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Resignation

by L. Questa-Vale

At six-fifteen, long after everyone else had gone home, Nathan Coleman knocked on Rachel’s door.

She was reviewing quarterly reports, or trying to. The numbers kept blurring. It had been a long week. A long month. A long year, if she was being honest, which she tried not to be.

“Come in.”

Nathan stepped inside. He was twenty-three, two years out of college, the kind of junior analyst who did the work of three people and never complained. He was also, Rachel had noticed, very good-looking — tall and lean, with glasses that made him look smarter than he already was, and a way of looking at her during meetings that felt like a question he hadn’t asked yet.

“Rachel.” He didn’t sit. “You have a minute to talk?”

She set down her pen. His expression was serious — more serious than a missed deadline warranted. “Is something wrong?”

“I wanted to let you know that I’m given notice.”

The words landed like a stone in still water. Rachel blinked. “You’re — what? Why? If this is about the Henderson account, I know it’s been rough, but —”

“It’s not about the Henderson account.”

He came over, sat in the chair in front of her desk. He took a breath. “It’s about you, Rachel.”

She tried to process that. She thought she was a good boss. Had she been too demanding? Rode him too hard.

She started to speak—

“I have feelings for you,” he blurted out.

Then he took a ragged, anxious breath and she realized how hard that had been for him to say. “Since… the first week. I tried to ignore them, and be professional, you know. It’s just a crush, it’ll pass, I’m being stupid. But it’s been six months. It hasn’t passed. Every day I come in here and I see you, and I can’t —” He stopped. Swallowed. “I want to quit, because if I’m not working for you then I’m free to maybe — maybe —”

“Nathan.” Rachel tried to keep her voice calm even though her heart was beating somewhere in her throat. “This is… very unexpected.”

He looked at her, and his eyes were so earnest, so painfully young. “Is it? Am I imagining that there’s like… chemistry?”

Rachel opened her mouth to deny it. The denial didn’t come.

He was right. She did feel something. She’d been feeling it for months — a warmth when he entered a room, a flutter when he smiled at her, a tendency to linger in doorways when he was on the other side of them. She’d told herself it was nothing. She was thirty-eight, he was twenty-three, she was his boss. It was inappropriate. It was impossible. It was —

“Is it really that crazy?” he asked, as if reading her thoughts. “We’re only fifteen years apart. It’s not nothing, but it’s not — it’s not unheard of.”

“Nathan —”

“I’m not asking you to marry me. I’m not asking for anything you don’t want to give. I’m just —” He spread his hands. “I’m resigning. That’s happening regardless. The question is whether I walk out that door alone, or whether I walk out knowing that this — whatever this is — might actually be something.”

She took a moment. It was bizarre, but she could process it. Handle it. That was what she did every day.

She stood and walked around her desk. Leaned against the front of it, arms crossed.

“You’re an idiot,” she said.

“Yeah, of a sort.”

“You’re throwing away a very promising career.”

“There are other jobs. There’s only one you.”

Fuck, that was a good line.

She looked at him — this ridiculous, earnest, infuriating boy who’d just resigned from his job because he couldn’t stop thinking about her. And something in her chest, something that had been locked up tight for months, came loose.

“Okay, maybe I do feel something,” she said. “I’ve been trying not to. But I do.”

His face changed. Hope, breaking through.

“Yeah?”

“But fifteen years is no small thing.”

“Why?”

“Because…” she groped for an answer. “We have completely different sitcoms.”

He laughed, and she couldn’t help but laugh too, feeling ridiculous.

“Nathan,” she said, “this is not… sensible.”

He shook his head. “Uh-uh.”

But he was serious. This… kid, practically, ready to turn his life completely upside-down for her.

As romantic gestures went, it wasn’t easy to ignore.

She reached out and took his hand. His fingers were warm. Slightly sweaty. He was nervous, she realized. He’d marched in here with his resignation speech, and he was terrified.

“Come here,” she said.

She pulled him to his feet and toward her. The kiss was soft at first — tentative, two people testing a new reality — and then deeper, and then his hands were on her waist and her hands were in his hair and they were kissing like they’d been waiting six months for permission.

“Rachel,” he murmured against her mouth. “God. I’ve wanted this for so long.”

“I know,” she said. “I know.”

Then something in her head said, Fuck it. If you’re going to do this, do it right.

She cleared the desk with one sweep of her arm — papers scattering, a coffee mug hitting the carpet with a soft thud, her pen rolling under the chair. Then she was sitting on the edge of the desk and he was standing between her legs, and his mouth was on her throat and his hands were unbuttoning her blouse.

“You’re so beautiful,” he said. “I’ve always thought — every day, when you walk into the office —”

“Stop talking,” she said, and pulled his shirt over his head.

He was lean and warm and his skin was smooth under her hands. She explored him — his shoulders, his chest, the trail of hair below his navel — with the focused attention of someone who’d been denied this for too long. He shuddered under her touch.

He pulled her bra down, and he kissed his way down her breast, his mouth sealing over her nipple. He sucked gently, drawing the sensitive peak into a tight, aching bud, and she pressed forward into his mouth. His tongue circled, then he moved to the other breast, giving it the same hungry attention. Between her legs, a thick, liquid heat was building.

“Rachel,” he breathed. “I want — can I —”

“Yes,” she said. “Whatever it is. Yes.”

He started to his knees.

“Wait!” She stopped him. “Not that.”

Fuck. She had showered like twelve hours ago. She wasn’t ready for this. As much as she wanted it.

“Here,” she said, guiding his hand into her underwear.

After just a little fumbling he found her clit and began rubbing it.

It felt inexpert, but his kisses were so hungry, his breath coming so hard, that she was willing to forgive him a little learning curve. She ground forward into his fingers, mouth still pressed against his.

She was going to cum. This quickly.

“Fuck, Nathan, keep doing that.”

He kissed her mouth, her cheek, her neck. He rubbed her clit. She was vaguely aware of the motion of his hips, an unconscious grind into nothing but the inside of his own pants. It was him trying to push closer. His body desperate to connect to hers.

She came with a sharp, startling cry, her mouth still crushed against his as he gasped in sympathetic response to her pleasure. Her hips jerked forward in erratic pulses, grinding her clit against his slick fingers through every wave until she finally settled, gasping.

He pulled back so he could look her in the face.

“Okay?” he said.

“Uh-huh,” she said, and she heard that her voice had dropped an octave. She grabbed the waistband of his pants. “I want you inside me.”

He blinked. “I don’t… have anything. Protection.”

“You didn’t expect this?” she asked, laughing at herself as she said it.

He laughed too, breathlessly. “Not in my wildest dreams.”

“I have an IUD. We can. If you feel like —”

“I mean, I should be good…”

She nodded. “Okay. Good. Because I need it.”

She shed her underwear and he pulled off his pants. She leaned back on the desk resting on her elbows — the scattered papers crinkling beneath her — and he positioned himself between her legs.

Once he positioned himself, he focused on her face, and pushed into her slowly.

“Oh my god,” he said. “Rachel. You feel so fucking good.”

“Deeper.”

She wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him in. When their pelvis pressed together, they both groaned.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

He did. The desk creaked. Papers tumbled to the floor. The rhythm built, and she watched his face — the concentration, the wonder, the way he kept shaking his head slightly like he couldn’t quite believe this was happening.

The pressure coiled tight, and then — “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!” she announced, almost surprised, and her back arched off the desk and her body clenched around his cock. She would have screamed — in her bed, she would have screamed — but she suppressed it and it came out as a strangled cry. Her heels dug into his lower back, her fingers clutching at his shoulders, and for those long seconds she was nothing but sensation, arched beneath him, utterly open.

Her orgasm sent him over the edge. He pressed deep and held there, his own release surging through him in hot, helpless waves. "Rachel," he groaned, pulling her hips into him as he spilled inside her, his whole body shuddering with the force of it.

They ended up on the carpet — it was the only place to sit together — backs against the desk, holding each other while their breath slowed. The office was very quiet. Outside, the city glittered.

“So,” he finally said when he could catch his breath. “There was something I wanted to ask you.”

“After that, anything.”

“Will you go out with me?”

She laughed. She was thirty-eight years old, sitting on the floor, half naked with her twenty-three-year-old former employee’s cum dripping out of her, and she was laughing.

“As long as we can do that again after,” she said, “absolutely.”

Maybe fifteen years wasn’t so crazy after all.


Trying on for Size

by M. Stern

Margaret had been married to Paul for twenty-six years, and she had never once been unsatisfied in bed.

This was not a small thing. She knew women — friends, colleagues, the ones who’d had a third glass of wine and started talking — whose husbands were lazy, or selfish, or simply absent. Paul was none of those things. Paul was attentive. Paul was generous. Paul had learned, over two and a half decades, exactly how her body worked: the particular pressure she liked on her clit, the angle that made her gasp during intercourse, the way she needed him to slow down right before she came so the orgasm could build to its full height. Paul was, by any reasonable measure, an excellent lover.

But Paul’s cock was five and a half inches.

This was also not a small thing. It was, in fact, a perfectly average thing. Margaret had no complaints about Paul’s cock. It had given her thousands of orgasms. It had fathered their two children. It fit inside her comfortably, and she fit around it comfortably, and for twenty-six years that comfort had been one of the quiet foundations of her life.

But Margaret was forty-eight years old, and she had begun to wonder about certain things. Not in a desperate way. In a curious way. The way you might wonder what it would be like to drive a sports car when you’d been driving a reliable sedan your whole adult life. The sedan was wonderful. The sedan had never let you down. But still — you wondered.

She was on a business trip in Chicago. Paul was at home in Ohio, probably heating up leftovers and watching the game. And Margaret was in a hotel room, waiting for a man she’d hired through a service that specialized in this sort of thing.

The service had been discreet. She’d done her research. The man she’d selected — “Damon,” according to his profile, which was almost certainly not his real name — was twenty-two years old, six-foot-two, and possessed, according to the reviews, of what multiple clients had described as “an extraordinary gift.” One reviewer had written simply: I couldn’t fit it all in my mouth. I tried. I’m still thinking about it.

Margaret had read that review four times.

