felt a small flush anxiety penetrating the haze of desire. The bra was padded. Not heavily so — a light padding, a little push-up. But his wife’s breasts were so full. Would he discover I was a fraud? Would his desire peter out, in a collapse of disappointment?

I was about to find out, because those skilled hands of his had slid to my back and found my bra strap. There was no fumbling, no brow knitted, trying to figure out an unfamiliar contraption. And then my bra was loose, and his hands were sliding under it to cup my breast, thumb stroking my nipple and sending chills through me. I tried to murmur an apology, but it was cut off by his hungry tongue probing into my mouth.

Then the tank top and bra were up and over my head — I helped him get it off, somehow — and he was gazing at me. “I’m sorry,” I finally managed, “they’re not very big.”

And he gave me a look that made me feel utterly ridiculous and utterly beautiful.

“Do not,” he said, “ever say anything to criticize this incredibly gorgeous body.”

I think I blushed then. “I’m glad you like it,” I said.

And he said, “Let me show you.”

He lay me back on the couch then and his mouth was on me again, and I stopped caring about anything else. He drew one nipple into the heat of his mouth, slow and soft at first, then with more pressure, his tongue circling until my back arched off the couch. I buried my fingers in his hair and held him there, and when he switched to the other side and did the same maddening, patient thing, I could feel how wet I’d become—a slick, insistent ache that made me shift my hips against his thigh without thinking.

He sat up then and put his fingers on the button of my jeans. He made eye contact then. I don’t know exactly what was on his face — maybe it was a flash of guilt, maybe he was just confirming consent — but either way I answered with an urgent roll of my pelvis that told him everything he needed to know.

He pulled my jeans down slowly, watching my face, and I lifted my hips to help.

It was just my underwear then, simple black hip-huggers, and he lowered his head and kissed me through the cotton, right over the slit of my pussy. I groaned and ground my hips toward him, feeling only the barest, frustrating pressure. His lips came away glistening. He licked them, and I realized with a muted embarrassment that I had soaked through my underwear.

There was no hiding my desire. Which was fine — I didn’t want to anyway.

He peeled off my panties, and for the first time in my adult life I was naked in front of a man. He gazed at me like I was carved from porcelain.

“God, you are so amazingly beautiful,” he said. I had nothing to say in response. I just lay there, breathing. Firelight flickered on the ceiling. He reached down and spread my legs and settled himself between them, and a single coherent thought passed through my mind. I can’t believe this is happening.

I had never had a mouth down there — never — and the reality of it was so much more than anything I’d imagined. His tongue was warm and soft and precise. He knew exactly where to press, exactly how much pressure, exactly when to pull back and let me catch my breath before going in again. He wasn’t rushing. It was almost like it was for his enjoyment and I was just there to share his experience.

As the initial shock settled into sustained pleasure, I got the presence of mind to watch him, and I reached down and stroked his hair. We made eye contact, and he smiled at me, then seemed to increase in enthusiasm. His tongue traced circles around my clit, then flat strokes, then a rhythm that built and built and built until I was right at the edge and then —

I gasped, “I’m going to —” and he slid one finger inside me, curling it and pressing some unknown spot inside me, and I shattered.

I came. Hard. My back arched off the couch. My thighs clamped around his head. I grabbed his head, pushing deeper into his mouth. I heard myself cry out — the whole neighborhood must have — and he stayed with me, gentler now, easing me down, his mouth soft and steady until the waves stopped.

He lifted his head. His face was wet. He was smiling.

“Okay?” he said.

“I don’t —” I laughed, breathing like I’d run a marathon. “I don’t have words.”

He kissed his way back up. Belly. Breasts. Neck mouth.

We lay there for a moment as my breathing slowed, and I realized with some embarrassment that he was still fully dressed.

“I want to make you feel good,” I told him.

I saw the desire flash in his eyes. “Okay,” he said simply.

“I just, I’ve never…”

Then understanding on his face.

“You’ll help me?” I asked him.

He nodded.

I slid down off the couch then. I was feeling bold, just nervous and unready. But I want it to be good. I wanted to make him feel the way he’d made me feel.

He sat up, and together we managed to get his pants and underwear off.

His cock came free and I just looked at it for a moment — the size of it, the weight of it, the curve. I’d seen movies. I’d imagined. But I’d never been this close. It was different. More alive.

“Just take your time,” he said. His voice was low and steady, but rough with desire. “Start with your hand. Get used to the feel of it.”

I wrapped my fingers around him. He was hot and smooth and impossibly hard. I stroked him once, twice, watching his face — the way his eyes closed, the way his breath caught.

“Like that?”

“Exactly like that. The nice thing about this is that when you explore, when you do what feels good to you, it’ll feel good to me.”

I gave another squeeze, and precum dribbled from the tip and dripped down the shaft and over my fingers.

I didn’t wait for guidance. I put my fingers to my mouth and tasted it, looking into his eyes while I did. It was salty and lovely, and lovelier still was the way his eyes fluttered with desire and he muttered, “Jesus Christ, Delia.”

I leaned in and kissed the tip, then. Just a kiss. He made a groan that I took as encouragement, and so I did it again.

It was time then. I opened my mouth and took the head of his penis into my mouth. It was so real now, the taste of salt and skin… the softness. The hardness. For a breath, I didn't move. I just felt it: how he throbbed in my mouth. The slight stretch of my lips, the impossible intimacy of this moment.

“God, that feels so good,” he murmured. “Use your tongue.”

I swirled my tongue around the head, tasting the saltiness of fresh precum, and he gasped and clutched the couch pillow.

“Use your hand at the same time,” he gasped.

I wrapped my head around him and started jerking him up and down. This, at least I had done before, though always in the dark, and never this close… and certainly never with the cock in my mouth at the same time.

“That’s nice,” he said, “but get it wet.”

Oh. Slippery up and down. Made sense. The penis wanted to be someplace wet.

For one ridiculous moment I wondered where to find a sufficiently slippery liquid, and then it clicked. I dribbled a little saliva out of my mouth — feeling horribly indelicate, hoping he wouldn’t notice — and used it to get my hands wet.

It took a few strokes before it was all slippery, no friction, but when that happened, I knew I had it right. “Oh… God, Delia,” he groaned. “That’s perfect.”

I found a rhythm. His breathing changed. His hips started to move — tiny, involuntary thrusts, his body was trying to meet me halfway. I kept doing this for a while until he put his hand on the side of my head as if to stop me.

“Delia,” he said. “I’m going to — if you keep doing that —”

I slowed, then stopped and looked up at him. I had never, of course, had a man orgasm into my mouth, and the idea seemed impossibly exciting. On the other hand, I wasn’t sure if that would mark the end of the encounter, and I definitely didn’t want that.

“Can we..?” I asked him.

He looked torn. “I don’t have… condoms, or anything. You don’t by any chance…”

I shook my head. “But my mom put me on birth control when I was fourteen. And, I mean, I’ve never, you know been with anyone so, I’m, you know, like clean…”

He stared at me then. “You’ve never—”

I thought it had been obvious. I shook my head. I was still kneeling in front of his hard cock, and it was a weird place to have a conversation.

“Are you sure you want to…”

I nodded. Yes, I did. God, yes, I did.

“Okay,” he said. “Lie back on the couch.”

As I lay on the couch he took off the sweater and his undershirt. His body was lean and strong for his age, chest hair graying, a softness around his middle that was somehow more attractive than a six-pack would have been. This was a man’s body. A body that had lived.

He climbed onto the couch and knelt between my legs. His cock was slick from my mouth, glistening in the firelight. My heart pounded.

He positioned himself. The head of his cock pressed against me — hot and insistent, right where I was wettest. My breath was almost a pant at that point. Maybe I looked panicked, because he checked in one more time.

“You’re sure?”

God, I was. “I want you inside me,” I said.

He pushed in, slowly, carefully, watching my face. I couldn’t believe this was happening. My first time. With Mr. Callahan. It was a dream, and a fantasy, and impossibly real.

“Tell me if it hurts.”

It did, a little. A stretching sensation. A fullness I’d never felt before. But underneath the discomfort was something else — a rightness. Like my body had been waiting for this shape.

“Keep going,” I gasped.

He pushed deeper. Stopped. Let me adjust. Pushed again. And then he was all the way in, and his pelvis pressed against mine, and there it was, the pleasure, breaking through the pain. Holy fuck, that felt good.

I saw it on his face too. “Fuck you’re tight.”

“Is that good?” I said, my voice coming out as a little squeak.

He laughed. “Yes, it’s very very good.”

He started to move. Slow at first — a gentle rhythm, rocking into me like we had all the time in the world. The discomfort faded and the pleasure grew, building in layers. His hand found my breast, his thumb circling my nipple. His mouth found my throat. I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him deeper.

“Harder,” I said. “You can — I want you to —”

He moved harder. Faster. The couch creaked. The fire crackled. The storm outside was still raging, but it felt very far away. Everything was this. His body on mine. The rhythm of us. The way he said my name — “Delia. Delia.” — like it was something he’d been holding back for years.

I came again. I didn’t know I could — not so soon after the first one — but his cock was hitting somewhere deep inside me and his pubic bone was grinding against my clit and suddenly I was there again, clenching around him, crying out, pulling him down into me with my legs and my hands and every part of me. White light filled my vision and the orgasm, clenching around his cock, came from some deeper place I had never felt before.

I was barely coming down from it when he announced, “Oh, fuck, I cumming,” and then I felt him pulse inside me — hot and deep, flooding me — and he groaned into my neck, his whole body shuddering.

I finally understood why they described it as “coming undone”. He looked lost, disappeared into an alternate universe of pleasure, all of him flooding into me until there was nothing left of him.

Then slowly his muscles loosened, his eyes opened, and he looked at me again and he smiled. And it might have still been storming outside, but at that moment the sun came out.

He fell into me and we lay there together, holding each other and breathing hard.

∞∞∞

After, we didn’t move for a long time. The fire burned down to embers. The storm settled into a steady rain. He pulled a blanket over us — the same blanket we’d started under, a lifetime ago — and held me against his chest.

And as our pulses slowed, the guilt started eating at me.

“I have to tell you something,” I said.

He propped up on one elbow.

I bit my lip, feeling color flush my cheeks. “Um… my flight wasn’t canceled.”

He looked at me for a long moment. Then he laughed. “I know,” he said.

“You knew?”

He nodded.

“But I… but you…” I thought back over the evening and gave him a reproachful look. “So who was seducing who?”

He laughed again, and then I laughed, and soon we were kissing, and as the rain kept falling, I pressed closer to him.

And soon we were making love again like we never wanted to stop.


The Birthday Gift

by S. Ko

Claire had done three jobs before this one. A widower who’d just wanted to touch her breasts while she stroked him to completion. A young tech worker from India who barely said ten words, but wanted the full service. A businessman who spent fifty-five minutes complaining about his wife, before finally asking for a blowjob. She’d had her mouth on his cock and her eyes on the clock. She’d finished him off in four minutes, with one minute to spare.

This was different. No hotel room. It felt personal.

“It’s my husband’s birthday. He doesn’t know I’m arranging this. I want to give him something he’d never give himself.”