∞∞∞

There was a knock at the door.

Margaret smoothed her dress — a simple navy wrap, nothing especially provocative, she wasn’t trying to be someone she wasn’t — and opened it.

Damon was tall, as advertised. He was also handsome in a way that felt professional rather than personal: dark hair cut short, a clean-shaven jaw, warm brown eyes that made immediate, comfortable eye contact. He was wearing dark jeans and a button-down shirt, no tie, sleeves rolled to the elbows. He looked like he might be on his way to a casual dinner. He looked like he did this all the time.

“Margaret?” His voice was low and pleasant.

“Yes. Come in.”

He stepped inside and she closed the door behind him. The hotel room was standard business-traveler — king bed, beige walls, a view of the parking garage. She’d tipped housekeeping to bring extra towels.

“Thank you for seeing me,” she said, and then laughed at herself. “That’s a ridiculous thing to say. I’m paying you.”

“You’re welcome anyway.” He smiled. It was a good smile — warm, unforced. “First time hiring someone?”

“I didn’t mean for it to be obvious.”

“Nothing to be embarrassed about.” He sat down in the armchair by the window, leaving the bed for her. It was a small gesture, but she appreciated it. “Why don’t you tell me what you’re looking for?”

Margaret sat on the edge of the bed. She’d rehearsed this in her head, but now that he was here — real, solid, looking at her with patient attention — the words felt strange in her mouth.

“My husband is a wonderful man,” she said. “He’s an excellent lover. I have no complaints.”

Damon nodded. “But?”

“But his cock is five and a half inches. And I’ve never —” She paused. “I’ve never had anything else. I married him when I was twenty-four. Before that, there was a boy in college, and he was about the same. So my entire sexual experience has been with —” She made a gesture with her hands, a modest measurement.

He laughed. “Well you’re a beautiful woman. You deserve more.”

She knew it was flattery — a trick of his trade — but still, the color rose to her cheeks.

“So we’ll start slow, yes? You have anything specific you were looking for? I’m happy to lead.”

“I mean, I thought we’d start with…” Why was it so hard to say it? “If you want to just stay there in your chair. I mean, but maybe take your clothes off first?”

A little smile crept across his face. “Okay.”

He stood.

Margaret had wondered if this would feel awkward — the transactional nature of it, the clinical remove — but Damon made it feel almost natural. He unbuttoned his shirt without ceremony, stepped out of his jeans without fanfare. His body was lean and well-maintained, the body of a man who went to the gym but didn’t live there. A scatter of dark hair across his chest. A trail of it leading down from his navel.

His boxer briefs came off, and Margaret stopped breathing for a moment.

He wasn’t fully hard yet, and he already seemed a different species than Paul. Paul, when soft, barely dangled — sometimes just poking out indifferently from his pubic hair, or resting demurely at the top of his scrotum.

This beast, even at rest, hung well past his balls. And the thickness of the shaft, the size of the head peeking from the foreskin — it was in an entirely different category.

“Go ahead,” he said. “Look. That’s part of it.”

She looked. She let herself look. And then, because she was nearly fifty years old and had spent enough of her life being embarrassed about things that didn’t warrant embarrassment, she spoke.

“It’s very —” She searched for the right word. “Impressive.”

“Thank you. I grew it myself.”

She laughed — a real laugh, surprised out of her. “That’s a terrible joke.”

“It’s my only joke. I use it every time.”

“I’m sure you do.”

He sat back in the chair, as she requested.

This was her moment. Margaret got off the bed and walked over to him. She was standing above him now, looking down. She felt powerful. She had power over this enormous cock. She had paid for it. It was hers.

She knelt, and suddenly she was face-to-face with it, and her sense of power dwindled a bit. What was she going to do with this monster?

“Take your time,” he said. “Start with your hand. Get used to the weight of it.”

She took it into her hand, and now the details resolved: the texture of the skin, the fine veins beneath the surface, the faint scent of soap and something youthful and powerfully masculine.

She wrapped her fingers around him. Or tried to. Her fingers didn’t meet. The thickness of him was almost comical — her thumb and middle finger straining toward each other across a gap of maybe half an inch, like two people reaching across a table that was slightly too wide.

“My God,” she murmured.

“Different, right?”

“Very different.”

His cock twitched. It was growing in her hand.

She thought of the old joke about the first thing Adam said to Eve. Stand back, I don’t know how big this thing is going to get.

That’s how she felt now. How big was it going to get?

She stroked him slowly, getting the feel of him. The skin was soft — softer than she’d expected — moving over the rigidity beneath. As she stroked, he grew harder, longer…

And harder, and longer, the head swelling purple, and now she was pretty sure she had her answer. This was how big this thing was going to get.

Twelve inches, she guessed. Maybe more. And thick. Thick like a wrist. Thick like something more appropriate to a farm than a hotel room.

“Okay,” she said. “I’m going to try —”

“Go slow. Use your tongue first. Get it wet.”

She leaned in and ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft, from base to tip. On Paul she could accomplish this with a small bend of her neck. On Damon, it was a full body operation, ducking down and then rising up off her heels.

The taste was clean, faintly salty. She did it again, slower this time, tracing the ridge of the head, exploring the shape of him with her mouth in a way that felt almost scientific. Here was this thing she’d never encountered. Here was her curiosity, made flesh.

“Good,” he said. “That’s good. Now take the head. Just the head. Don’t try to go deeper yet.”

She opened her mouth and took him in.

The stretch was immediate. Her jaw, which had spent thirty years accommodating five and a half inches, which was no real effort at all, was being asked to accommodate something significantly larger, and it was protesting. She concentrated on breathing through her nose. Focused on just the head — the smooth dome of it, the ridge beneath, the way it filled her mouth completely.

“That’s it,” he said. “You’re doing great. Now use your hands at the base — whatever you can’t fit in your mouth, your hands take care of.”

She wrapped both hands around his shaft — there was still room to spare — and began to stroke in rhythm with the swirling of her tongue. The coordination felt clumsy at first, like patting your head and rubbing your stomach, but she found a rhythm. His breathing changed. His hips stayed still — professional discipline — but she could feel the tension in his thighs, the effort of restraint.

“You can try a little deeper,” he said, a little breathless. “Angle your head — try coming from over the top.”

She lifted herself a little higher and tried to take more. She got an inch in her mouth. Then another. She felt him flinch.

She issued a questioning grunt, and he said, “Sorry, teeth. Just try to…”

But try to what? Her jaw was stretched to maximum. There wasn’t much she could do to keep her teeth out of the way. Also unfortunate: her tongue was pinned to the bottom of her mouth. She tried to run it along the underside of his shaft — blowjob 101 — but it had almost no wiggle room and ended up just poking feebly at one narrow area of skin.

Whatever she might have to say about Paul’s modest penis, she had no trouble pleasuring it however she wanted to.

She pulled off — which was a process in itself — frustrated, her jaw aching. In her fantasies, anticipating this moment, she had impressed him with a heroic deepthroat.

In reality, she hadn’t even fit enough to touch the back of her throat.

“That felt amazing,” he said.

She shook her head. “I thought I’d be able to take more.”

“No one has ever taken the whole thing. If this was really about pleasing me, you could just focus on the head and use your hands on the shaft. That’s what most people do, and it’s just fine.”

He touched her chin, forcing her to look into those young, handsome eyes. “I’m serious. It felt great. But tonight isn’t about me anyway. It’s about you. You wanna try…” He gestured. “On the bed?”

Doubts had crept in now, but she nodded.

“Why don’t we start with you on top, so you can control it.” He stood, his monster bouncing along with him, and fetched a condom from his pants pocket.

She watched him rolling it on — a process! — and had to suppress a remark. Once he was fully sheathed, he opened a packet of lube and slathered that over the rubber. Margaret felt a twinge of indignity at the added lube, but he was probably right to supplement. She needed all the help she could get.

He climbed on the bed and lay on his back, cock pointing at the ceiling. “C’mon over,” he said.

A pornographic carnival ride. Hop on!

Feeling a touch of self-consciousness, she shed her dress. “Margaret, you’re beautiful,” he commented. Her body had borne two children — she was not the woman she’d been at twenty-five. But she was fit for her age, and still attractive in her way. She decided to believe that he meant it.

She stripped off her underwear, electing to keep the bra on, and headed over to the bed.

Again, the difference leapt out. If this had been Paul, she’d have simply straddled his hips and guided him into her. But with Damon, there were logistics. She finally understood the word “mounting”. She’d have to climb atop him like he were a horse. Or a mountain.

She took a breath and set about her task. She climbed onto the bed and squatted over him, placing the rubber-sheathed tip of his cock at her entrance.

Then she lowered herself, pressing her head through the entrance. The stretch was intense — more than she’d expected, a fullness that bordered on too much. She stopped, breathing through it, letting her body learn this new shape.

“God, you feel great, Margaret,” Damon said.

She tried to tune him out. She needed to concentrate.

“Okay,” she breathed. “Okay. More.”

She sank down another inch. Then another. The sensation was extraordinary — a deep, spreading pressure that seemed to reach parts of her that had never been reached before. Her inner walls stretched to accommodate him, and the stretch itself was a kind of pleasure, sharp and sweet at the same time.

It was going much better than her mouth had. This was actually working.

“Look at you,” he said. “You’re taking it beautifully.”

He was looking at her so brightly that she laughed — a breathless, incredulous sound. “I’m taking maybe two-thirds of it.”

“That’s still impressive. How does it feel?”

“Full,” she said. “Very, very full.”

“Good full or bad full?”

She considered the question. Moved her hips experimentally — a small rotation, testing the fit. The pressure shifted, found a new angle, and she gasped.

“Good full,” she said. “Definitely good full.”

She began to move. Slowly at first — a gentle rocking motion, letting her body learn the rhythm. He was so much larger than Paul that the usual motions didn’t quite work; she had to adjust, finding new angles, new depths. He coached her quietly — “try tilting your hips forward a little” and “that’s it, now back” — and she followed his guidance, discovering her own body in ways she hadn’t expected.

The orgasm, when it came, was different.