Claire had taken the booking. Two hours, plus travel time to their house in the burbs. Premium rate.

Now she was standing on their doorstep in the early evening, wearing the dress she reserved for the premium bookings — deep green, knee-length, classy without being corporate. She’d done her makeup carefully, not too much. The goal was approachable. The goal was: this could be a friend of your wife’s. Except for what’s about to happen.

The door opened. The woman was early forties — brunette bob, sharp cheekbones, a slim athletic build that suggested tennis or Pilates or both. She was wearing a cream-colored blouse and tailored trousers, and she looked Claire up and down with an expression that was equal parts appraisal and approval.

“Hi, Claire. I’m Helen. Come in.”

The house was beautiful — hardwood floors, art on the walls that looked original, a staircase that curved up into warm lamplight. Helen led her into the living room, where a fire was going and a bottle of champagne sat chilling in a silver bucket.

Helen took a breath and Claire realized she was nervous. “Richard’ll be home from work in half an hour or so,” Helen said. “He thinks we’re having a quiet dinner and then —” She smiled. “Well. Then you’ll be here.”

“Sitting? Standing?”

Helen thought about it. “Sitting, I guess.” Helen gestured at the room, the fire, the champagne. “Part of the ambience. Then…” She shrugged. “We’ll let the evening unfold. I’ll guide things. Your job is to focus on him. I want him to feel like the center of the universe tonight. I guess that’s what you do in your job.”

“It is.” The client always had to feel like the center of the universe.

“One thing,” Helen said. “He’s going to be surprised. He might be awkward for a few minutes.”

Claire laughed. “Of course.”

Helen popped the champagne and poured two glasses. “Share a drink with me while we wait?”

∞∞∞

Richard was not what Claire expected.

She’d imagined someone sleek, polished — a man who matched the house and the art and the silver champagne bucket. But Richard was softer than that. He was in his mid-fifties, with a gentle face and a body that had been athletic once and was now comfortable. Brown hair going gray, kind eyes, a slight stoop to his shoulders that suggested he spent a lot of time at a desk. He was wearing a button-down shirt and good trousers — dressed for a birthday dinner, not a seduction.

When he walked into the living room and saw Claire, he stopped. Looked at Helen. Looked back at Claire.

“Helen,” he said carefully. “Who’s this?”

“This is Claire.” Helen took his hand. “She’s your birthday gift.”

A long pause. Richard’s face went through several expressions — confusion, comprehension, disbelief, and then something else, something that looked like the beginning of arousal.

“Um —”

“She’s a professional. She’s here to make you feel good.” Helen stepped closer to him, her hand still in his. “You turned fifty-four today. You work too hard. You take care of everyone else. Tonight, someone takes care of you. And I’ll be right here the whole time.”

Richard looked at Claire. Claire met his eyes and smiled — warm, professional, no pressure.

“It’s nice to meet you,” Claire said. “Your wife is a very special woman.”

Richard looked back at Helen. Something passed between them — a silent conversation, twenty-five years of marriage compressed into a single glance. Then Helen smiled, and Richard’s shoulders dropped, and Claire knew the job had been accepted.

“Okay,” Richard said. “Okay. I’m — this is —” He laughed, a nervous bark. “This is the strangest birthday I’ve ever had.”

“Then we’re doing it right,” Helen said.

∞∞∞

Helen took charge.

She led Richard to the couch and sat him down. She poured him a glass of champagne and kissed him — a real kiss, slow and intimate, while Claire watched from the armchair. Then she beckoned Claire over.

“Come here. Let him see you.”

Claire stood in front of Richard. He looked up at her — his eyes moving from her face down her body and back up again — and she saw the moment his nervousness began to transform into something hungrier.

“She’s beautiful, isn’t she?” Helen said, her hand resting on Richard’s shoulder.

“Yes,” Richard said. His voice was rougher now.

“Claire, why don’t you let him see a little more?”

Claire reached behind her and unzipped the green dress. She let it fall. Underneath she was wearing a simple black lace set — bra and panties, no gimmicks, just her body, which was young and firm and entirely comfortable being looked at. She was proud of her body. It was one of the tools of her trade.

Richard’s breath caught.

“Come closer,” Helen said, and Claire did, stepping forward and half-kneeling on the couch, one knee placed between Richard’s legs.

Richard’s eyes roved across her body, and she was close enough now to hear the whistle of his breath through his nose.

“Touch her,” Helen said. “Anywhere you want.”

He reached out and touched Claire’s hip — tentative at first, his fingertips just grazing the lace. Then his palm flattened against her skin, warm and a little rough, and Claire let her eyes close and made a soft sound of encouragement.

“There,” Helen murmured. “That’s it. She’s here for you.”

His hand slid from her hip, following the curve of her waist upward until his palm cupped the weight of her breast through the lace. He squeezed, gentle at first, then a little firmer, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh, the lace rasping faintly against her skin. His thumb found the hard peak of her nipple and circled it, pressing down as she provided him with a groan.

Richard made a low, thick sound in his throat; his other hand came up to cradle her other breast, kneading both now with a hungry, uneven rhythm. Beneath the lace her nipples did their biological duty and tightened to points. He was breathing hard through his nose, his hips shifting restlessly on the cushion, and when he squeezed harder she let her head fall back, offering herself up to his hands.

Meanwhile, Helen rose from the couch and moved behind it, beginning to unbutton Richard’s shirt from behind, her hands sliding over his shoulders and down his chest.

She gave Claire a nod and a gesture, and Claire quickly understood its meaning. She knelt between Richard’s legs and smiled up at him.

“Oh my God,” he said breathlessly. She hadn’t even touched him yet.

She undid his belt, his trousers, taking her time, and pulled them down. His cock was already hard — a modest peak pressing against the inside of his boxers, a dark spot of moisture soaking through.

Claire looked up at Helen. Helen nodded.

She pulled his boxers down, freeing Richard’s cock.

She wrapped her fingers around the base of him, feeling him pulse against her palm. "Beautiful," she murmured. She let her gaze linger on it, a show of admiration, then swept her thumb over the slick head.

Richard's stomach clenched. His breathing went shallow. He looked down at her, eyes wide, his mouth open just slightly. She gave him one slow, full stroke, then another, reading the tension in his thighs, the way his hips pressed up toward her fist.

Claire held his gaze as she settled more comfortably on her knees. She kept the rhythm steady, unhurried—a promise of what was coming. Then she lowered her head.

Richard groaned. His hips lifted off the couch. Helen was kissing his neck, her hands still on his chest, and Claire working him slowly — a steady rhythm, her tongue tracing the underside, one hand cupping his balls.

“That’s it,” Helen was saying. “Let her take care of you. You deserve this.”

Claire was good at her job. She knew how to read a man’s body — the tension in his thighs, the way his breathing changed, the subtle shift that meant he was getting close. She brought Richard to the edge twice and pulled back each time, extending it, making it last.

Helen moved around the couch and knelt beside Claire, spreading Richard’s legs wider to accommodate herself. “Mind if I join her?” she asked Richard, and Richard nodded, glassy-eyed.

Helen dipped her head and gently swirled her tongue around Richard’s balls. “Oh, fuck,” Richard whispered. Helen's hand closed over Claire's, guiding her rhythm until Claire found the exact pressure Richard liked — slow on the upstroke, a twist over the head that made his hips lift off the couch. "He's close," Helen murmured, reading his body with the fluency of marriage. "But not yet."

She withdrew Claire's hand and replaced it with her mouth, taking him deep and stopping, her throat working around him in a swallowing pulse that drew a choked groan from Richard. Claire watched, then dipped her head to attend to his balls, licking the seam between them and sucking each one gently into her mouth while Helen held him motionless on her tongue.

After a suspended moment, Helen pulled off with a final swirl of her tongue, and passed the head of his cock to Claire's waiting lips. Claire took him all the way to the root, his cockhead pressing against the back of her throat, her nose pressing into his pubes.

He wasn’t small, exactly, but Claire had had much larger, so this was no problem. Meanwhile, Helen kissed and tickled his balls.

She felt something unexpected then. Helen kissing her neck and ear. Not quite part of the plan as she understood it, but she didn’t want to interrupt the flow — her customer’s pleasure was the first priority.

Anyway, Richard, seemed to like it. She could hear the change in his breathing.

“Kiss her,” Richard whispered, and Helen touched her cheek, trying to guide her face.

This really should have been negotiated ahead of time, Claire thought to herself, but she kissed Helen, open-mouth, groaning — a show kiss, until Helen’s tongue poked into her mouth.

Can he even see that?

Richard was jerking his cock now, watching them, so she put lots of passion into the kiss. Fine, if you can take liberties with me, I’ll take liberties with you. She grabbed Helen’s breast roughly.

Helen pressed closer, and the kiss deepened.

“Oh, fuck, I’m close!” Richard announced. He didn’t seem to have planned that. Too much excitement, not enough control.

Helen reacted quicker than Claire could, spinning away from the kiss, taking Richard’s cock into her mouth and jerking him as Richard roared. Claire watched the base of his cock pulse, then again, then again, as Helen kept her lips sealed tightly around his shaft just below the head.

Finally he settled, and Helen pulled off carefully.

She hasn’t swallowed yet, Claire realized.

Helen tapped Claire’s face, looking at her significantly, mouth full of cum.

Oh, fuck, she wants to snowball.

Claire had never done that. Not for work, not in her personal life. His stomach flip-flopped.

We really should have negotiated this ahead of time.

But Claire was a professional. “Mmm, give me that sweet cum,” she cooed, “opening her mouth and tilting her head back.”

Helen rose up a little and parted her lips, unleashing the flood of bitter, cooling semen and saliva into her mouth.

It took all her skills to resist a gag reflex. She wasn’t sure what came next, but Richard was staring at her gape-mouthed, so she took a shot: she swallowed down the thick mixture, and then smiled at him. “Mmm, delicious.”

Helen climbed back up onto the couch and gave her husband a kiss on the cheek. “Happy birthday,” she said.

Richard laughed. “Best one yet. Holy fuck.”

They seemed to have forgotten she was in the room, so Claire stood and began to dress. This part was always a little awkward, but Helen had the presence of mind to accompany Claire to the door.

“Thank you,” Helen said. She pressed an envelope into Claire’s hand. “A little extra. For the extras.”

Which we really should have discussed ahead of time.

Claire did a quick visual count of the money. Christ, she needed that.

“Thanks,” she said.

Helen smiled. Behind her, Richard was sitting on the couch scrolling through his phone.

She walked to her car, sat in the driver’s seat, and opened the envelope and counted it exactly. Even a little more than she thought at first glance.

She started the car and drove home, already thinking about what she’d do with the extra money. Maybe she’d take herself somewhere. A weekend away. She’d earned it.


The Perfectionist

by S. Leary

I’ve always been the Good Girl.

Like, capital-G, capital-G. Straight A’s since middle school. Honor society. Student council treasurer, which is the position nobody wants because it involves actual math, but I wanted it because it looked good on the transcript. My mom has a magnet on the fridge that says PROUD MOM OF AN HONOR STUDENT and she’s had it so long the sticker part is peeling up from the magnet.