With Paul, her orgasms were intimate. Emotional. They came wrapped in twenty-six years of shared history, in the particular way he looked at her when he was close, in the sound of his voice saying her name. They were love expressed through the body.

This orgasm was not that.

This orgasm was purely physical. A wave of sensation that started deep inside her — somewhere that had never been touched before — and radiated outward through her hips and her belly and down her legs. It was intense. It was overwhelming. It was, in its own way, extraordinary.

She came with a cry — a sharp, surprised sound — and her body clenched around him, and he stayed perfectly still while she rode it out, his hands light on her hips, steadying her. When it was over, she slumped forward, breathing hard, and climbed off and onto the bed.

“That,” she said after a moment, “was remarkable.”

“I’m glad.”

“Do you need to —” She gestured at his cock.

He laughed. “Only if you want to. I’m fine either way.”

She considered it. “I think I’m satisfied. Is that all right?”

“That’s more than all right. That’s the goal.”

∞∞∞

She stayed in bed while he got dressed. After he zipped up, he turned to her.

“Thank you for a wonderful evening.”

“Thank you,” she said.

“I hope you found what you were looking for.”

Margaret thought about Paul, at home in Ohio, probably asleep by now. She thought about his five-and-a-half-inch cock and his generous attention and the way he always knew exactly how to touch her. She thought about twenty-six years of being known, truly known, by another person.

“Yeah,” she said. “I think I did.”


Attending to Alec

by S. Leary

I’m not going to sit here and pretend I don’t know how this looks.

A forty-five-year-old woman, married, stepmother to a nineteen-year-old boy — and yes, I know he’s technically a man, but when you’ve known someone since they were twelve, they stay a boy in some corner of your mind — and I’m about to tell you how I ended up with his cock in my mouth. If you want to judge me, go ahead. I’ve already judged myself. I’ve come out the other side.

Here’s what happened.

∞∞∞

Alec is my husband’s son from his first marriage. His mother passed when he was ten — cancer, the kind that moves fast and takes everything — and David and I met two years later. We married when Alec was fourteen. I never tried to replace his mother. I just tried to be there. Soccer games. Homework help. The sex talk, which was mortifying for both of us but I got through it by pretending I was giving a business presentation. And that, Alec, is why we always use protection. Any questions?

He’s a good kid. Handsome, too — he got his father’s jaw and his mother’s eyes, which is a combination that should be illegal. Dark hair that falls across his forehead. A body that’s still settling into itself, all long limbs and the faint suggestion of muscles he hasn’t quite grown into yet. He’s smart. He’s funny, when he forgets to be self-conscious. And he cannot, for the life of him, get a girlfriend.

I don’t understand it. He’s not awkward in the way teenage boys are supposed to be awkward. He can hold a conversation. He has interests — guitar, which girls love, and rock climbing, which gives you forearms that girls also love. But every time he works up the nerve to ask someone out, it fizzles. They’re “not looking for anything serious.” They “just want to be friends.” They “don’t want to ruin the friendship.”

I’ve watched this happen for two years now, and it breaks my heart a little every time.

∞∞∞

I found the tissues when I was emptying his trash.

I wasn’t snooping. I do the housekeeping — David travels for work, Alec is a nineteen-year-old boy and would live in a landfill if left to his own devices — and part of my routine is collecting the wastebaskets on Monday mornings. Alec’s basket was full of crumpled tissues. A lot of them. The kind of volume that suggested a very dedicated hobby.

I didn’t say anything. What was there to say? He’s nineteen. Of course he masturbates. The tissues just made me sad, somehow. All that frustrated energy. All that desire with nowhere to go.

∞∞∞

A week later, I walked in on him in the shower.

It was an accident. I thought he’d left for class — his car was gone, or I thought it was — and I needed to grab something from the hall closet. The bathroom door was cracked open, steam escaping, and I pushed it wider without thinking, and there he was.

Through the glass shower door, slightly fogged, I could see him. His hand was wrapped around his cock. He was stroking himself with the focused intensity of someone who’d been at it for a while — his head back, his eyes closed, his mouth slightly open. The water was running. He hadn’t heard me.

I backed out immediately. My heart was pounding. I stood in the hallway for a full minute, trying to process what I’d seen. Not just the act itself — the expression on his face. The frustration. The loneliness. He wasn’t enjoying himself. He was trying to solve a problem.

The shower shut off. A minute later, Alec emerged in a towel, hair dripping, and saw me standing there.

“Claire?” His face went pale. “Were you — did you —”

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “I thought you’d left. I didn’t mean to —”

He pulled the towel tighter around himself. His shoulders were hunched. He looked, in that moment, about twelve years old.

“It’s fine,” he muttered. “I’ll just —” He pushed past me toward his bedroom.

I should have let him go. I should have pretended it never happened. But I followed him.

∞∞∞

He was sitting on the edge of his bed, towel around his waist, staring at the floor. I sat down beside him.

“Alec.”

“It’s so humiliating.” His voice was barely above a whisper. “You saw — I can’t believe you saw —”

“I’m your stepmother. I helped you change your pants when you wet yourself at day camp. This is not the most embarrassing thing that’s happened between us.”

“That’s different.”

“It is,” I admitted. “But I’m not — I’m not judging you. I’m worried about you. You seem so —” I searched for the word. “Frustrated. All the time. And I hate seeing you unhappy.”

He didn’t say anything. His jaw was tight.

“The tissues in your trash,” I said. “I noticed. It’s okay. It’s normal. But I think — I think you’re struggling. And I want you to know that one day you’re going to find a girl. A real girl, your own age, who sees what I see. And she’s going to be so lucky. And you’re going to have an amazing sex life. But right now —” I put my hand on his knee. “Right now, I hate that you’re so alone in this.”

He looked at me then. His eyes were wet. And then I felt it — under my hand, under the towel — movement. He was getting hard.

I should have pulled my hand away. I didn’t.

“Alec,” I said softly.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I can’t — it just —”

“Shh.” I squeezed his knee. “It’s okay. It’s just a physical response. It doesn’t mean anything.”

But we both knew that wasn’t quite true. The towel was tenting now. His breathing had changed. He was mortified and aroused at the same time, and the combination was practically radiating off him.

“Let me help you,” I said.

“What?”

“Just — let me help. Just this once.” My hand moved from his knee to his thigh.

He just stared at me, not stopping me, so I pulled the towel aside. His cock was fully hard now — a nice cock, actually, proportionate and flushed and eager. I wrapped my hand around it.

He gasped. His hips jerked.

“Easy,” I murmured. “Just relax. Let me take care of this.”

I stroked him slowly. No rush. He was already so close — I could feel it in the tension of his body, the way his breath came in short, sharp bursts, the way his cock twitched in my hand. He wasn’t going to last long. Which was fine. This wasn’t about romance. This was about release.

His eyes were closed. His hands were gripping the comforter. His whole body was wound tight, and I was unwinding him, one stroke at a time.

Precum dribbled from the head of his cock and onto my fingers. I spread it around, using it to lubricate, and the slide turned effortless, my grip tightening just enough to feel every ridge and vein. Each stroke pulled a soft, wet sound from my hand—a steady, obscene rhythm that filled the quiet room. I circled my thumb over the head on every upstroke, smearing the slickness, and his breath stuttered.

“Claire,” he whispered. “I’m — I’m going to —”

Good, I thought. And then I thought: Wait. Where? The rug? I’d have to clean it, and carpet cleaner never really gets the smell out. A tissue? That felt shameful — wrapping his orgasm in something disposable, throwing it away like it was garbage. I didn’t want him to feel like that.

There wasn’t much time to figure it out. I leaned down and took him in my mouth.

He cried out — a sharp, surprised sound — and then his hands flew to my head, fingers clenching in my hair, holding me down. He came immediately, a thick flood that gushed over my tongue, hotter and saltier than I’d anticipated, and I had to swallow mid-pulse just to keep from choking. Another surge, then another, copious and insistent, the sheer volume almost unmanageable. I swallowed again, hard, my throat working around each jet he emptied into my mouth, amazed at how much he was giving me.

Ah, youth.

When the last twitch faded, I sat up and licked a milky thread from the corner of my mouth.

He was staring at me like I’d just performed a miracle.

“You —” He couldn’t finish the sentence.

“It’s okay,” I said, and stroked his hair. “It’s okay.”

∞∞∞

I left him there, sprawled on his bed, still processing. I went to the kitchen and made myself a cup of tea and stood at the counter, drinking it, staring at the wall.

What had I done? What had I done?

I’d helped him. That was the truth. He’d needed release — not just physical, but emotional. He’d needed someone to see him, to touch him without judgment, to show him that his body wasn’t something to be ashamed of. And I’d done that. In a way that was wildly inappropriate and probably illegal in several states. But I’d done it.

One day, he’d find a girl his own age. Someone smart and funny and patient. Someone who’d see what I saw. And they’d have a real relationship, with dates and arguments and makeup sex and all the normal things. And whatever had happened between us — this strange, tender, impossibly complicated thing — would fade into the background. A memory. A kindness.

But for now, he was my stepson. And he’d been suffering. And I’d helped.

I finished my tea. Rinsed the cup. Put it in the dishwasher.

Somehow, I didn’t feel guilty. I felt — lighter. Like I’d done something good. Something necessary. Something nobody else was going to do.

And if that made me a bad person — well. I could live with that.


Lube Job

by S. Ko

A good mechanic is hard to find.

Andrea had been bringing her car to Kowalski’s Auto for three years now, ever since the dealership tried to charge her eight hundred dollars for a brake job that turned out to be a fifty-dollar sensor. Kowalski’s was the kind of place that still wrote receipts by hand and didn’t try to upsell you on anything. The owner, an old Polish guy named Stan, ran the front and handled the big jobs. And for the past year or so, he’d had an apprentice.

The apprentice was the reason Andrea had started volunteering for errands that required driving.

His name was Leonard. He was twenty-something — she’d never asked exactly — with dark curls that he kept shoved under a baseball cap and forearms that belonged in a sculpture garden. He was lean without being skinny, the kind of build that came from physical work rather than a gym membership, and when he slid out from under a car on the rolling mat, his shirt riding up to expose a stripe of stomach, Andrea had to actively remind herself that she was way too old for him.

But still.

More than once she had caught Leonard staring—not at her face, but lower, his gaze roving over her body with an openness that made her pulse quicken. His eyes lingered on the way her sweater hugged her breasts, or dropped to the curve of her hips. She knew it was mutual.

She was in her mid-forties. Her husband, Martin, was a lovely man who had lost interest in sex somewhere around year twelve of their marriage and never quite found it again. They had an arrangement — unspoken, but understood. She didn’t ask questions, and neither did he.

And on this particular Tuesday, she was standing in the little office of Kowalski’s Auto, waiting for Leonard to write up her invoice, and thinking about how there was no one else in the shop.

∞∞∞

“Where is everyone?” she asked.

Leonard looked up from the clipboard. He was sweaty — the garage had no air conditioning, and it was July — and there was a streak of grease across his forehead. His t-shirt was clinging to his chest in a way that made Andrea’s mouth go dry.

“Stan’s at lunch,” Leonard said. “He usually takes a couple hours. It’s just me till two, basically.”

“A couple hours.” Andrea leaned against the counter. “That’s a long lunch.”

“He’s old. He naps.” Leonard grinned. “So, your brakes are good. Rotated the tires. Oil change is done. You’re all set.”

“Good.” Andrea didn’t move. “You know, I’ve been coming here for three years, and I don’t think I’ve ever properly thanked you.”

“You thank me every time. You brought us cookies at Christmas.”

“Cookies aren’t a proper thanks.”

She walked around the counter.

Leonard watched her approach with an expression that shifted from friendly to confused to something else — something more alert. He was still holding the clipboard. His knuckles were white.

“Mrs. Reeves —”

“Andrea.”

“Andrea.” He swallowed. “What are you doing?”

She didn’t answer. She knelt down in front of him — the office floor was concrete, hard on her knees, but she didn’t care — and reached for his belt.

“Oh,” he said. “Oh, wow. Okay.”

“It’s okay,” she said. “I want to.”

“Okay. Yeah. Definitely okay with me. Jesus.”

She unbuckled him. Unzipped him. His cock sprang free, and Andrea’s first thought was: good lord. He was big. Not scary-big, but substantially bigger than Martin, thick and long and already fully hard, the head flushed dark and glistening with a bead of moisture.

“You’re —” She paused. “You’re very well proportioned.”

“I — thank you? I didn’t do anything. It just — grew that way.”

She laughed, and then she took him in her mouth.

The taste was salt and skin and the faint chemical tang of garage soap. She didn’t mind. She worked him slowly — she’d been giving blowjobs for twenty-five years, she knew what she was doing — and Leonard made a sound above her that warmed her heart. A very gratifying groan.

“Oh my God,” he said. “Oh my God, that’s — you’re so —”

She pulled off for a moment. “I’m so what?”

“Good. Amazing. I’ve never — nobody’s ever —” He seemed to be having trouble forming sentences. “Fuck, I gotta be honest. I’ve thought about this. About you. When you come in. I think about you all the time.”

“Have you.”

“Your skirt. The green one. You wore it last month and I couldn’t concentrate for the rest of the day.”

She smiled. “Good to know.” And she took him back in her mouth.

She brought him to the edge twice, backing off each time. She wanted this to last. She wanted to savor it — the weight of him on her tongue, the sounds he made, the way his hips kept wanting to thrust and he kept stopping himself. It had been so long since she’d felt desired like this. Since she’d felt powerful.

Then she stood up. Her knees were aching. Her panties were soaked.

“I want you inside me,” she said.

“Yes,” he said. “Absolutely.”

“You have a condom?”

“Huh. No.”

“You don’t have a condom??”

“Why would I have a condom? I’m at work. You think I do this on a regular basis?”

Andrea’s mind raced. She wasn’t on birth control — the pills had always given her headaches, and Martin used the rhythm method on the rare occasions he showed interest. She was at a risky point in her cycle. A very risky point.

“My ass,” she said.

He stared at her. “Huh?”

“Fuck me in my ass.”

He swallowed. “Okay.”

But she needed lube. Her eyes landed on a can of motor oil on the shelf behind the counter.

No, she thought. Absolutely not. That’s not what it’s for. That’s a terrible idea. Do not put motor oil inside your body.

But what, then? She couldn’t let this opportunity slip away because of mere logistics.

Oh. She had moisturizer in her purse. She grabbed the purse and rummaged until she found the tube. She turned, lifted her skirt, and bent over the counter, squirting some moisturizer into her hand then rubbing it in the crease of her ass.

“Now do it,” she demanded.

He positioned himself behind her. The head of his cock pressed against her. She hadn’t done this in decades, and that had been a much smaller cock. She took a breath. Relaxed.

“Slow please,” she reminded him.

He pushed in. Slowly. The stretch was intense — the moisturizer was doing its job but he was big and she was tight and the combination was a lot. She breathed through it, and he kept going, inch by inch, until he was fully seated and she was gripping the edge of the counter and making sounds she hadn’t made in years.

“Good?” he asked. His voice was strained.

No, it hurt like hell.

“So good,” she said. “Now move.”

He moved, and she reached down and rubbed her clit, and the more he fucked her the more the pain faded, slowly overwhelmed by pleasure.

This is working.

She was getting into it. He was making satisfied grunts behind her. The angle was perfect — the counter was exactly the right height, and he was exactly the right size, and with every thrust she felt a jolt of pleasure that radiated from her ass throughout her entire pelvis. Her finger worked away at her clit.

“You feel incredible,” he said. “You’re so — I can’t —”

“Don’t stop,” she gasped. “I’m close. I’m so close.”

He didn’t stop. He fucked her frantically, his hands on her hips, his breathing ragged, and she rubbed herself faster, and then the orgasm hit — a deep, rolling wave that started in her core and spread outward until she was crying out and clenching around him and seeing stars behind her eyelids.

He came a moment later, pulling out and squirting onto her ass with a groan that seemed to come from somewhere very deep.

They stood there for a moment, breathing hard. The office smelled like sex and moisturizer and the ever-present ghost of motor oil.

Andrea found a roll of paper towels on the shelf and cleaned herself up.

Leonard was leaning against the counter, looking dazed.

“So,” she said, pulling her panties back up. “The car’s all set?”

“Uh. Yeah. Brakes are good. Oil’s changed.”

“Great.” She picked up her purse.

She left the office, got in her car, and started it up. It purred like a kitten.

She could relate.

She drove off, ass sore, libido satisfied, her thoughts drifting idly back to that lovely, strange encounter.

A good mechanic is hard to find, she mused to herself, but this one certainly fixed me.


One Kiss

by L. Questa-Vale

The knock came at seven-fifteen, just as she was packing up to leave.

Dr. Elena Vaughan looked up from her desk and saw a figure through the frosted glass of her office door. Tall. Male. When she opened the door, she found her student Aidan Cross standing in the hallway with a wild look in his eyes.

Like he had been rehearsing a speech for hours and had already forgotten the first line.

“Aidan. It’s late. What are you still doing here?”

“I needed to talk to you.” His voice was unsteady. “I’ve been trying to — I’ve been wanting to say something all semester, and I keep not saying it, and I can’t not say it anymore.”

Elena crossed her arms. She was forty-two, tenured, and had been teaching long enough to recognize the signs of an emotionally overwrought undergraduate. Usually it was about a grade. Sometimes it was about a personal crisis. Very occasionally, it was about something else.

“Come in,” she said. “Sit down. Whatever it is, we can talk about it.”

He came in, but he didn’t sit. He stood in the center of her office, surrounded by bookshelves and papers and the accumulated debris of twenty years of academic life, and he looked at her with an intensity that made her want to step backward.

“I’m in love with you,” he said.

Elena stared at him.

“I know,” he continued, “that this is completely inappropriate. I know you’re my professor. I know I shouldn’t be here like this. I know you could probably report me or get me expelled. I know all of that. And I don’t care. I’ve been trying to make myself not feel this way all year, and I can’t. Every class, every lecture, every time you quote Tennyson or laugh at your own joke or push your glasses up your nose — I’m just. Gone. Completely gone.”

“Aidan —”

“You’re the most brilliant person I’ve ever met. And you’re beautiful. And I know I’m twenty and you’re — I don’t even know how old you are, and I don’t care. I can’t stop thinking about you. I can’t sleep. I can’t concentrate. I had to say something. Even if you tell me to leave and never speak to you again. At least I’ll have said it.”

Elena took a breath. She had been expecting a grade dispute. She had not been expecting this.

Young people.

“Aidan.” She kept her voice calm. “What you’re describing isn’t love. It’s a crush. A very intense crush, on an authority figure, which is extremely common. It will pass. I promise you, it will pass.”

“It’s not a crush.”

“It is a crush. And what you just did — showing up at my office after hours, confessing your ‘eternal love’ — what do you think that looks like?”

“It’s a romantic gesture.”

“It’s stalkerish.”

He ran his hand through his hair — a gesture she’d seen him make a hundred times in class, when he was thinking through a difficult passage. He was handsome. She’d always noticed that, in the abstract way you notice that a student is good-looking. Dark hair, slightly too long. Blue eyes that were very bright at this moment, almost feverish. A jaw that was still boyish but would age into something striking. He was wearing a worn-out band t-shirt and jeans, and he looked like every sensitive, brilliant, hopeless young man she’d ever taught.

He also, if she was being honest with herself, looked like someone she might have been interested in twenty years ago.

“Fine,” he said. “Fine. You’re right. It was a bad idea. I’ll go. I’ll transfer out of your class. I’ll —” He stopped. Swallowed. “Just — one thing. Before I go. Can I — can I kiss you? Just once. One kiss. And then I’ll bury my feelings forever, and we’ll never speak of this again.”

“That’s a terrible idea.”

“I know.”

“You’re asking me to cross a line.”

“I know.”

“And if I say yes, you’ll leave? You’ll drop this?”

“I swear. One kiss. That’s all I’m asking.”

Elena looked at him. At his bright, desperate eyes. At the way his hands were trembling slightly at his sides. At the way he was looking at her like she was the answer to a question he’d been asking his whole life.