So when I got my trig final back and saw the grade, I didn’t cry. I’m not a crier. I just sat there at my desk, after everyone else had left, staring at the number and doing the math in my head. If this was my final grade — and it was, because Mr. Darden didn’t believe in extra credit, he believed in “the integrity of assessment” — it would drag my overall down to a B.

A flipping B.

I’d never gotten a B in my life. Not since the third grade when Mrs. Holloway gave me a B-minus in handwriting and my mom scheduled a parent-teacher conference and I spent the next two weeks practicing my cursive until my fingers cramped and it was adjusted to an A.

B in trigonometry? On my transcript? Forever?

I folded the test, put it in my bag, and walked to Mr. Darden’s office.

∞∞∞

Mr. Darden was forty-five and looked exactly like a man who taught trigonometry for a living. Neat brown hair with a little gray, glasses that were probably the same pair he’d bought ten years ago, a wardrobe of button-down shirts in colors that didn’t quite commit to being colors — tan, light blue, a green so muted it was basically apologizing. He was married. There was a photo on his desk of a woman with a nice smile and two kids in soccer uniforms.

He wasn’t ugly. He wasn’t hot, either. He was just — a teacher. A man whose life was triangles and attendance sheets and dinners with his family at six-thirty.

I knocked on his door frame. He was grading papers.

“Miss Cole.” He looked up, surprised. “What can I do for you?”

“I wanted to talk about my trig final.”

“Ah.” His expression shifted — not quite a wince, but close. “I was wondering when you’d come by.”

I sat down in the chair across from his desk. It was the same chair I’d sat in a hundred times, asking questions about sine and cosine and the unit circle. I’d always been the one who stayed after class, who asked for clarification, who wanted to understand. He liked me. Teachers always liked me.

“So, the thing is… I can’t have a B,” I said.

“I understand this is frustrating. You’ve always been an excellent student. B is still very good, remember.”

“But it’s not perfect.”

“Even perfect students sometimes have an off day.” He leaned back in his chair. “The final was difficult by design. It’s meant to challenge even the strongest students.”

“I wasn’t challenged. I made a mistake on problem seven. I reversed the sine and cosine in the third quadrant. I knew the material. I just —” I stopped. I could feel the frustration rising in my throat, hot and tight. “I can’t have a B, Mr. Darden. It’ll affect my GPA. It’ll affect my college applications. It’ll affect everything.”

“Ms. Cole, your grades are wildly about average. Plus, haven’t you already been accepted to your top college?”

I nodded. My acceptance to Vassar had arrived three weeks ago, the day before my eighteenth birthday, an early present.

“They’re not going to withdraw your acceptance because of one B,” he assured me. “It really doesn’t work that way.”

“I know that, Mr. Darden,” I told him. “But my grades are perfect. They’ve always been perfect. And I’ll do whatever it takes.”

He looked at me, and for the first time, I saw something shift in his expression. Not understanding anymore. More like — wariness. Like he was suddenly aware that this wasn’t a normal after-class conversation.

“Ms. Cole, I don’t care for the direction this conversation is taking.”

I stood up. I walked around his desk. He swiveled in his chair to face me, and I stepped closer — close enough that my knees were almost touching his. Close enough that he had to tilt his head back to look at my face.

“I’m asking you to change my grade,” I said. “And I’m willing to do something for you in return.”

“Miss Cole —”

“I’m legal.” I reached down and unfastened the top button of my blouse. “I’ve had a couple of boyfriends. I know what I’m doing. And I know you probably haven’t had anyone do this for you in —” I glanced at the family photo. ” — a while.”

His mouth opened. Closed. Opened again. “This is — you can’t —”

“I can. The question is whether you want me to.”

He didn’t say no.

He didn’t say anything.

I unfastened the second button. Then the third. My blouse fell open, and underneath I was wearing a plain white bra — nothing fancy, because I hadn’t planned this, I was improvising, but the plainness of it somehow made it better. More real. This wasn’t a performance.

“Miss Cole,” he said again, but his voice was different now. Quieter. “If anyone found out —”

“Nobody’s going to find out. I’m not going to tell anyone. Are you?”

He shook his head.

“Then we’re fine.”

I knelt down between his legs. The office carpet was thin and industrial and scratchy against my knees, but I didn’t care. I reached for his belt.

“Wait,” he said.

I looked up.

“For Christ’s sake, lock the door.”

I got up, walked across the office, locked the door. When I turned back, he hadn’t moved. He was still sitting in his chair, watching me with an expression that was half terror and half primal lust.

I knelt again. Unbuckled him. Unzipped him. He was already hard.

I’d done this before. Twice. Once with a boy from the debate team who’d come in about thirty seconds and then apologized for ten minutes. Once with a college guy I’d met at a party who’d been better but not by much. Mr. Darden was neither of those things. He was a forty-five-year-old man who hadn’t been touched by anyone but his wife in probably fifteen years, and his body was responding like a man who’d been wandering in the desert and just found water.

I took him in my mouth.

He made a sound I’d never heard a person make before — a groan accompanied by an “Oh, fuck”, like the air had been punched out of him. I had never heard a teacher say “Fuck” before, and it almost made me laugh.

I worked him efficiently. I wasn’t in love with him. I wasn’t trying to blow his mind. I was trying to give him an orgasm in exchange for a grade change, and I wanted the transaction to be clean and quick and mutually beneficial.

I took him deep, working my tongue along the underside, trying to get it done with quickly. The first minute was fine — the second, less so. By the third, my jaw was starting to ache and he still wasn’t making the sounds I’d learned to expect from boys my own age. I pulled back to catch my breath, licking a string of saliva off my lips. He was breathing hard but still too quiet, too tense. I realized then that the tricks that worked on high school boys weren’t going to cut it on a nervous forty-five-year-old man.

I needed to give my jaw a break, so I wrapped my hand around him, slick with spit, and started pumping while I ducked lower. I ran my tongue over his balls, licked the seam beneath them. That got a reaction — his hips jerked up off the chair and he let out a choked sound. Great. This was more what I expected to hear. I kept stroking him, fast and tight, while I sucked one of his balls into my mouth. He started thrusting into my fist, little involuntary movements, and his breathing turned ragged.

Excellent.

Okay, I thought. He’s close. Let’s finish this. I took him back into my mouth, pushing down until he hit the back of my throat. I kept bobbing, letting my spit run everywhere, not caring how I looked. My eyes were watering, my nose was running, and my jaw was screaming, but I didn’t stop. Any second now. Any second. I could feel him getting thicker on my tongue, could hear him panting above me.

Come. Come on.

How long could I keep this up?

Then suddenly, his hand was on the back of my head, fingers tangling in my hair, and he groaned — a real, helpless groan — and pushed me down. Hey, what the fuck, I thought, but the thought didn’t have time to become words before he started coming. It hit the back of my throat, thick and hot, and I gagged. Cum coughed out of the sides of my mouth, down my chin, onto his leg and the chair cushion. I choked and swallowed at the same time, tears streaming, while he held me there, his whole body shaking.

Finally he loosened his grip and I pulled off and stood.

I was out of breath. God only knew what my makeup looked like.

“So,” I said, my voice ragged. “The grade?”

He looked at the spill of cum on his leg and chair. “Look at this mess.”

“The grade?” I said again.

He looked at me for a second, his pants around his ankles, his face flushed. His eyes were hazy.

Then he nodded.

I unlocked the door and walked out. The hallway was empty. The school was quiet. I went to my car, sat in the driver’s seat, and checked my phone.

An email from Mr. Darden. Time stamp: three minutes ago.

Andrea — Upon further review, I’ve identified a grading discrepancy on your final exam. Your corrected score is a 94. This will be reflected in your final grade. —Darden

I smiled. Closed the email. Started the car.

A 94. That was an A. Actually, that was a high A. Generous, even.

I guess I was better at this than I thought.


While His Wife Slept

by M. Marx

The kids went down at eight-thirty and stayed down, which was a minor miracle. Maya had been babysitting for the Hendersons for about six months, and usually the youngest — Emma, age four — put up a fight that involved at least two bedtime stories, a glass of water, and a negotiation over whether the closet door stayed open or closed. Tonight, nothing. Both kids asleep within ten minutes. Maya had the whole house to herself.

She ordered pizza. She watched a movie on the Hendersons’ enormous TV. She texted her friend Kylie about whether she should sleep with the guy from her sociology class who kept liking all her Instagram posts from six months ago.

At eleven-thirty, the Hendersons came home drunk.

So drunk.

Maya heard them before she saw them — the front door opening, Mrs. Henderson’s laugh loud and slurry, Mr. Henderson shushing her and then laughing too. They stumbled into the living room, and Maya sat up on the couch and hit pause on her movie.

“We’re home,” Mrs. Henderson announced, as if this was breaking news. She was a tall blonde woman with the kind of effortless beauty that made you want to hate her until you met her and realized she was actually nice. Right now, her hair was coming undone and her mascara was smudged and she was leaning on her husband like he was a telephone pole.

“I can see that,” Maya said. “Good night?”

“The best,” Mr. Henderson said. He was forty-eight and looked like a dad from a catalog — broad shoulders, a jaw that was still sharp even with the extra weight, dark hair with gray at the temples. He was wearing a suit with the tie loosened and the top two buttons undone, and he was drunker than his wife but hiding it better. “Work thing. Open bar. Dangerous combination.”

Maya gave a full account of the kids’ status — bedtime, what they had eaten — as the two stared at her completely indifferent.

Mrs. Henderson’s response: “I’m going to bed. Tom, pay her, would you?”

“No problem,” Tom said, digging for his wallet.

Mrs. Henderson lurched toward the bedroom. Maya heard the door close, and then silence, and then a soft thump that was probably a body hitting a mattress.

Tom was still standing in the living room, swaying slightly. He looked at Maya. Maya looked at him.

“She’s out,” he said.

Maya nodded. “She’s very out.”

“She’s going to be so hungover tomorrow.”

“You both are.”

He laughed — a loose, easy laugh that made his whole face crinkle. He had a good face. Maya had noticed this before, in the abstract way you notice that your friend’s dad is handsome, but she’d never been alone with him at midnight while he was drunk and smiling at her like that.

“I should pay you,” he said. He extracted some bills from his wall and shoved them into her hand. It looked about forty dollars too much, but Maya didn’t say anything, particularly because when his fingers brushed her palm, he held the contact a beat too long.

“Well I’ll get going then,” Maya said, but Mr. Henderson was kind of staring at her.

“You’re very pretty,” he said. “Has anyone ever told you that?”

“Once or twice.”

“I bet. I bet they tell you all the time.” He stepped closer. He smelled like whiskey and cologne and a man of a certain age. Not bad, but definitely not a boy. “You’re twenty, right?”

“Twenty.”

“Twenty. God. I was an idiot when I was twenty. You’re probably smarter than I was.”

“If I was smart, I’d have left already.”

He laughed again, and then he stumbled — just a little, catching himself on the back of the couch — and suddenly he was very close. His face was inches from hers. She could see the stubble on his jaw, the laugh lines around his eyes, the way his pupils were dilated from the alcohol.

“Can I tell you something?” he said.

“I’m not sure.”

“I really want to go down on you.”