She was going to say no. She was definitely going to say no.

“One kiss,” she said.

He stepped toward her. His hand came up to her jaw — gentle, tentative. His face was very close. She could smell him — soap and something faintly woody, a young man’s cologne, not expensive but carefully chosen.

He kissed her.

It was not a chaste kiss. It was not a peck. It was the kiss of someone who’d been imagining this moment all year, and the reality of it — her mouth, warm and soft and real — broke something open in him. His other hand found her waist. He pulled her closer. And Elena, who had not been kissed like this in a very long time, kissed him back.

When they broke apart, they were both breathing hard.

“That was —” Aidan started.

“Not one kiss,” Elena said.

“I know. I’m sorry. I —”

She pulled him back in.

This kiss was hers. She wasn’t responding anymore; she was deciding. Her hands went to his shoulders, then to the back of his neck, then into his hair. He made a sound against her mouth — surprise and need tangled together — and she felt him hard against her hip through his jeans.

“Elena,” he whispered. “God. You’re so — I can’t believe —”

“Stop talking,” she said.

She pushed his jacket off his shoulders. He pulled her blouse free from her skirt, his hands sliding up her back, and she arched into his touch like her body had been waiting for permission. His mouth moved from her lips to her jaw to her throat, and she tipped her head back and let him explore — the spot below her ear that made her shiver, the hollow of her collarbone, the slope of her shoulder where her blouse had slipped down.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured against her skin. “I’ve thought about this so many times. What you’d look like. What you’d feel like. And you’re — you’re even more than I imagined.”

“Aidan —”

“Your skin. Your hair. The way you smell. Everything about you.” His hands found the clasp of her bra, and he paused. “Is this okay?”

“Yes,” she said. “It’s okay.”

He unhooked her bra with the endearing clumsiness of someone who hadn’t done it very many times. Her breasts came free, and he looked at them with an expression of pure reverence — like a man who’d stumbled into a cathedral and didn’t know which way to face.

“God,” he breathed. “Look at you.”

He lowered his mouth to her nipple. The heat of it — the wet, gentle pressure — made her gasp. He was tentative at first, then more confident, his tongue tracing circles, his hand cupping her other breast. Her knees went weak. She gripped the edge of her desk.

“That’s — that’s good,” she managed. “That’s very good.”

He looked up at her, his mouth still on her, and the expression in his eyes was so earnest and so hungry that she almost laughed. Then he switched to the other breast, and the laugh died in her throat.

“Tell me what you like,” he said. “I want to make you feel good. I want to — I want this to be perfect for you.”

“You’re doing fine,” she said. “More than fine. But I need —” She pushed him gently downward. “I need your mouth somewhere else.”

He understood. He dropped to his knees in front of her, and she leaned back against the desk and lifted her skirt. Her panties came off — he pulled them down slowly, watching her face, and she stepped out of them and spread her legs.

He gazed at her for a moment. Her pussy, the dark hair, the way she was already glistening.

“You’re so beautiful,” he said. “Every part of you.”

Then he put his mouth on her, and she stopped thinking.

He was not the most skilled lover she’d ever had — he was twenty, he was learning — but he was the most enthusiastic. His tongue was everywhere. He tried different rhythms, different pressures, and when she gasped or shifted her hips or made a sound, he remembered and did it again. He was taking notes. He was studying her like he studied literature — with attention, with care, with the belief that getting it right mattered.

She came with her hand in his hair and her hips grinding against his mouth, and the orgasm was so intense that she had to bite her lip to keep from crying out.

He looked up at her, his face wet, grinning.

“Was that — did I —”

“You did perfectly,” she said. “Now stand up.”

He stood. She pushed him into her desk chair and knelt in front of him. His cock sprang free — not large, but handsome — and she took him in her mouth, and he groaned and gripped the arms of the chair.

“Elena. Oh my God. That’s —”

She took him deeper, her tongue pressing flat along the underside as she drew back, then sliding down again until he nudged the soft ridge of her throat. His hips jerked toward her, thrusting back eagerly into her mouth.

She didn't let up—her head bobbed in a tight rhythm, spit slicking the way, her fingers squeezing him at the base. She could feel the pulse between her lips, the faint salt-sweet taste of him spreading on her tongue. Her own thighs clenched at the thought of having him inside her. She sucked hard once more, just to hear him choke on her name, then pulled off and rose, her knees aching.

“Wait,” he said. “Condom. I don’t have —”

“It’s okay. C’mon.”

“Are you sure?”

“Just give it to me.”

She sank down onto him. The fullness was perfect — he wasn’t huge, but he was more than adequate, and the angle in the chair hit exactly the right spot. She rode him slowly at first, then faster, his hands on her hips, his mouth on her breasts, then his voice in her ear telling her how beautiful she was, how amazing, how he’d wanted this for so long.

She came again — harder this time, clenching around him, her whole body shuddering — and he followed a few thrusts later, groaning her name, pulsing inside her.

They stayed like that for a while, tangled together in her office chair. Outside, the campus was quiet. Inside, the world had rearranged itself.

“That was —” Aidan started.

“I know.”

“Was it wrong?”

Elena considered the question. “Yes. It was completely wrong.”

“But it felt —”

“Right. It felt right.” She looked at him — this beautiful, earnest, impossible boy who’d knocked on her door and told her he loved her. “But we can never do it again.”

He blinked. “I don’t know if I can agree to that. I don’t know if I can live without seeing you again like this.”

Young people.

She took a breath. “If you really can’t live without me,” she said. “Just come by. Text first. Make sure no one sees you. And if you ask for just one kiss…”

“Yes?”

“Then I’ll give it to you.”


Breaking Naughty

by D. Horne

The divorce had been final for six weeks, and Diana still didn’t know who she was.

For twenty-three years she’d been someone’s wife. Someone’s mother. Someone’s plus-one at company parties. She’d been the woman who packed lunches and scheduled dentist appointments and remembered birthdays. She’d been the woman who lay in bed at night, next to a man who hadn’t touched her in two years, and told herself that this was fine. This was normal. This was what marriage looked like after two decades.

Now she was forty-seven and alone in a condo that still smelled like fresh paint, and she had no idea who she was supposed to be.

So she went to a bar.

Not the kind of bar she used to go to with Richard — those had been wine bars, where the lighting was flattering and the music was soft and everyone was someone’s plus-one. This was a dive. Neon signs. A jukebox playing something loud and angry. The kind of bar where the floor was sticky and nobody made eye contact.

Except one person.

He was at the far end of the bar, and he was looking at her. Wiry build. Tattoos curling up his forearms and disappearing into the sleeves of his black t-shirt. Dark hair that fell across his face. He was maybe twenty-two, twenty-three, and he looked like the kind of person her mother had warned her about, which was exactly why Diana couldn’t stop looking back.

They played eye-contact chess for maybe fifteen minutes. She’d glance at him. He’d glance at her. She’d hold his gaze a beat too long. He’d pretend to be ignoring her then she’d see he was ogling her in the bar mirror. Her heart was pounding. Her palms were damp. She felt like a teenager, except she wasn’t a teenager — she was a middle-aged divorcée in a bar that smelled like danger, and she was having more fun than she’d had in years.

Then he slid off his barstool and headed toward the back hallway, where the restrooms were. He glanced back at her as he went. One look. One question.

Are you coming?

Diana had spent twenty-three years being responsible. Being appropriate. Being the person everyone expected her to be. She was so tired of it.

She slid off her stool and followed him.

∞∞∞

The bathroom was small and grimy and smelled like industrial cleaner and urine and beer. He was leaning against the sink when she walked in, and he locked the door behind her without a word.

For a long moment, they just looked at each other. Then he smiled — a slow, crooked thing that made her stomach flip.

He stepped closer. He was taller than she’d realized, and the tattoos on his arms were intricate up close — skulls and roses and something that might have been a snake. He smelled like leather and beer and something sharp underneath. He reached out and took her chin in his hand, tilting her face up toward his.

His mouth came down on hers. The kiss was not gentle. It was demanding — his tongue pushing past her lips, his hand tightening on her jaw, his body crowding her against the bathroom door. Diana kissed him back with a hunger that surprised her. Twenty-three years of being good. Twenty-three years of being appropriate. She was done with all of it.

He pulled back and looked at her. His eyes were dark and amused.

“On your knees,” he said.

On this disgusting floor? For this twenty-something?

She should be chasing him off her lawn, not getting on her knees for him.

She dropped to her knees on the bathroom floor.

The tile was cold and probably filthy, and she didn’t care. He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his jeans, and pulled out his cock. He was hard already — not enormous, but thick, with a slight curve that made her mouth water.

“You like that?” he said. “You like being on your knees for a stranger?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Look at me.”

She looked up at him.

“Now say it.”

“I like being on your knees for you.”

“For a stranger,” he corrected. “You don’t even know my name. What kind of a nasty slut follows a stranger into a bathroom for sex?”

She felt the word hit her — slut — and something inside her cracked open. It should have been insulting. It should have made her angry. Instead, it made her wetter than she’d ever been in her life.

“I do,” she said. “I’m a nasty slut.”

“That’s right.” He grabbed a handful of her hair. “Now open your mouth.”

She opened her mouth, and he pushed inside. He grabbed the back of her head and fucked her throat without preamble — fast and rough, his hand in her hair, his hips driving forward. The taste of him flooded her senses: flesh, sweat, the faint musk of a man who'd been behind a bar all night. She wrapped her lips tight around the shaft, trying to feel like a participant in this throat-fucking, not just… a receptacle. But then his cock hit the back of her throat and she gagged and recoiled.

He glared down at her as she coughed.

“What the fuck is wrong with you? Take it.”

He lifted her chin and shoved his cock back in. This time she adjusted to his rhythm. Ready when the head of his cock hit her throat. He grunted with each thrust, his breath speeding. Her eyes were watering. Her jaw was aching.

She was kneeling on the bathroom floor. Urine and beer. A stranger fucking her mouth.

And she loved it. She loved every second of it.

He yanked his cock out of her mouth.

“You love that cock,” he said. “Don’t you. Tell me you love it.”