Maya blinked. “Oh.”

“I’m very drunk. It’s the only reason I’m saying it. Sober Tom would never say that. Sober Tom would think it and then go to bed and lie there thinking about it and hate himself a little. But drunk Tom —” He gestured at himself. “Drunk Tom is an idiot. Or a genius. I’m about to find out.”

“I mean —” Maya looked toward the bedroom. “Your wife is literally unconscious twenty feet away.”

“I know. I know. It’s a terrible idea.” He didn’t move away. “You should say no. You should definitely say no. Say no.”

Maya looked at him. His face was open and earnest and utterly without guile. Stupid and drunk and honest.

No sane person would consider this. She listened. For any sound. Mrs. Henderson. The kids. All she heard was Tom’s breathing and her own heartbeat.

“I’m not saying no,” she said. “But I’m not saying yes to — anything else. Just — that.”

“Just that,” he agreed. “That’s all I want. I swear. I just want to —” He made a vague gesture downward. “You know.”

“I know.”

“Taste you.”

“You didn’t have to say it.

He dropped to his knees on the living room carpet. It was a controlled fall, more or less — the practiced descent of a man who’d been getting on his knees for various reasons his whole life and had learned to do it without hurting himself. His hands found her waist, and then her hips, and then the waistband of her yoga pants.

“I’ve wanted to do this since the first time you babysat,” he said, tugging her pants down. “When you were sitting on the couch in those little shorts. I went into the kitchen and stood there for five minutes thinking about baseball statistics.”

“That’s very flattering.”

“It’s the truth. I had to think about batting averages for the entire 2003 season. It was a long five minutes.”

Her pants came off. Her panties followed. She was already wet — had been since he said I really want to go down on you, because there was something intensely flattering about a handsome man being so direct about what he wanted, even if he was drunk, maybe especially because he was drunk.

He pushed her down onto the couch and shuffled in between her legs.

I can’t believe I’m doing this. If Mrs. Henderson walks in right now it’ll be low-key hilarious. Unless she murders me.

Then he put his mouth on her and Maya forgot about his wife, forgot about the kids asleep upstairs, forgot about everything except the warm, wet pressure of his tongue.

And he was good.

Like, bizarrely good. Like, where-did-you-learn-this good. His tongue moved in slow circles around her clit, then flat strokes, then a flickering rhythm that made her gasp and grab the back of the couch. He wasn’t rushing. He was enjoying himself. He made a low groan of satisfaction against her — a rumble she felt more than heard — and the vibration went through her like electricity.

“Jesus,” she said. “Where did you —”

“Sssh,” he said, without lifting his mouth. “I’m working.”

She laughed, and then the laugh turned into a moan, and then she wasn’t thinking about where he’d learned it, she was just feeling it — the steady, expert pressure building her up and up until she was right at the edge.

He must have sensed it, because he changed his rhythm — longer strokes now, slower, drawing it out. Her thighs were trembling. Her breath was coming in gasps. She was going to come. She was going to come hard, on this man’s couch, while his wife slept twenty feet away, and she didn’t care at all.

When it hit, the first wave had her biting her lip to keep from crying out — but then he slid a finger inside her and curled it, right there, and she high-key detonated. The pleasure surged, impossibly deeper, nothing she’d ever felt before, and her whole body clamped around him as the waves kept coming, her back arching off the couch, her hips thrusting against him uncontrollably.

As the earthquake dissipated into heady aftershocks, he stayed with her, lighter now, easing her down.

She slumped against the couch cushions. Her legs were jelly. Her brain was offline.

“What the fuck was that?” she whispered.

She lay there, just breathing.

“That was —” She shook her head. “I changed my mind. I need you to fuck me. Give me that cock.”

No response.

She looked down.

His head was resting on her thigh, his mouth slightly open, his breathing slow and even.

Asleep. The man had passed out cold with his face between her legs and his wife unconscious in the next room.

Maya stared at him. She poked his shoulder. Nothing. She poked him again, harder. He made a soft snuffling sound and settled deeper into her thigh.

“You have got to be kidding me.”

He did not appear to be kidding.

She sat there for a full minute, trying to figure out what to do. She could wake him up. She could just — leave him there, let his wife find him in the morning, which would be both hilarious and catastrophic. She could —

His face was very peaceful. And very warm. And weirdly heavy.

She sighed. Maneuvered herself out from under him, lowering his head gently to the couch cushion. He didn’t stir. She pulled her pants back on, straightened her shirt, and found her shoes.

She left the extra cash on the coffee table, taking just the babysitting money, so there was no confusion about what that had been.

Not that she was sure exactly what it had been. An adventure. A very weird, very hot, very frustrating adventure.

She let herself out and walked to her car, and it wasn’t until she was halfway home that she started laughing and couldn’t stop.


His Majesty

by T. Wise

The chamber was warm with firelight, and the king was waiting.

Lila had spent six months preparing for this night. The training had been thorough — the older concubines had taught her how to walk, how to stand, how to hold her body so that it invited without demanding. She had practiced kneeling on stone floors until her knees stopped aching. She had learned to keep her eyes downcast but not timid, respectful but not afraid. A concubine was not a servant. A concubine was a vessel for the king’s pleasure, and that was a position of honor.

The oral training had been the strangest part. The wooden phalluses came in three sizes, and she had learned to take each one — to use her tongue and her lips and her throat until the motions became as natural as breathing. She had learned to read a man’s responses by the tension in his thighs, the catch in his breath. She had learned to bring a man to the edge and hold him there, suspended, until she chose to let him fall.

She had never, of course, taken the phallus anywhere but her mouth. Her virginity was a commodity, and she had guarded it carefully.

Now having turned eighteen, her moment had come. She stood before the king’s bed — a massive thing of dark wood and crimson silk — and waited.

The king entered through a side door. He was fifty, tall and broad-shouldered, with a beard gone mostly gray and eyes that had seen decades of rule and war and the particular loneliness of power. He wore a robe of deep blue velvet, and beneath it his body was still strong — the body of a man who had been a soldier once and had never fully stopped.

“Lila.” His voice was deep and unhurried.

“Your Majesty.” She curtsied, as she had practiced.

“You are the new one.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“They tell me you’ve been a diligent student.”

Lila kept her eyes down. “I have had only desire, Your Majesty, and it has kept me motivated. I hope to please you.”

He nodded, his eyes assessing. “Show me.”

She approached him. Her hands did not tremble, though her heart was beating hard against her ribs. She had rehearsed this moment a hundred times. She knew the steps.

Now, inches from the king — the King! — reached for the sash of his robe. She had rehearsed this, anticipated it, but somehow it seemed so unreal. Her peasant hands, untying the sash of a king.

He shrugged the robe off his shoulders, his eyes never leaving her face. His body was as she had imagined — broad chest, strong arms, the softness of age around his middle, his cock already stirring at the sight of her.

She knelt.

And finally, there it was—real, warm, rising from the thicket of gray hair at the base of his belly. Not the polished wood she had practiced with, but living flesh, veined and heavy, the head flushed a deep rose. She could smell him, a musk that was nothing like the cedar oil she'd rubbed into her training pieces. Real. He was real.

For a long moment she simply looked, taking in the slope of his shaft, the way it curved slightly to the left, the pearl of moisture already beading at the tip. All the lessons, all the sunsets spent kneeling on the flagstones until her knees bruised, had led to this. She lifted a hand, hesitant, and laid her fingers at the base of him. The heat shocked her—so much hotter than wood. He twitched at her touch. Her king, responding to her.

She leaned forward and pressed her lips to the side of his shaft, just below the head. Then she opened her mouth and laid the flat of her tongue against him, drawing it slowly down to the root and back up again. The taste was salt and skin and power. She did it again, longer this time, letting the tip of her tongue trace every ridge and vein. When she reached the crown she circled it, lapping at the sensitive rim, then flicked across the tiny slit. Another pearl welled up and she caught it, swallowing carefully as she had been taught.

The king's breath caught. A low sound rumbled from his chest—not a word, a groan that seemed pulled from deep inside him. She felt it travel down his body, a vibration under her tongue. Her heart surged. Months of aching jaw, of her instructor's terse corrections, of wooden phalluses on her tongue while she dreamed of this moment—all of it bloomed into this one sound. She had pleased him!

She swirled her tongue around the head once more, drinking in the groan that followed, letting the satisfaction settle into her bones before she even thought of taking him deeper.

His hips began thrusting at her licking mouth. This was the moment. A little frustration was desirable. Frustration fed the ardor, as long as it was consummated. Too much frustration, sustained too long, could lead to irritation.

This was never the goal. So it was time.

She slipped the head of the king’s cock into her mouth. “Yessss…” he hissed, and she knew she had chosen her moment well. She took him deeper. Then deeper. He was large — larger than her small mouth ideally accommodated — but she had trained for this.

She took him to the point that the head of his cock butted up against the back of her throat. Still an inch remained outside her mouth. Now she began fellating him in earnest, sucking as she drew him in and out of her mouth like it was a warm, wet pussy.

“Oh, Gods, yes,” he groaned, holding the back of her head gently, and setting a pace that was a bit quicker than she might have done on her own. She added a hand, making sure it was nice and wet on his shaft, and he kept saying, “Yes yes yes,” as she did this.

But she felt a mischievous tingle in her heart, because she knew she had a secret. It had been the oral trainer’s suggestion: It was the rare girl who could take the entire length of him. Let him believe, at first, that she could only take most, but not all. Let him resign himself to that partial pleasure.

Then astonish him.

So after a minute or two of sucking him like this, she started slowly down his shaft again. Farther… and farther… until he hit the back of her throat, and then she opened her throat, and the head of his cock passed through, and her nose pressed deep into his pubic hair.

The rattling groan he emitted was so inhuman, she briefly worried she might have hurt him.

But she knew she hadn’t. This was the intense pleasure she had trained to provide him, and now she was doing it. She sucked him like this, all the way back to the tip, down to the root, back up to the tip, until he began panting, and he pushed her off… “Stop stop stop.”

He stood there, breathing hard, and sat on the side of the bed.

She watched him from her spot on her knees. “Did I displease you, Your Majesty?”

“No, no… you’re quite remarkable. I just wish to take your maidenhead before you steal my strength. Take your clothes off and get on the bed.”

She rose, her legs unsteady beneath her. Fumbling only a little, she untied the laces at her shoulders and let her gown fall, stepping out of the pool of fabric. Naked now, she stood before her king, the air cool on her skin, her pulse a rapid flutter in her throat. She did not cover herself. She had been trained for this moment, to offer her body without shame or hesitation. Then, with the king’s gaze still on her, she climbed onto the bed and lay back on the crimson silk, her breathing coming far faster than she would have liked.

The king climbed on and knelt beside her, looking down, and she felt the weight of his gaze like a physical thing. He was not unkind. He was not cruel. He was the king, and she was here to serve him, and there was a clarity in that which she found almost comforting.

“Your legs,” he said.

She parted them. She could feel the air on her nakedness, the wetness between her legs.

He positioned himself between her thighs. He leaned down and the head of his cock — still wet from her mouth — pressed against her. This was the moment. She had known it was coming. Imagined it… how many times?