“I love it,” she gasped. “I love your cock. Please. More.”

He pulled her up by the hair and bent her over the sink. Unwrapping a condom. She glanced back to make sure he was putting it on.

Then her skirt came up. Her panties came down. He was inside her before she could take a breath — one hard thrust that made her cry out and grip the edges of the sink.

“Is this what you wanted?” He was pounding into her now, each thrust driving her forward, her hips banging against the porcelain. “Is this what you came here for? To get fucked like a whore in a dirty bathroom?”

“Yes,” she sobbed. “Yes. That’s what I came here for.”

She reached down and rubbed her clit, feeling the cock sliding in and out of her, feeling his hips slamming into her ass.

And then she came — a hard, convulsive orgasm that made her legs buckle and her vision go white. He continued fucking her all through it, and was still fucking her when her muscles relaxed.

“That’s the kind of slut you are? The kind of slut that cums on a stranger’s cock in some filthy bathroom?”

She didn’t answer. Just took his cock as he fucked her.

“You want it on your face?”

Not sure.

“Tell me you want it on your face.”

“I want it on my face. Please. Give it to me.”

He pulled out and whipped the condom off, spun her around, and pushed her back down to her knees.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

She opened her mouth. He stroked himself twice, three times, then groaned, “Take that cum, you filthy whore,” and came hot and thick across her cheek, her lips — a heavy splash landing on her tongue, which she swallowed while the last weak squirt dribbled on her chin. She knelt there, breathing hard, tasting salt and bitter semen, cum dripping down her face, and looked up at him.

He was breathing hard too.

“Not bad,” he said. “For a beginner.”

He zipped up, unlocked the door, and walked out. Diana stayed on the bathroom floor for a long moment, her back against the wall, cum drying on her face. The jukebox was still playing. The world was still turning.

She started to laugh.

She wasn’t sure who she was going to be post-divorce. She still had no idea. But whoever it was — the woman who followed a stranger into a bathroom, the woman who got on her knees and loved every filthy second of it — she was pretty sure she was going to like her.


Personal Training

by L. Questa-Vale

At forty-five, Caroline had come to accept certain things about her body.

Her metabolism was no longer what it had been at twenty-five. Her lower back complained if she sat too long. Her upper arms, which had once been firm and defined, had begun a slow migration toward something softer, something she tried not to examine too closely in the mirror. None of this was a crisis. She was healthy. She was active. She was not trying to look thirty again — she was trying to look like the best possible version of forty-five, and she’d decided that meant hiring a personal trainer.

His name was Derek. He was twenty years old — roughly the same age as her son, a thought she pushed firmly to the back of her mind — and he had the kind of body that came from treating exercise like a religion. Broad shoulders. Narrow hips. Arms that looked like they’d been carved from something more durable than flesh. When he demonstrated a movement, his muscles shifted under his skin in ways that made Caroline forget what he was demonstrating.

She’d been training with him for six weeks. Today, after a particularly brutal session of squats and lunges and something he called “the devil’s chair” that had made her thighs shake, he offered her a post-workout massage.

“It helps with recovery,” he said. “Prevents soreness. You want to try?”

She wanted to try.

∞∞∞

The massage table was in a small room off the main gym floor, separated by a curtain. Caroline lay face-down, wearing nothing but her sports bra and shorts, and Derek’s hands worked the knots out of her shoulders with a pressure that was exactly right — firm without being painful, thorough without being clinical.

She was relaxed. She was very relaxed. She was so relaxed that when she opened her eyes and glanced sideways at the mirror on the wall, and saw Derek standing behind her, and noticed the very prominent bulge in his sweatpants — she almost laughed.

“Derek,” she said.

“Yeah?”

“There’s something happening in your pants.”

His hands stopped moving. In the mirror, she saw his face go through a rapid sequence of emotions — confusion, realization, horror.

“I’m so sorry,” he said. “That’s — it’s not — it’s just a physical response, it doesn’t mean —”

“Derek.” She pushed herself up on her elbows. “It’s okay. A twenty-year-old man getting hard while touching me is the most flattering thing that’s happened to me all year.”

He laughed — a nervous, relieved sound. But the bulge was still there. And Caroline was still looking at it.

“Can I —” She reached out and touched him through the fabric of his sweatpants. He went very still.

“Ms. Hayward —”

“Caroline.”

“Caroline.” He swallowed. “Are you — is this —”

“I want to touch you,” she said. “Is that okay?”

“Yes,” he said. “That’s very okay.”

Without getting off her belly, she reached out and slipped her hand into his sweatpants. His cock was hot and hard and substantial — not enormous, but more than respectable, with a slight upward curve that made her curious about how it would feel inside her. She wrapped her hand around him and stroked slowly, and looked up at his face. His eyes fluttered.

“Take these off,” she said.

He hesitated only one moment, then peeled the sweatpants off, freeing his cock. She propped herself on one elbow, took hold of his cock again, and pulled him forward. He took a step toward the table, and she took him into her mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned as her lips wrapped around him.

He tasted like clean skin and the faint salt of sweat. She worked him slowly, using everything she’d learned in twenty-five years of being sexually active — her tongue, her hand, her lips.

“God, I can’t believe this,” he whispered.

She grabbed his ass and pulled him closer, taking in as much as she could. From this constrained angle she couldn’t take him all the way to the root, but his cock filled her mouth, and she enjoyed rolling her tongue around it and feeling the head pulse at the back of her throat.

“Oh my God,” he said. “Caroline. That’s — you’re —”

She pulled off and looked up at him. “Do you have a condom?”

He nodded dazedly. “I — yeah. In my gym bag. Somewhere.” He bent over and fumbled through the bag beside the table, his hands shaking, and emerged with a foil packet. “Got it.”

“Good. Hurry up. Get behind me.” She rose to her hands and knees and he climbed up on the table, kneeling behind her.

She was wet — had been wet since the moment she’d seen his bulge in the mirror — and when he pushed inside her, she gasped at the fullness of it.

He got halfway in, then slid out and pressed in again until he was buried all the way, his hips pressed into her ass.

“Oh, fuck, Ms. Hayward,” he groaned.

“Caroline, for Christ’s sake.”

“Sorry. Caroline.”

He started fucking her properly then, an eager, hungry fuck, peppered with “Oh god”s as he pounded into her. She slammed back into him, enjoying the slap of skin-on-skin and little jolt as his balls swung up to hit her clit. He adjusted the angle, getting up on one foot, bearing down into her, and she adjusted in turn, going down to her elbows and pointing her ass directly into the path of his thrusts. The table creaked under them.

“Harder,” she said. “You can go harder.”

He went harder. She reached down and touched herself, her fingers finding her clit, and the combination of his cock inside her and her own hand was exactly what she needed.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “Don’t stop. Don’t —”

He didn’t stop. If anything, he picked up the pace. She was being drilled and she felt sweat dripping off him and onto her back.

She came with a sharp cry, her whole body locking up as the orgasm tore through her. Her inner muscles gripped his cock in rhythmic pulses, squeezing down hard, and she pushed her ass back against him like she was trying to take every inch. Her fingers went white around the table's edge, her voice breaking into a raw, open-throated moan.

The vise-grip of her pussy must have been too much for him because he shouted "Oh, fuck, Caroline!"  and slammed into her one last time and she felt his cock thickening and pulsing, shooting deep into the condom inside her.

They stayed like that for a moment, breathing hard. Then Caroline started to laugh.

“What?” he said. “What’s funny?”

“I just realized,” she said. “I finally found the perfect exercise for a woman my age.”

Derek’s laugh was startled and delighted. “I’m going to put that on my business cards.”

“Please don’t.”

They cleaned up. Derek pulled on his sweatpants. Caroline pulled on her shorts. The gym was still quiet. The world outside was still turning.

“Same time next week?” Caroline asked.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Derek said, and they both grinned.


Seducing the Plumber

by M. Marx

I don’t know what I was thinking.

Actually, I do know what I was thinking. I was thinking about Jake the plumber’s apprentice, who had been at my house three times in the past month — once for the kitchen sink, once for the upstairs toilet, and once for what the repair order described as “mysterious gurgling.” Every time he came, I found reasons to be in the same room. Every time he left, I spent the rest of the day feeling vaguely frustrated.

He was maybe twenty-two. Wiry and tan, with brown hair that curled at the ends and arms that knew what a wrench was for. He had a shy smile and a habit of calling me “ma’am” that I found infuriatingly attractive.

So when I scheduled the fourth visit — the shower drain was running slow, a problem I maybe could have fixed myself with some Drano and a YouTube tutorial — I had a plan.

I was going to be in the shower when he arrived. The bathroom door would be open. He’d see me. And then —

Well. In my head, it played out like a scene from a very specific category of internet video. He’d see me through the glass. His eyes would go wide. He’d stand there, frozen, watching, and then he’d start touching himself through his jeans, and then I’d beckon him in, and then —

You get the idea.

∞∞∞

I heard his truck pull into the driveway at ten o’clock exactly. I’d told him the front door would be open. I was already in the shower, the water hot, the steam rising. I’d chosen my position carefully — side angle, so he could see the curve of my hip, the line of my leg. I was soaping myself slowly, putting on a show for an audience of one.

The bathroom door creaked open.

“Ms. Maitland? I’m here to look at the —”

He stopped. I saw him through the fogged glass — a shape, frozen in the doorway. Then the shape backed out. The door started to close.

My heart sank. He was going to leave. He was going to be professional and appropriate, and my ridiculous fantasy was going to collapse into awkwardness and a very difficult conversation with my plumber.

Then the door stopped closing.

He was still there. Standing in the doorway. Watching.

I kept soaping myself. My hands moved over my breasts, my stomach, down between my legs — slower than necessary, more deliberate than I’d ever been in my life. I could see the shape of him through the glass, and I could see that he wasn’t moving. His hands were at his sides. His fists were clenched. There was an unmistakable bulge in his jeans.

I turned off the water. Slid open the shower door. Stood there, dripping wet, completely naked, and looked at him.

“Jake,” I said. “Are you going to stand there, or are you going to join me?”