Yet now that she was here, she couldn’t stop her heart from pounding.

“This will hurt,” he said.

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“It will pass.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

He pushed inside her.

The pain was sharp and immediate — a tearing sensation that made her gasp and grip the sheets. She had known it would hurt. But knowing and feeling were different things. For a moment she was nothing but the pain, her body rebelling against the intrusion.

Then the king paused. He did not withdraw, but he did not push further. He waited.

“Breathe,” he said.

She breathed.

The pain began to recede. In its place, a new sensation — fullness, pressure, the strange intimacy of being joined to another person. She looked up at him, and his face was not unkind.

“Good,” he said. “You’re doing well.”

He began to move. Slowly at first — a steady, deliberate rhythm that gave her body time to adjust. He was not rough. He was not tender. He was — exact. Like everything else about him, the movement was precise, controlled, the motion of a man who had learned to master himself before mastering others.

She lay beneath him and let the rhythm take her. She did not feel pleasure, not in the way she had been told some women did. But she felt something else — a kind of satisfaction in doing her duty well, in being the vessel she had trained to be. Her body was doing what it was meant to do.

The king’s breathing deepened. His rhythm quickened — still exact, still controlled, but now with a gathering urgency that pulled everything in the room toward the center of her body. She felt him swell and stiffen inside her, the thick length of him seeming to reach deeper, and she knew this was the moment.

The king shuddered above her. A low groan broke from his chest, rough and utterly unguarded, and then he spent himself. The first hot pulse of his seed splashed against her innermost flesh, and she held perfectly still, gazing up at his face, aware of nothing but the liquid heat flooding into her, wave after thick wave.

This was the honor, the reason for every lesson and every sacrifice: to receive her king’s release in her own virgin body, to hold it inside her as she held his weight when he sagged against her. She felt not pleasure exactly, but a swelling, quiet pride so complete it made her eyes sting. Her body had done its work.

The king’s breath scraped her neck. His hips pressed in, giving her everything, and she took it gratefully, a vessel filled with the seed of the throne. For a long suspended moment, he remained there, softening but still buried, as though sealing the act. Then, slowly, he withdrew.

He collapsed beside her on the crimson silk. His breathing slowed.

“You have done well,” he said, his voice rough.

“Thank you, Your Majesty.”

Lila stared at the canopy above the bed — dark velvet, embroidered with gold thread — and felt the warmth of the king’s body beside her, and his seed inside her, and the strange ache between her legs and the quiet satisfaction of a job done well.

She had pleased the king. That was all she had wanted. That was all that mattered.

She waited for him to order her to leave. He did not. And soon she heard the sound of his gentle snoring.

Outside the chamber, the castle settled into night. Inside, the fire burned low, and the king slept, and Lila lay awake, wondering what it would feel like the next time. And the time after that. And all the times to come.


So Good to Me

by S. Leary

My mom is a terrible person.

I don’t say that lightly. I’ve had eighteen years to reach this conclusion. I’ve watched her drive away my real dad — he left when I was ten, and I don’t blame him, I would have left too — and then I’ve watched her do the same thing to Raymond. Different man, same pattern. She picks at him. Belittles him. Withholds affection and then acts surprised when he stops asking. She’s been doing it for six years now, and Raymond just — takes it. Because he’s a nice guy. Because he doesn’t know how to be anything else.

He married her when I was twelve. He stepped into a broken family and tried to fix it with patience and decency and the kind of steady, unremarkable kindness that nobody appreciates until it’s gone. He came to my soccer games. He helped me with my math homework. He never raised his voice. Not once. Not even when my mom was screaming at him about something trivial — the dishes, the thermostat, the way he folded the towels — and I could see him literally biting his tongue.

He’s always been so good to me.

And my mom repays him by going on “business trips” so she can fuck around on him.

He so doesn’t deserve that.

∞∞∞

I caught him masturbating three nights ago.

It was late. I couldn’t sleep — finals week, my brain wouldn’t shut off — and I went downstairs to get water. The door to the master bedroom was slightly open. I heard something. I looked.

He was lying in bed, alone, his cock in his hand, his eyes closed. The lamp was on low. He was stroking himself slowly, and his face was — God. His face was so sad. Not the expression of a man enjoying himself. The expression of a man who had no other options.

I backed away before he saw me. But I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

∞∞∞

Tonight, my mom is on another “business trip.” I put her in quotes because I know what she’s doing. I’ve known for a year. Raymond thinks I don’t know. Raymond thinks he’s protecting me from the truth. That’s the kind of thing Raymond does.

It’s midnight. The house is quiet. I’m in my bedroom, and I’ve made a decision.

I take off my pajamas. I put on the only nice thing I own — a simple white nightgown, cotton, nothing sexy, but it’s what I have. I walk down the hall to the master bedroom. I open the door.

Raymond is awake. Reading. He looks up, and his face goes through surprise and confusion and then something else — something guarded.

“Cassie? What’s wrong?”

“Nothing’s wrong.” I close the door behind me. “Can I get in bed with you?”

“What? No. I mean — why would you —”

I step closer. “I know about Mom.”

He goes still. “I don’t know—”

“I know she sleeps around.” I step closer. “I also know,” I say, “that you haven’t had sex in — what? Two years? Three?” I’m at the edge of the bed now. “I saw you the other night. I wasn’t trying to. But I saw you. And you looked so —” I swallow. “You looked so sad, Daddy.”

The word lands like a stone in still water.

“Cassie,” he says. “This is — you shouldn’t be —”

“She doesn’t deserve you.” I reach down and take hold of the covers. “You’ve been so good to me, my whole life. You stepped up when my real dad left. You loved me when you didn’t have to. You chose me. And now I want to do something for you.”

“Cassie —”

“I want to make you happy.”

I slide into bed beside him. He’s frozen. I can feel the tension in his body — every muscle rigid, like a man bracing for impact. I put my hand on his chest.

“This is wrong,” he says. “You’re my stepdaughter. You’re eighteen. I’m —”

“You’re the best man I’ve ever known. And you deserve to feel good.”

I lean over and kiss him. It’s soft — just my lips on his — and he doesn’t quite kiss me back, but he doesn’t push me away either. I take that as permission.

I slip a hand down under the covers and into his boxers and find him half-hard. I curl my fingers around him and stroke, slow and easy.

“Cassie, this is wrong,” he says, but his voice is rough and weak. There’s no conviction in it.

I lean into him, my lips brushing his ear. “You deserve to feel good, Daddy.” He shudders — a full-body tremor that runs through him like a current. “Just enjoy it. For one night, just enjoy.”

I keep stroking him, my hand working his cock until I feel him grow to full stiffness in my warm hand. He needs this so much.

He shakes his head a little, a faint back-and-forth like the last thread of resistance, but he makes no move to stop me. A bead of precum wells at the tip and drips onto my knuckle. I lift my finger to my mouth and lick it clean, tasting the salt and letting him watch. "Jesus, Cassie," he whispers, his voice cracking open.

"See,” I say. “Don't tell me you don't want this, Daddy. You deserve it."

I shift down on the bed and reach for the waistband of his boxers. He lets me slide them off, staring at me the whole time and even lifting his hips a little to help.

I lie down on my belly in front of his hard cock, gazing up at him. “Will you let me make you feel good, Daddy.”

He gives one nod, staccato and dazed.

I lean forward and extend my wet tongue, licking up the length of his shaft, slow and deliberate, tracing a slippery line from the base to the tip. He's not breathing — I can feel it in the air, the way everything goes still. "Oh my god, Cassie," he breathes, barely a whisper. More precum wells at the tip, a slick pearl, and I lean in and lick it away without stopping, savoring the salt, keeping my eyes on his. I want him to feel every second of this, every bit of care I'm trying to press into his skin.

I continue lavishing love on him with my tongue. starting at the base again and adding a little swirl as I drag the flat of my tongue up the thick underside, feeling the ridge of the vein, slow enough that he can feel every wet inch. When I reach the crown I twirl my tongue around the rim, tracing the shape of him, then flick the tip just under the slit.

I lap the head in soft circles, painting him slick, then slide back down the other side, my tongue leaving a glossy trail all the way to the root. I do this again and again, from base to tip and back down, coating every bit of his shaft, until he’s shining with saliva, and he reaches down to hold my shoulder like he’s on a thrill ride and afraid of falling off.

Finally I take him in my mouth, and he gasps, a shudder that shakes the bed.

“Cassie,” he says again, but it’s different now. Softer. Broken open.

I work him slowly. I’ve done this before — a boy from school, a couple of times — but this is different. This matters. I’m not just giving a blowjob. I’m giving him something he’s been missing for years. I’m showing him what he deserves.

He gets even harder in my mouth as the suction draws more blood into his cock. His breathing is ragged. His palm grips my shoulder, desperate, like he can’t quite believe this is happening.

“She doesn’t love you,” I say, pulling off for a moment. “But I do. I love you, Daddy.”

I take him deeper, changing the angle until the head of his cock slides past my gag reflex and I feel my throat open for him. My nose presses into the coarse hair at the base. His whole body goes rigid — thighs iron, abs locked — and his ragged groan fills me with joy.

His hand moves to the back of my head, threading through my hair, almost tender. I stay down as long as I can, eyes watering, breathing through my nose, letting my throat squeeze him. When I pull off for air and lick a strand of saliva into my mouth, he's staring down at me with a look of pure wonder.

"Cassie." His voice cracks. "My god. You’re just—"

I don't let him finish. I wonder if he’s ever been deepthroated before. Certainly not by my mom… but maybe never? That nobody ever did this for him, that he's forty-three years old and still stunned by basic devotion — it makes my chest ache. I want to cry and I want to kill my mom for neglecting him. But I don't cry. I just look up at him, eyes still wet, and smile with my swollen lips. "It’s what you deserve, Daddy."

I drop lower, one hand wrapping around the slick base of his cock while I run my tongue over his balls. They're drawn tight against his body, hot and soft. I lick slow, tracing the seam between them, then take one into my mouth and suck gently. He groans above me, a deep helpless sound. My hand works his shaft in a steady rhythm — no rush, just a warm wet slide — while my tongue maps every ridge of his sac. His thighs are trembling. His breath comes in sharp bursts.

"Cassie, I'm close," he warns, voice strained.

I immediately slow my stroke, barely gripping him. Just enough to keep him hard without pushing him over. I press soft kisses to his inner thigh, nuzzling the tender skin where his leg meets his groin, and smile against his flesh when his hips jerk involuntarily. "Not yet."

Then I take him back into my mouth, but slower. I seal my lips around the head and sink down inch by inch, letting him feel every ridge and vein against my tongue. My hand follows my mouth, twisting lightly on the upstroke, squeezing on the way down.

But this isn’t about the goal, I don’t want him at the finish line. Just a long, deep pull, then another, and another, each one dragging a low moan from his throat. I'm not trying to make him come; I'm trying to make the moment stretch out forever for him.

I match my breathing to his, watching his face as his jaw goes slack and his eyes flutter closed. The pleasure rolls through him in waves, and I can feel each one in the way his cock pulses against my tongue.