He stared at me gape-mouthed. A bit sillier than I would have liked, but the desire was there.

Good.

Then he was tearing at his belt, his jeans, his boxers, and his cock sprang free — hard and bouncing, and my first thought was oh, that’s nice, and my second thought was Oh, shit, this is actually happening.

He stepped into the shower. He stood in front of me now, closer than we had ever been. It was so… intimate. I wasn’t quite ready for that.

He grinned at me. “Hi,” he said.

“Yeah. Hi.”

In the fantasy, he ravished me. Spun me around, devoured me.

That was in my fantasy. In my shower, he stood there grinning, waiting to see what came next.

Okey-doke.

I soaped up my hands and reached for him — his cock, hot and thick in my slippery grip — and pulled him toward me for a kiss. His mouth was eager, if not especially skilled, and I jerked him with two soapy hands and he was making these amazing desperate sounds and I was thinking, yes, this is it, this is exactly what I wanted —

And then he made a stuttering noise. And he came all over my leg.

We both froze.

The cum was running down my thigh, mixing with the water. Jake’s face went through several colors — arousal, shock, horror, mortification — and settled on a deep, burning red.

“Oh my God,” he said. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry. That’s never — I didn’t — it just —”

“It’s okay,” I said, though it wasn’t, really. “It happens.”

“It’s never happened before. I swear. You’re just so — and I’ve been thinking about you, and —” He looked like he wanted the shower drain to swallow him whole.

I took a breath. Assessed the situation. The fantasy was definitely not going according to plan. But I was still wet — between my legs, not just from the shower — and I had not spent a week orchestrating this just to end up with cum on my leg and an apology.

“Get on your knees,” I said.

“What?”

“On your knees.”

His eyes went wide, but he dropped to his knees in the shower. I leaned back against the tile and spread my legs, and he leaned in and put his mouth on me.

There was still a chance to redeem this thing.

He was enthusiastic, I’ll give him that. But his technique was somewhere between “confused” and “chipmunk trying to open a nut.” His tongue darted in random directions. His nose kept bumping my clit in a way that was more startling than arousing. He had clearly never done this before, or if he had, the previous recipient had been too polite to give him notes.

I closed my eyes. I tried to guide him — “a little higher,” “slower,” “just stay there” — but he kept drifting, kept losing the rhythm, kept doing things that made me want to grab his head and hold it still.

So that’s what I did.

I grabbed his head and held it still. I ground against his mouth, finding the pressure I needed. And I closed my eyes and stopped thinking about Jake the plumber’s apprentice and started thinking about — I don’t know. Some indistinct figure who was competent. Who knew where a clitoris was. Someone who’d done this before.

I came with a gasp, my thighs shaking, my hands tight in his hair. It wasn’t the best orgasm I’d ever had, but it was an orgasm, and at this point, that felt like a victory.

When it was over, I looked down. Jake was still on his knees, his face wet, his expression a complicated mix of pride and embarrassment.

“Was that —” he started.

“That was lovely,” I said. “Thank you.”

He nodded, looking relieved. I turned off the shower. Handed him a towel.

We dressed in awkward silence. He picked up his toolbox. I walked him to the door.

“And Jake?” I said.

“Yeah?”

“You might want to look at the shower drain while you’re here. It’s been running kind of slow.”

His laugh was startled and embarrassed and just a little bit grateful. I closed the door behind him and leaned against it, wrapped in my towel, and let out a long breath.

So. That had not gone the way I’d imagined.

But I’d gotten mine. Eventually. And Jake — God help him — had learned something.

I called a different plumber for the next repair.


The Bard at Her Service

by T. Wise

The queen had been listening to the boy play for six months, and she had decided that tonight, she would do more than listen.

His name was Ellet, and he was twenty years old, with a voice like honey poured over embers and fingers that moved across a lute with the certainty of a much older man. He had come to the castle the previous winter, a traveling minstrel seeking patronage, and the queen had granted him a place in her court on the strength of a single song. Since then, he had performed at her dinners, her councils, her private evenings when the weight of the crown pressed too heavily and she needed something beautiful to balance it.

He was beautiful himself. Dark curls that fell past his ears. Eyes the color of a winter sky. A face that was still soft with youth but would age into something striking. When he sang, he looked directly at her, and something in his gaze made her feel like the only woman in the world.

She was fifty years old. Her husband, the king, had been dead for eight years. She had ruled alone since then, and she had taken lovers when it suited her, but always men of her own station — dukes, ambassadors, visiting dignitaries. Never a servant. Never a boy young enough to be her son.

Tonight, she had summoned him to her chambers.

∞∞∞

Ellet entered with his lute in his hand and nerves on his face. He bowed low — lower than necessary, the bow of a young man who was not sure why he had been summoned and feared the worst.

“Your Majesty. I am at your service.”

“Put down the lute,” she said. “You won’t need it.”

He set the instrument aside with the care of someone handling a sacred object. His hands were trembling slightly. She found this endearing.

“Come here.”

He approached the bed where she sat. She was wearing a robe of deep purple silk — nothing underneath, which he would discover soon enough.

“You have been in my court for six months,” she said. “Do you know why I kept you?”

“My music, Your Majesty.”

“Your music is lovely. But it is not the only reason.”

His eyes flickered — confusion, and then the beginning of understanding.

“Your Majesty —”

“I am fifty years old. I have ruled this kingdom for nearly a decade. I have buried a husband and negotiated treaties and sentenced men to death. I am a queen, but I am a woman, too.” She reached out and took his hand. “Do you understand what I am asking?”

His face had gone pale, then flushed. “I — yes. I think so. But I should tell you — I am not — I don’t have —” He swallowed. “My confidence with a musical instrument does not extend to — other things. I am not a man of the world.”

The queen smiled. “I know. I can tell. That’s part of why I chose you. I don’t need someone who will assume what I want.” She tugged his hand, pulling him closer. “I need someone who will learn what I want.”

∞∞∞

She taught him.

She lay back on the bed and guided his hands to her body — the curve of her breast, the softness of her belly, the heat between her legs. He touched her with the reverence of a man handling a holy relic, and when she told him what she liked — “slower,” “there,” “use your tongue” — he obeyed with the same focused attention he brought to his music.

His mouth on her neck. His fumbling fingers unbuttoning her gown. She helped him with the last couple of buttons, baring herself to his gaze. He stared down at her. “You have the most beautiful breasts,” he whispered, voice full of wonder. “Like a queen’s.”

She laughed, low. “I am a queen. Now treat me like one.”

She took his hands and placed them over her breasts, his palms tentative as if he were cupping carved marble. “Kiss them,” she said, and he bent his head, lips brushing the swell above her nipple. “Not like that — open your mouth. Use your tongue.”

He obeyed, warm and wet against her skin, and she felt the shiver that ran through him when she arched into his mouth. She guided his mouth to her nipple, showing him the pressure she liked — not too hard, just the tip of his tongue circling until she hissed and pulled him closer. He fumbled, tried again, his eagerness making him sloppy.

“Gently with your teeth,” she instructed, a hand in his hair. “Just a graze. Yes. Now the other one.” He switched, mouth hot and obedient, and she pressed his head tight against her, feeling the answering sigh of his want through his careful, devoted attention.

She guided his head lower, spread her legs for him. He settled between them, and she felt the hesitation in the way his mouth hovered just above her, the soft puff of his reverence. "It's all right," she murmured. "Just a bit of your tongue first. Gentle. Let me feel you."

The first touch was light, a tentative stroke that asked more than it gave. She combed her fingers through his hair. "Slower. Good. Now listen to my breathing." He followed her cues like a man learning a sacred rite, his tongue pressing, retreating, circling until at last he found that one place — a steady, soft rhythm — and she gasped and gripped the sheets.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

He didn’t stop. He worked her with the patience of someone learning a new song — finding the rhythm, adjusting to her responses, building her up and holding her there. He kept the rhythm steady, but she needed more—she angled her hips, a silent adjustment, and he lost the spot.

She let out a ragged breath, not quite a curse, and pushed his head back where she needed. "Stay. Right there. Don't move." He obeyed, tongue flat, and she began to roll against his mouth, taking what she needed, chasing the bright, tight feeling that had almost slipped away. It built again, hotter this time, and she heard herself making small, eager sounds.

When she peaked, it wasn't a sudden snap but a deep, rolling wave that made her back arch and her fingers twist hard in his hair. She held his mouth against her as she shuddered, and she rode it out until the last tremor faded and she sank into the mattress, breathless and smiling.

He gazed up at her from between her legs, his face flushed, his eyes bright.

“Was that… acceptable, Your Majesty?”

“You did very well,” she said. “Now. Let me return the favor. Get on your back.”

“Um, yes, Your Majesty.”

He complied, and she stripped his trousers off, freeing his cock, which sprung up fully hard. His face was bright red.

“I’m sorry, Your Majesty.”

The bed was shaking, and she realized it was from the pounding of his heart.

“Never apologize for having a hard cock.”

She knelt by his hips and took his cock in her hand, watching his eyes flutter closed.

She worked him slowly, eyes on his face. His mouth fell open, and he groaned “Your Majesty”. She kept jerking him until he began writhing under her ministrations.

When he came, it was across her hand and his own stomach, and he looked so utterly undone that she almost laughed.

“Your Majesty,” he said, looking up at her, breathing hard. “That was — I don’t have words.”

“You’re a bard. You should always have words.”

“Yes. I shall write songs about you.”

She laughed. “You already write songs about me. I’m the queen.”

“These will be different.” His eyes were moist with adoration. “These will be love songs.”

She didn’t answer. She wiped her hand off, thinking about what she’d just done. She had taken a virgin boy into her bed and taught him how to please her. He was already half in love with her — had been, she suspected, since his first week at court. And now she would have to decide what to do with him.

Keep him as a favorite? He would be devoted. He would write her beautiful songs. He would warm her bed on cold nights and look at her like she was the sun. But favorites became complicated. Favorites developed expectations.

Send him away? That would be safer. But it would also be a cruelty, and she was not a cruel queen. Not unnecessarily.

Behead him for his insolence? For daring to write love songs about her? It was near treason, but charming in its way.

These were decisions for another day.