This is what I wanted. Not his orgasm, not yet, but this — the heavy-lidded surrender on his face, the way his fingers thread gently through my hair like he's grateful just to be touched. I could do this all night, just giving and giving, drinking down every soft sound he makes. He's so lost in it now that he's forgotten to worry, forgotten to feel guilty, forgotten everything except my mouth and my hands and how much I love him.

“Cassie —”

“I want you inside me.”

He should say no. We both know this. But he’s been saying no to himself for years, and I can see the moment he stops fighting. His face changes. Something gives way.

“Are you sure?” he whispers.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

I roll onto my back for him and lift my nightgown.

He moves over me and for a moment he just looks down, his eyes glazed with something like disbelief, like he can’t quite trust that this is real. His breath comes shallow. I spread my legs wider and take hold of his cock and guide it to my entrance.

He swallows and presses forward, and his cock head breaches into my pussy, which is warm and wet for him.

He makes a raw sound in his throat—wonder and fear tangled together. “My god, you’re so tight, Cassie,” he whispers as he pushes a little deeper, his voice scraped thin.

“It’s all for you,” I tell him. “Just for you.”

I want him to know it—every warm, wet bit of me is his to take. He sinks deeper, slow as a held breath, and I watch his face break open as my body gives way around him. The stretch is sharp and full, but I welcome it, lifting my hips to meet him until there’s no space left between us. He stops when he’s fully seated, buried to the root, and I clench around him with my inner muscles just to see his jaw go slack.

Our eyes lock. He stares at me like I’ve just handed him something he stopped believing he deserved. I hold his gaze and let my hips tilt up, offering him just a fraction more, and the happiness that floods through me is almost too much to contain—I’m the one who gets to give him this, my body the place where his loneliness finally ends.

“I love you,” I say again. “I love you, Daddy.”

“I love you too,” he says, and his voice cracks on the words. “I love you so much.”

He moves inside me — slow, steady, savoring every second. His eyes never leave my face. I wrap my legs around him and pull him deeper, and he makes a sound that’s almost a sob.

He doesn’t last long, but that’s fine. I wanted to give him whatever he needed, and what he needed was this release. To know that he’s loved. That he deserves pleasure.

When it happens, it’s with my name on his lips — “Cassie” — drawn out and reverent, his voice rasping. I see the exact moment it hits him: his jaw goes slack, his eyes half-close, and then he’s pulsing inside me, one thick surge after another. “Yes, Daddy, that’s it,” I whisper against his ear, tightening my legs around his hips to take him deeper. “Give it all to me, I’ve got you.”

Each throb makes his whole body jerk, a raw sound catching in his throat with every release, and I can feel him filling me, hot and deep, spilling everything. The sight of him like that — so utterly stripped of control, so beautiful — makes my chest ache with happiness. I hold him while he rides it out, and then I hold him after, his face buried in my neck, his body finally, finally relaxed.

We lie there for a long time. The house is quiet. The world is quiet. It’s just us.

“Thank you,” he whispers.

“You don’t have to thank me, Daddy. I just wanted you to know that you’re not alone anymore.”

He closes his eyes. A tear slides down his cheek. I wipe it away with my thumb.

Outside, somewhere, my mom is doing whatever she does on her “business trips.” I don’t care. She made her choices. Now I’ve made mine.

And Raymond — my stepfather, my protector, the man who’s been so good to me — is finally getting something good in return.


Private Lesson

by L. Questa-Vale

The studio was empty except for the two of them, and it had been that way for three hours. They had been practicing every day for two weeks, and no matter how well she thought she knew it, every day she learned something new.

Nina had been dancing since she was six, and in thirteen years of training, she’d never worked with anyone like Anton Volkov. He was fifty-five, a veteran choreographer who’d defected from the Bolshoi in his thirties and spent the next two decades building a reputation for intensity. His dancers either broke or became extraordinary. There was no middle ground.

She was nineteen. This was her first season in the company. And she had been burning with something she couldn’t name since the first time he’d put his hands on her waist and adjusted her posture.

“Again,” he said. “From the lift.”

She reset. The music started — a Tchaikovsky pas de deux that she’d been rehearsing for weeks. She moved through the opening phrase, and he watched with the stillness of a jungle cat. His body was lean and angular, the body of a dancer grown old — still strong, but honed down to essentials. His hair was silver and cropped short. His eyes were pale gray and missed nothing.

When she finished the lift, he shook his head.

“Your hips are too tight. You’re thinking about the step instead of feeling it. The lift is not a mechanical action. The lift is —” He searched for the word. “Surrender. You give your weight to your partner. You trust him to hold you. If you hold back, the audience sees your fear.”

“I’m not afraid.”

He looked at her. Those pale eyes. “Yes, you are. You’ve been afraid since you walked in here. Not of the lift. Of something else.”

She didn’t answer. She couldn’t.

“Take a break,” he said. “Change into your costume. We’ll run it in dress.”

∞∞∞

The costume was in the corner of the studio, hung on a rack behind a privacy curtain — white tutu, layers of tulle that floated when she moved. The bodice was fitted, the neckline low. It made her feel like something out of a painting.

She stepped behind the curtain and began to undress.

It was an impulse. She told herself it was an impulse. She’d been stripping out of leotards in front of mirrors her whole life — nudity was utilitarian in the dance world, a practical necessity, nothing more. But tonight, she made a point of not pulling the curtain fully closed. Tonight, she left a gap.

Through the gap, she could see him. He was standing by the barre, waiting, his back half-turned. She pulled off her leotard and stood in nothing but her tights, the studio lights warm on her bare skin. Her breasts were small and high, her nipples tight from exertion and the air conditioned air of the studio. She had a dancer’s body — lean muscle, sharp angles, the long neck and elegant shoulders that came from years of training.

She didn’t move to get dressed. She let him see her.

He turned. His eyes found the gap. Found her.

The silence stretched.

“Nina.” His voice was different. Rougher. “What is this?”

She should have said something playful. Something flirty. Just changing. Something that acknowledged the game without naming it. But the words wouldn’t come. She was frozen — half-naked behind a curtain that wasn’t hiding her, looking at a man who was looking back.

He crossed the studio in four strides.

“I —” she started.

He threw back the curtain, and then his hands were on her shoulders. His mouth was on hers. The kiss was not gentle. It was not tentative. It was fifty-five years of discipline cracking open all at once, and she was caught inside it — his body crowding her against the wall, his hands moving from her shoulders to her waist to her hips, his breath hot against her throat.

She had wanted this. She had wanted him to notice her, to want her, to — to something. But she’d imagined a slow burn. A confession. A careful, deliberate crossing of a line. She had not imagined being devoured.

Her body responded before her brain could catch up. Her arms went around his neck. Her mouth opened under his. She made a sound — surprise and need tangled together — and his hand slid between her thighs, finding her through the tights, pressing against the heat of her.

“I’ve been —” His voice was ragged. “You have no idea. Watching you dance. Every day. Every —” He couldn’t finish the sentence. His mouth found her throat. His fingers hooked into the waistband of her tights and pulled.

She was naked. The tights were around her ankles. His hand was between her legs, and he was touching her — really touching her, not the clinical touch of a teacher adjusting position, but the hungry, seeking touch of a man who’d been holding back for months.

His fingers rubbed her with a rough, desperate rhythm, and she gasped — a sound torn from somewhere deep. It was almost too much, the way he knew exactly where to press, and yet her hips were thrusting against his palm, greedy and mindless, shocking her with their own hunger.

“Anton,” she breathed. “I’ve never — I haven’t —”

He stopped. His hand stilled. He pulled back and looked at her face.

“You’re a virgin.”

“Yes. But don’t stop.”

She saw a moment of hesitation on his face. Some inner morality wrestled with his demon hunger. She saw the debate etched in his expression, and she saw the moment one side won out.

He lifted her. She wrapped her legs around his waist, and he carried her to the floor — the sprung wood of the studio, the surface she’d spent thousands of hours on — and laid her down on her naked back.

He kissed her. Slower this time. Intentional. His mouth moved from her lips to her throat to her breasts, and she arched into him, her body learning pleasure in real time. His fingers found her again — gentler now, tracing a circle on her most sensitive spot.

Her eyes were closed, savoring the intense pleasure of it, so she was shocked when she felt his breath between her legs.

“Anton—” she gasped, but his mouth was already on her.

The first stroke of his tongue sent a jolt through her, so sharp and unexpected she bucked against his mouth. She didn’t know a body could feel like this — that pleasure could have edges, could border on pain without crossing over.

He dragged the flat of his tongue along her length, slow and deliberate, and she whimpered, her fingers gripping his head and tangling into his hair. Then he found the spot his thumb had circled moments before and flicked it, a light, glancing pressure that made her cry out and clap her hand over her own mouth.

He knew what he was doing, alternating broad, languid strokes with quick, focused attention on that one swollen point. Every nerve in her body seemed to converge there, alight. The warmth in her belly turned to a tightening, an ache that demanded release. She couldn’t stop the sounds coming out of her — small, wounded noises that she would have been embarrassed by if there had been any room left for thought. Tears leaked from the corners of her squeezed-shut eyes — not from sadness, but from the sheer overwhelming impossibility of it, that a man could touch her like this, that her body could give her this. He built her up right to the edge, her thighs trembling, a sob building in her chest — and then he stopped, pulled back, and she was left gasping, empty, aching in the cool air.

He was taking his cock out. Through the haze of her pleasure, she saw the throbbing member, so much bigger than she would have imagined, liquid glistening at the tip.

He roughly pushed her knee aside and positioned herself between her legs. He didn’t ask permission, but she didn’t resist him either. Without even meaning to, she opened her legs wider for him.

She felt the head of his cock pressing at her entrance.

“I will be your first,” he said. “It will hurt a little.”

She nodded, and then he pushed inside her. The pain was sharp but brief — a moment of stretching, the unfamiliar pressure of another body — and then he was still, letting her adjust. She looked up at him. His face was taut with the effort of restraint.

“So tight,” he gasped. Then he looked at her. “It is okay?”

She nodded.

He moved. Slowly at first — forcing himself to be gentle — then his eyes fluttered half closed and she saw the moment at which his concern for her comfort was overwhelmed by his need to pursue her own pleasure.

He started just fucking her like she had been doing this her whole life, his pelvis grinding into hers on every downstroke, his teeth gritted with something that looked like effort but might have been bliss.

It was too rough for her first time, and it hurt… but only a little. And it wasn’t just pain. Her body began to respond in ways she hadn’t expected. And as she gazed up into his face, into that look of utter concentration — focus on her, the way she was making him feel — the pain faded. In its place… warmth. Fullness. A building pressure that made her hips rise to meet his. She heard herself making small grunts of pleasure.

This was insane. This was terrifying. This was the best thing she’d ever felt.

Suddenly the pleasure was growing inside her, and she came without warning — not a gentle rise but a sudden, furious clenching that seized her entire body. A cry tore out of her, and her hips bucked against him and her nails dug into his shoulders. The world vanished; there was only the impossible fullness of him, the way each pulse of her orgasm pulled him deeper. She couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think — with every spasm something huge opened inside her, something she hadn’t known she’d been holding shut.