“You may go now,” she said, and when the door closed behind him she crawled into her bed.

What to do with him? Tomorrow, she would decide. Tonight, she would sleep.

And in her dreams, there were love songs.


You Guys Can Come Whenever

by M. Stern

My son is studying abroad this summer — some program in Barcelona that involves art history and tapas and, based on his Instagram, a truly alarming quantity of sangria — and before he left, I told his two best friends that they could use the pool whenever they wanted.

“You guys can come whenever,” I said. “No need to ask. Just through the back gate.”

They’d taken me up on it. Tyler and Billy, both nineteen, both home from their freshman year of college, both possessed of the kind of physiques that come from playing varsity sports and eating whatever they wanted. Tyler was the tall one — six-three, broad shoulders, the kind of jawline that belonged on a magazine cover. Billy was shorter, stockier, with dark curls and a smile that made me understand why my son’s female friends were always finding excuses to come over.

I’m forty-two. I’ve been divorced for five years. I have a good job, a good life, and a bikini that I bought on a whim last summer and never had the courage to wear.

Today, I wore it.

∞∞∞

I came out to the pool around two o’clock, when the sun was at its hottest and the boys were already in the water. I’d timed it carefully — the bikini, the towel, the sunscreen, the casual stroll across the patio like I had no idea they were there.

“Oh!” I said, feigning surprise. “I didn’t realize you boys would be here.”

They were standing in the shallow end, water up to their waists. They both went very still when they saw me.

“Mrs. Calloway,” Tyler said. “We can — we can leave if you want —”

“Don’t be silly. It’s your pool too, this summer. I’ll just —” I spread my towel on the lounge chair. “Sunbathe a little. You won’t even know I’m here.”

They would definitely know I was here. The bikini was red and very small, and my body — well. I’d been taking care of myself. Pilates, mostly. And genetics. And the knowledge that one day soon I’d want to wear something like this and I didn’t want to regret not having done the work.

I lay back on the lounge chair and began to apply sunscreen. Slowly. My hands moved over my arms, my shoulders, my stomach, my legs. I took my time. I could feel their eyes on me even though they were pretending not to look, and the knowledge sent a warm pulse of satisfaction through me.

“Hot day,” I said.

“So hot,” Billy agreed. His voice was slightly strangled.

I finished the sunscreen and lay back, closing my eyes. For a while, I just let the sun bake into my skin and listened to the sound of the water and their low, murmured conversation. Then I sat up.

“It’s too hot to just lie here,” I announced.

I went over and sat at the edge of the pool, dangling my feet in.

They both stare. They’d stopped pretending not to.

“What?” I said.

“Nothing,” Tyler said. “You just — you know —”

“What?”

“It’s a nice bikini,” Billy said boldly, and Tyler shot him a look. “Dude.”

Dude, meaning, That’s no way to talk to your friend’s mom.

Tyler maybe wasn’t as keyed in to what was going on here. But Billy, I thought, maybe got it.

“And, I mean, you look good in it,” he dared.

I saw Tyler’s eyes flick from Billy over to me. Trying to figure out what was okay. How I was going to react.

I reacted coyly.

“Oh, please,” I said. “You don’t have to flatter me. The pool doesn’t come with a compliment toll.”

“No, I’m serious,” Billy said, and now Tyler nodded. Finding a bit of daring himself.

“Well, thank you, boys. You know, you boys have been coming here all summer, and I’ve never really gotten to — appreciate you. Tyler, you’ve been working out, haven’t you?”

“A little,” he said.

“A lot, I think.” I stood. “Let’s take a closer look.”

I took a step back then placed my hands together and did a perfect dive into the pool. The water was cool and lovely, and once under the surface I swam around and hooked my fingers into the waistband of Tyler’s bathing suit and yanked it down over his legs, sliding it off.

I broke the surface, bathing suit dangling from my fingers. “Oops,” I giggled.

“Mrs. Calloway!” Tyler’s face was comically shocked. “Can I have that back, please?”

“Sure. Go get it.” I tossed it out of the pool and it landed in the garden.

He stared at me.

“What?” I asked innocently. “Go ahead. You don’t have anything to be embarrassed about.” My brow knitted into a question. “Do you?”

I stepped closer. I reached out and took his cock in my hand. It was already half-hard — long and thick, and getting harder in my palm.

“No,” I said, “you definitely don’t have anything to be embarrassed about.”

He was gape-mouthed. “Mrs. Calloway —” he started.

“Yes?”

I started stroking him. He was fully hard now, and he was big — bigger than my ex-husband, bigger than anyone I’d been with in years. I squeezed and gently tugged, watching his face.

“Jesus,” he breathed.

“Billy,” I said, still stroking Tyler. “Come here. Let me see about you.”

Billy moved closer. I reached into his trunks with my other hand and found him — also hard, also substantial, slightly shorter than Tyler but thicker. I stroked them both, one in each hand, looking from one to the other.

“Both of you,” I said. “Nothing to be embarrassed about. Nothing at all.”

∞∞∞

I had them sit on the edge of the pool at the shallow end, their legs in the water, their cocks standing up and glistening in the sun. I stood in the water between their legs and gazed at their beautiful young cocks.

I took Billy in my hand, and Tyler in my mouth, and the sheer rigidity of him made me groan around his shaft. He was so hard it felt like polished stone wrapped in silk, and when I pulled back to look at him — the thick vein running along the underside, the flushed head beaded with clear fluid — I could have stared for an hour.

A fresh drop of precum welled up, and I licked it away before it could fall. Then I turned to Billy, who was leaking even more. I smeared that precum all over his head and shaft, using it as lube as I jerked him, feeling his cock pulse against my palm like a second heartbeat. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt anything that alive, that young and healthy — the skin so taut I could feel every contour, the head so sensitive that even my thumb brushing over it made his whole body jerk.

I sucked Tyler deep, taking him until my nose pressed against his stomach, and he let out a strangled “fuck” and gripped the back of my head. It felt like he was resisting the urge to pull me down on his cock, though part of me wished he would.

I switched off, sucking on Billy a bit, his thicker cock giving my jaw a workout. The sheer size of them, the way they filled my mouth and hand and then some, made me feel drunk. I pulled off Billy long enough to regard them both for a moment. I laughed, a low sound of pure delight, and said, “God, you’re both so hard it’s ridiculous,” before giving both of their cocks an affectionate, wet kiss, one after the other.

“I need these inside me,” I said.

Then the responsible part of my brain piped up — fuck that bitch — and I realized that I shouldn’t be too reckless.

“Have you boys been careful?” I asked them, examining their faces for honesty. “About where you’ve been sticking these?”

“Yes, ma’am,” they said, almost in unison.

I nodded. “Just don’t come inside me, okay?”

Billy stared. Tyler just swallowed.

I took it as acknowledgement.

I climbed out of the pool and lay back on the lounge chair and peeled my underwear off. I spread my legs and gazed up at them — hard bodies, hard cocks — and they stared back at me stupidly.

“For Christ’s sake, who’s first?”

Tyler practically leapt forward and knelt between my legs. As he pressed his cock to my entrance, I heard him mutter, “I can’t fucking believe this.”

I grabbed his ass and pulled at him impatiently, and he slid inside me. The fullness was glorious, and his groan — “Oh, fuck, Mrs. Calloway!” — was pretty glorious too.

He fucked me hard, and I found myself watching his abs, his perfect six-pack, tightening with every thrust. It felt good, but it looked like it felt even better to him, judging by the tension throughout his body.

“Don’t come inside me,” I reminded him.

He gasped. “Oh, fuck.” He pulled out reluctantly.

Billy took me then, and he was a little more controlled. Less animalistic, with a reverent gaze that I found appealing.

Then I looked over at Tyler, who was standing there forlornly stroking himself.

I gestured. “C’mere.”

He stepped over and eagerly let me guide his cock into my mouth.

I had done plenty in my life, but never this. Sucking Tyler’s big cock into my mouth while Billy drilled into my pussy… it was almost too much.

No. No, it wasn’t. It was just the right amount. I was going to cum.

The orgasm hit me like a rolling blackout, pleasure locking every muscle tight. My back arched off the lounge chair, my thighs clamped around Billy's hips, and the sound I made around Tyler's made him press harder into my mouth. All I could feel was the deep, steady rhythm of Billy's cock filling my pussy and the thick weight of Tyler stretching my lips, and somehow the combination shattered whatever wiring I had left. I came in long, clenching pulses, my vision going white at the edges, my hands grabbing fistfuls of Billy’s ass to pull him deeper into my pussy.

Before the last flutter even faded, Tyler's cock swelled against my tongue. He groaned high and strangled, and then his cum flooded my mouth—hot, thick, startlingly copious. I felt a surge of pure, selfish gratification. Not just that I'd made him lose control like that, but that there was so much of it, that his body had held nothing back. I swallowed, and the taste was salt and something bitter-green, not unpleasant. I swallowed again, milking him with my tongue, but it kept coming, coating my throat.

Then Billy's voice cut through the daze: "Fuck, I'm coming too—" He pulled out of me so fast I gasped, empty for half a breath before he was scrambling up my body, hand at the base of his wet cock. The first hot spurt caught me across the right cheek, a stripe of heat that shocked a laugh out of me. I turned my head, unlatched from Tyler, and replaced him with Billy in one hungry motion. His taste was different—muskier, sharper—and I caught the next spurts and swallowed him down with the same greedy satisfaction, feeling his pulse against my lips, his strangled shout vibrating through my skull.

Then it was over. They collapsed onto the grass. I stayed where I was, splayed on the lounge chair, breathless and sticky and deeply, profoundly pleased with myself. The sun was warm on my skin. The smear of come on my cheek cooled and tightened as it dried. I ran my tongue over my teeth, tasting both of them still, and smiled up at the cloudless blue sky.

“Holy shit,” Billy said.

“Holy shit is right,” Tyler agreed.

Somewhere, a bird was singing. Somewhere, my son was drinking sangria in Barcelona, blissfully unaware of what his mother was doing with his two best friends.

I would feel guilty about that later. Or maybe I wouldn’t.

It was a perfect summer day.
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