When the waves began to ebb and she could see again, her cheeks were wet and her chest heaved. He was watching her, she saw a gratified smile on his face, and then his eyes fluttered and she realized that he was close too.

“Are you on protection?” he asked her breathlessly.

She wasn’t. What had she been thinking? Hadn’t she been learning for years not to put herself in this situation?

She started counting days in her head. It might be safe, but… it was close.

She shook her head. No protection.

He swore to himself, maybe in Russian, and then started looking around the room as if he’d spot something that would assist him in this predicament.

Finally he looked back at her, still thrusting. “Can you take me in your mouth?” he asked, and she automatically said, “Okay,” though she had no idea what she had just agreed to.

He thrust three more times, eyes tightly closed, as if wringing out every last drop of pleasure from her pussy. Then he pulled out, and she felt the shock of emptiness, and he was crawling up thrusting his glistening cock at her face.

She opened instinctually, and then the tip of his cock was inside her mouth. It was salty and a little sour and so… meaty, and she had only a moment to wonder what she should do with it when he cried out and grabbed the sides of her head and then he was cumming.

The first pulse of thick, salty heat flooded her tongue and hit the back of her throat made her eyes widen. Then another, and he kept pumping, his cockhead twitching on her tongue, and all she could do was hold still, lips closed around him, while he emptied himself.

He groaned, fingers digging into her scalp, and finally the spurts slowed to a trickle. The taste was brine and bleach, a sharpness that coated her palate, and when the last drop squeezed out, she wasn’t sure what to do with it. She lay there for a moment, mouth full, the slipperiness of it slicking her tongue, and then she realized she had to swallow or choke. She did it in one convulsive gulp, the thickness sliding down, leaving a hot trail down her throat. Only then did he ease his cockhead past her lips, and she heard him sigh as he sat back on the floor, his cock already going soft and drooping to the floor.

She lay there on the studio floor, breathing hard. The Tchaikovsky had stopped. The only sound was their breathing and the distant hum of the building’s heating system.

“Was that — Are you okay?”

He sounded a little worried.

She nodded.

“Because… you wanted that, yes?”

She understood then. He was worried about getting MeTooed, or accused of assault, or…

She sat up on her elbows and reassured him. It was the first time, but would not be the last time, that she had to reassure a man.

“I wanted that,” she said. “Yes.”

He looked uncertain of what to do next. “Shall we practice the pas de deux?”

She stood. Tested her legs. Turned away from him, suddenly embarrassed by her nudity, but of course there were mirrors on every wall.

Her thighs ached. Her groin was sore. “I think we should pick it up tomorrow,” she said, and he nodded.

He sat there on the floor, wilted dick in his lap, and she wondered where that commanding presence had gone. The man she so admired.

At some point, somehow, the power had shifted in the room.

She went back to the privacy curtain to dress, pulling it fully closed behind her.

Every day of practice, she learned something new. And she didn’t realize it at that moment, but today had been her most important lesson yet.


Noticing Me

by S. Ko

He came in every Tuesday and Thursday at four-fifteen, like clockwork.

His name was Phillip, which Jenna knew because he paid with a card and she’d been reading his name on receipts for the better part of a year. He always ordered the same thing — a medium dark roast, black, no room — and he always sat at the same table by the window, the one with the wobbly leg that nobody else wanted. He always had a book with him. It was never the same book twice.

He always flirted with her.

Nothing aggressive. Nothing that crossed a line. Just — comments. Little observations. “You changed your hair,” he’d said one Tuesday, and she had — she’d cut it from shoulder-length to a bob, and nobody else had noticed, not even her roommate. “You seem tired today,” he’d said another time, and she had been, she’d been up late studying for a final she was pretty sure she’d failed. “That color looks good on you,” he’d said when she wore the green sweater, and she’d worn it every Tuesday for a month afterward without quite admitting to herself why.

He was forty-five. She was twenty-two. The age gap was obvious and, she assumed, the reason he never did more than talk. He was too old for her. He knew it. She knew it. The world knew it. So he flirted in a way that could be dismissed as friendliness, and she flirted back in a way that could be dismissed as customer service, and neither of them ever acknowledged what was actually happening.

Today was her last shift.

She was leaving for grad school in three days — a university six hours away, a new life, a clean break. She’d given the coffee shop her two weeks’ notice and worked through them without saying anything to Phillip.

What was there to say? I’m leaving and I’ll never see you again and I think you have a huge crush on me and I like you too?

No. Better to just — leave. Let it be what it was.

He came in at four-fifteen, same as always. Dark roast, black, no room. Book under his arm. He smiled when he saw her, and she smiled back, and the transaction was the same as it had been a hundred times before.

“Slow day?” he asked.

“Always slow on Thursdays.”

“That’s good, though. You get to go home early.”

“Except I close today.”

“Ah.” He nodded, took his coffee, sat at his table by the window. Opened his book.

Jenna watched him. She’d spent a year watching him. The way his forehead creased when he was concentrating. The way he’d look up from his book every few minutes and glance toward the counter, toward her, then look away like he’d been caught at something. The way his hair — dark brown with gray at the temples, thick and a little unruly — fell across his forehead when he leaned forward.

He was always the last customer. He stayed until closing, every time. She’d started to think it was deliberate — that he was trying to work up the nerve to say something, and every time he lost it at the last second and just — left.

Tonight, she wasn’t going to let him.

At six o’clock, she walked to the door and flipped the OPEN sign to CLOSED. She pulled the blinds. The shop was empty except for the two of them.

Phillip looked up from his book. “Is it closing time already?”

“It’s closing time.” She walked toward his table. “Phillip.”

He blinked. “You know my name.”

“I wanted to tell you that I’m leaving.”

“Leaving?”

“For grad school. I’m moving on Saturday. This is my last shift.”

He set his book down. She saw it register on his face. “Oh.”

He looked down at his coffee cup. There was so much there on his face. Regret, mostly. He shrugged and looked up at her. What could he say? They had never been anything to each other.

“That’s a bummer,” he said, trying to sound light. “You’re the best part of this place.”

She stood beside his table, looking down at him. He looked up at her. The moment stretched.

“You know,” she said, “you’ve been coming here for a year. I always had the feeling you wanted to ask me out.”

He laughed and flushed a little pink. He ran his fingers through his hair. “Aren’t I too old for you?”

“Was I wrong?”

“No, but… I didn’t want to be the creepy older guy. Misinterpreting a smile. It’s such a cliche. I didn’t want to be… gross.” But now he looked at her and laughed a rueful laugh.

“Fuck,” he said. “You’re telling me I missed my shot.”

She gave a small shrug. Sort of.

“But not just that.” She reached down and took his hand. “I also wanted to thank you. For noticing me. For the hair and the sweater and the days I looked tired. Nobody else noticed those things. You did.”

“Jenna —”

She knelt down beside his chair.

“And I wanted to say goodbye in a way you’d remember.” She reached for his belt. “If you’d let me.”

His mouth opened. Closed. No sound came out.

“This is not…” he started. She waited for him to finish, but he just said, “I have no idea what the end of that sentence is.”

“What you expected when you came in here today?”

He laughed. “Yeah.”

“Who wants predictable?”

She unbuckled him.

“Not me,” he said.

She unzipped him. Her fingers were steady, which surprised her — she didn't feel steady. She felt like her heart was beating in her throat. But her hands knew what to do, and she helped him off with his pants, him staring at her the whole time with an awe-struck expression.

His cock was already half-hard when she freed it from his boxer briefs. She'd seen a few up close before — two, to be exact, both boys her own age — but this was different. He was a man. The weight of him, the heat of him against her palm. She wrapped her fingers around the shaft and felt him stiffen further, growing harder in her grip.

He made a sound — a sharp inhale, like all the air had left his body at once.

She looked up at him. His face was a study in disbelief. This forty-five-year-old man, who'd been flirting with her for a year and never made a move, was staring down at her like she was something he'd conjured in a wish.

"I never thought — " He swallowed. "I mean, I thought about you. I just never thought —"

She chuckled. He was totally incoherent. "I know," she said. "That's why I'm doing it."

She leaned in and kissed the tip. Just a kiss. The skin was soft and warm, and she tasted salt and something faintly musky. His whole body jerked. She did it again — another kiss, then let her lips part slightly, taking just the head into the warmth of her mouth.

He groaned. His hands gripped the arms of the chair.

She held him there for a moment, just the head — getting used to the feel of him on her tongue, the slight stretch of her lips, the way he throbbed against the roof of her mouth. She'd done this before, but not like this. Not with someone who looked at her like she was giving him something he'd stopped believing he deserved.

Then she took him deeper. Slowly. Letting her jaw relax, letting him fill her mouth. Her hand wrapped around the base of his shaft and she began to move.

She wanted this to be gentle. Not urgent, not desperate — tender. A thank-you. A goodbye. She worked him in a slow, steady rhythm, her tongue tracing the shape of him on each stroke. Her jaw was already starting to ache, but it was a good ache. The kind that meant she was doing something right.

His breathing was ragged. When she glanced up, his eyes were squeezed shut, his head tilted back. His hand lifted like he wanted to touch her, then he rested it on his thigh.

She pulled off for a moment. "You can touch me," she said. "It's okay."

His hand settled on her head. Tentative at first — just the palm, just resting. Then his fingers threaded gently into her hair, and she felt him relax into the touch, like he'd been holding his breath for a year and was finally allowed to exhale.

She took him back in her mouth. Kept going. A steady, unhurried rhythm. His hips began to move — tiny, involuntary thrusts, his body meeting her halfway. She could feel him getting closer: the tension in his thighs, the way his breathing went shallow, the way his cock seemed to swell against her tongue.

"Jenna," he said. His voice was rough and strangled. "I'm — you should — I'm going to — "

She didn't pull off. She groaned in encouragement and kept her rhythm steady, her hand working the base, and a moment later he came with a soft, broken gasp. Hot and salt-bitter, pulsing against her tongue. She swallowed, and kept swallowing, and stayed with him until the last pulse faded.

She sat back on her heels. Licked her lips and gazed up at him. His cock was softening, and he was staring down at her, his face flushed, his eyes wet. He looked utterly undone. She thought about how long it had probably been since anyone had touched him like this. Since anyone had noticed him at all, really, beyond the coffee order and the receipt.

“Thank you,” he said. His voice cracked.

“You’re welcome.” She stood up and kissed him — once, soft, lips barely brushing. One perfect, bittersweet kiss.

Then she straightened up, grabbed her bag from behind the counter, and walked to the door.

“Goodbye, Phillip. Make sure the door is locked when you go.”

“Goodbye, Jenna.”

She didn’t look back. If she’d looked back, she might have stayed. And she couldn’t stay. She had a life to start, six hours away, and he had a life here, and those two lives were never going to fit together.

But for one year — for one hour — he’d noticed her. And that was worth something.


Free Use Intern

by D. Horne

So, like, I didn’t plan for this to happen.

I got the internship through my uncle, who knows someone in HR, which is how everyone gets internships, I’ve learned. The job was supposed to be filing and coffee runs and maybe learning Excel if I was lucky. Instead I learned that my boss — Mr. Kellerman, fifty-five, silver hair, suits that cost more than my tuition — had a thing for me.

I noticed it the first week. The way he’d stand a little too close when he was looking at my screen. The way his hand would brush my shoulder when he walked past. The way he’d call me into his office for no reason and just — look at me.

So I started teasing him. Nothing dramatic. I’d let my skirt ride up a little when I was sitting at my desk. I’d lean over further than I needed to when I was putting papers on his desk. I’d catch his eye and hold it a beat too long. I don’t know why I did it. I just — liked the attention, I guess. Liked feeling like I had something he wanted.

Then one day, about three weeks in, I was in the copy room and he came in behind me. Didn’t say anything. Just walked up, grabbed my hip, and shoved his hand down the front of my dress.

And here’s the weird thing: I didn’t stop him.

I could have. One word and he would have backed off. I’m pretty sure. Like, eighty percent sure. But I didn’t say anything. I just stood there while he roughly fondled my tits, his fingers pinching my nipples through my bra, his breath hot against my neck. Then he pushed me down to my knees and pulled out his cock.

He never said a word. Not then, not ever. That’s his thing, I guess. Mr. Kellerman doesn’t talk much. He just — does.

I sucked his cock right there in the copy room, on my knees, while the machine hummed and the fluorescent lights flickered. He came in my mouth, zipped up, and walked out. Didn’t say thank you. Didn’t say anything.

And I knelt there on the industrial carpet, cum sliding down my throat, and thought: Huh. Okay. So that’s a thing now.

∞∞∞

After that, it was just — a thing.

One time he came up behind me while I was making copies and pulled up my skirt and slid his cock into me, bent over the machine, my cheek pressed against the warm glass. I wasn’t wet at all — why would I be? I was making copies — so there was some grunting and discomfort as he managed to push himself in using only his own precum for lube.

It got smoother the more he humped away, though after a couple minutes of him thrusting, I resumed making copies. Like, I had a job to do. The copies weren’t going to make themselves. When he finally came inside me, he pulled out right after the last squirt and a glop of his cum splatted down my leg and to the floor.

Cleaning the floor definitely wasn’t part of my job, but I did it anyway. It seemed like a bad idea to leave it there.

Sometimes he’d call me into his office and when I walked in he’d be sitting in his chair, jerking off, and he’d point at the floor and I’d kneel. One time he pressed his fingers to my lips, instructing me to open. I stayed there like that, mouth open, while he stared down at me half-lidded. My jaw started aching, but I stayed until finally he groaned and aimed and salty cum started flooding my mouth. I swallowed, because I figured it was what I was supposed to do.

Next time he had me kneel, I again obediently opened my mouth, and he pushed it closed.

It was like, make up your freaking mind.

But whatever. This time apparently he wanted to cum on my face. He groaned, and squirts of his semen splashed over my cheeks and into my eye, and into my hair, which I didn’t love. After he zipped up he handed me a tissue from the box on his desk — that was nice of him — and I wiped my face and went back to my desk.

Sometimes he’d make me stay late. Once everyone had gone home, he’d come out of his office and tell me to take off my panties and lie back in my chair with my knees pulled up. And I’d do it. And then he’d go back into his office and close the door and I’d just — wait. Spread open. Staring at the ceiling. The longest was twenty minutes. I timed it. Twenty minutes of just lying there with my pussy out, wondering if some secretary who had forgotten her purse or something was going to come back and find me like that.

Then he’d come out, fuck me until he came — still not speaking, not a single word — and go right back to his office and resume whatever he’d been doing.

One time I asked him, after, “Do you even know my name?”

He looked at me. Actually looked at me, for maybe the first time. Then he walked away.

I still don’t know if he knows my name.

∞∞∞

The thing is, I could quit. I could tell HR. I could do any of the things you’re supposed to do when your boss treats you like a piece of office equipment. But here’s the honest truth: I don’t want to.

I like it.

I like that he doesn’t ask. I like that he doesn’t talk. I like that I’m just — there. Available. Useful. There’s something weirdly peaceful about not having to make any decisions. About just being a body that someone else uses. All my life I’ve had to be smart and ambitious and going places, and it’s exhausting. This is the opposite of that. This is just — receiving.

Maybe one day I’ll stick up for myself. Maybe one day I’ll get a real job, with a real boss who doesn’t fuck me over the copy machine and cum on my face and walk away without a word. Maybe one day I’ll go to therapy and process whatever it is that makes me enjoy being treated like this.

But for now — I’m good. I’m really, really good.

Being a free use intern is the best job I’ve ever had.


The Fourteenth Day

by M. Stern

The house was nicer than she’d expected.

Not that Anna had expected it to be bad — the couple was paying her twenty thousand dollars to carry their baby, so obviously they had money — but there was a warmth to it that surprised her. The curtains in the living room were yellow. There were photographs on the walls of the two of them in various stages of their life together: wedding, vacation, a dog that was no longer with them, based on the framed paw print beside the photo. This was a home. A place where people lived and loved and had been trying, for years, to make a family.

She needed the money for college. That was the transaction. But standing in their living room, she felt something she hadn’t expected: she wanted this to work for them.

“Nervous?” Candace asked.

Candace was the wife — maybe late thirties, with warm brown eyes and a pretty, kind face. She was wearing a soft blue sweater and jeans, and she was holding a glass of wine that she hadn’t drunk from. Paul was the husband. Forty-five, handsome in a quiet, solid way — the kind of man who looked like he’d be good in a crisis.

“A little,” Anna admitted. “Mainly I want to… give you guys what you want.”

Candace’s eyes glistened. She reached out and squeezed Anna’s hand. “Thank you.”

∞∞∞

The bedroom was prepared with a level of care that was almost comical. Candles on the nightstands. Soft music playing from a speaker on the dresser — something classical, strings. The bed was made with white sheets that looked brand-new, and there were flowers on the windowsill.

“It’s beautiful,” Anna said.

“I know it’s a lot,” Candace said, a little sheepish. “I just didn’t want it to feel too… transactional. Like we’re buying your DNA. If it works, a little part of you will be with us our whole lives. I just want to feel like this is something we’re doing… as people, if that makes sense.”

“It does,” Anna said. “Thank you for saying that. I’d like to feel that way too.”

They all stood there for a moment — the three of them, in the candlelit bedroom, with the music playing and the flowers on the sill. It was awkward. It was always going to be awkward.

“Let’s get started,” Candace said.

∞∞∞

They got on the bed together. Candace and Paul started — kissing, slow and familiar, the rhythm of a couple who’d been together for fifteen years and still liked each other. Anna watched from the other side of the bed, and to her surprise, she felt her body responding. The sight of them — the tenderness, the genuine desire — was turning her on.

Candace broke the kiss and looked at Paul. “Let me get you ready.” She moved down his body and took him in her mouth. Paul’s head fell back against the headboard. His hand found his wife’s hair, gentle.

Anna watched Candace work — the ease of it, the familiarity, the way she knew exactly what her husband liked. And Paul’s cock grew hard and glistening under her attention, and Anna felt a pulse of heat between her own legs.

Anna found herself studying the details. The way Candace kept her lips tucked over her teeth, the slight sucking on the downstroke, the way her tongue was always moving. She noticed how Candace’s hand moved with her mouth — not independent, but as a single rhythm — and how she paused to breathe through her nose when she took him deeper.

There was something simultaneously sweet and deeply erotic about it, and Anna’s mind drifted to her future husband, imagined knowing his body this well, being able to make him that hard with nothing but her mouth. The thought tightened something low in her belly.

Candace pulled off and looked at Anna. “He’s ready.”

That was her cue.

Anna undressed. She’d worn simple things — cotton panties, a plain bra — and she shed them without ceremony. She lay on her back on the bed, and Candace moved Paul into position above her. Candace’s hand wrapped around his cock, guiding him, and Anna felt the head press against her.

“Okay?” Paul asked. His voice was rough.

“Okay,” Anna said.

He pushed inside. The head of his cock slipped past her opening, and she felt the stretch of him—more than she’d expected, a slow, thick pressure. He held there a moment, letting her adjust, and Anna saw the strain in his jaw, the way his eyes flicked to Candace before settling on her again.

Then he sank deeper, inch by inch, and the sensation of being filled, of opening around a stranger’s cock, was so startlingly intimate that she had to close her eyes. Candace’s hand slid from Paul’s back to Anna’s hip, her touch light, anchoring. Paul seated himself all the way, a heavy, full presence that made Anna’s breath catch. It felt good. She couldn’t deny it.

She hadn’t anticipated this—enjoying it. Candace leaned close, her face beside Anna’s, and whispered, “That’s it. You’re taking him so beautifully.” Paul stayed still, buried to the hilt, and Anna could feel him throb inside her, could see the faint tremor in his arms as he held himself back. He looked almost pained, as if the pleasure of it was something he wasn’t allowed to show. She understood. This was for the baby, not for them. But her body didn’t know the difference, and she was already wetter, already aching around him.

“You’re doing so well,” Candace murmured. “Both of you. This is — this is how we make our baby. Right now. Right here.”

Paul’s thrusts deepened, and Candace kept talking — “Put your baby in her, Paul. Fill her up. Give us our child.” — and Anna’s body was responding in ways she hadn’t planned.

Candace noticed.

She leaned close to Anna’s ear. “Um,” she said, “I’ve read that female orgasm helps with sperm motility. Can I — would it be okay if I touched you?”

It seemed appropriate, somehow. Anna nodded.

Candace’s fingers found her. Gentle, knowing — a woman’s touch, different from a man’s, more precise. She rubbed slow circles around Anna’s clit while Paul kept moving inside her, and then Candace leaned down and took Anna’s nipple in her mouth, and Anna gasped.

She surprised herself. “I think I’m going to cum,” she said.

“Good,” Candace said. “Come with him. Come when he fills you up.”

Paul’s rhythm quickened, his thrusts turning urgent and shallow. Candace’s fingers worked harder, swirling tight circles that had Anna gasping. And Anna felt it building — a wave that started low and spread outward, her thighs tightening, her breath catching. Then Paul groaned, a desperate, guttural sound, and pushed deep, so deep she felt him at her limit.

For a second he trembled there, and then he came — a throbbing rush that she felt in her core, each pulse a spurt of liquid heat flooding her, filling the space inside. She could feel the wetness spreading, the warmth reaching deep into her belly, and with it a surge of pure hope — this was the moment, this was what they’d been working for, his sperm now swimming toward her egg, tiny flickers of life let loose. The thought tipped her over. She came hard, her inner muscles clenching rhythmically around him, drawing each pulse deeper, her back arching off the bed as she cried out.

She lay there afterward, holding her knees back like she’d been told, keeping everything inside. She imagined Paul’s sperm swimming toward her egg — tiny determined things, racing toward the future. And she thought about what had just happened. How it had started as a way to pay for college. How it had turned into something else. Something genuinely, unexpectedly hot.

Candace was crying. Quiet tears, streaming down her face. Paul was holding her, and Anna was still on her back with her knees up, and the three of them lay together in the candlelight.

“Thank you,” Candace whispered. “Thank you both.”

Anna looked at the ceiling. At the flowers on the windowsill. At the two people beside her who’d wanted a baby for so long.

“You’re welcome,” she said.

And she meant it.
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