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Martin’s Mom

by S. Leary

The thing about staying at your friend’s house over break is that you’re never really asleep. Not deep sleep. The guest bed is always slightly wrong — too soft or too firm, the pillow an unfamiliar shape, the sounds of the house a language you don’t speak. So when the light from the hallway cut across Connor’s face at two in the morning, he was awake before he knew why.

The door was open. A silhouette stood in the doorway — female, unsteady, one hand on the frame for balance. The light behind her made a halo of her hair.

“Martin?” Connor said, blinking. “That you?”

The silhouette laughed — a low, slurry sound. “Martin’s asleep. Martin’s been asleep for hours.”

Mrs. Fallows. Martin’s mom.

Connor had met her twice before — once at drop-off freshman year, once at a graduation party. She was forty-five, tall and sharp-featured, with dark hair she wore in a blunt cut and the kind of energy that filled a room before she’d said a word. She’d always been nice to him. Normal. The kind of mom who asked about your classes and meant it.

She was not acting normal now.

She crossed the room in three unsteady steps and pulled back the covers. Connor opened his mouth to say something — what are you doing, are you okay, do you need water — but before any of it came out, she was in the bed. Her body was warm and soft and smelled like wine and perfume and underneath that, the faint clean scent of shampoo. She was wearing something silky — a party dress — and her leg slid over his thigh as she settled beside him.

“Mrs. Fallows —” he started.

“Shhh.” Her finger touched his lips. “You’ll wake Martin.”

“Wake — you’re —” His brain was still catching up. “You’re Martin’s mom.”

“I know who I am.” Her hand drifted down from his mouth to his chest, then lower, sliding over the thin cotton of his t-shirt. “I’ve had a lot to drink tonight, Connor. A lot to drink.” Her fingers reached the waistband of his boxers. ”And now I just need one. Final. Nightcap.”

“Help you —” His voice cracked. “I don’t — this isn’t —”

Her hand slipped under the waistband.

Connor’s body responded before his brain could catch up — a reflexive twitch, his cock stirring against her palm. He thought about Martin, asleep down the hall. He thought about how wrong this was, how insane, how he should say something, do something, push her hand away and tell her to go back to bed. He thought about all of that very clearly.

Then her fingers wrapped around him, and he stopped thinking.

“Oh,” he said. It came out as barely more than a breath.

“There,” she murmured. “That’s better.”

She pulled back the covers and shifted down the bed. Her mouth found him through the cotton of his boxers — a warm, wet pressure that made his hips jerk. She peeled the boxers down, and then she sucked him into her mouth, and Connor said the only sensible thing that came to mind, which was, “Holy fuck.”

His cock was soft when she enveloped him. That was the part that undid him — not just the physical sensation, which was extraordinary, but the intent of it. She was working toward that goal with the focus of someone who knew exactly what she wanted. Her tongue traced the underside of his shaft. Her lips sealed around the head. She sucked with a gentle, steady pressure, and he felt himself growing — filling, stiffening — against her tongue.

“Oh my God,” he said to the ceiling. “Oh my God.”

She made a sound of acknowledgment — a murmur that vibrated through him — and kept going. By the time he was fully hard, she’d been working him for maybe a minute, and he was already closer to the edge than he wanted to admit. He was nineteen. He’d been with a few girls. But none of them had ever done this — crawled into his bed in the middle of the night and put their mouth on him like it was the most natural thing in the world.

She pulled off and looked up at him. In the dim moonlight from the window, her face was flushed, her lips glistening.

“You’re a healthy young man,” she said. “That’s good.”

“I — thank you?”

She laughed — a low, slurry sound — and then she was moving again, peeling off her underwear, hiking up her dress. He caught a glimpse of her before she positioned herself — the dark hair between her legs, her pussy glistening wet.

Then she was sinking down onto him, and he stopped seeing anything at all.

She was wet — incredibly wet, the kind of wet that meant she’d been thinking about this for a while, maybe since she’d seen him in the kitchen earlier that evening. She took him all the way in, and he felt himself bottom out inside her, and they both made a sound at the same time — his a groan, hers a satisfied sigh.

“Don’t cum inside me,” she said.

“What?”

“Don’t cum inside me. I’m serious.” She began to move — a slow, rolling rhythm, her hips grinding against his. “You’re young,” she whispered. “You’ll want to. But you can’t. Promise me.”

“I — yeah. Okay. I promise.” I hope.

“Good boy.”

She rode him with the unhurried confidence of someone who knew her own body. Her head fell back. Her hands braced on his chest. The rhythm built — faster now, her breathing coming in short gasps, and Connor was fighting a war on two fronts: the war against his own orgasm, which was clawing at the gates, and the war against the sheer impossibility of what was happening. This was Martin’s mom. Martin’s mom. And she was fucking him in the guest bed, and it felt better than anything had ever felt, and he was going to have to look Martin in the eye tomorrow morning and pretend none of this had happened.

He thought about baseball. He thought about the periodic table. He thought about his grandmother, which was a mistake because now his grandmother was in his head while Martin’s mom was riding him, and that was a mental image he was going to need years to scrub out.

“Don’t cum,” she said again, and her voice was strained now — she was close. “Don’t you dare cum inside me.”

“I’m not — I’m trying —”

Her rhythm broke. She gasped — a sharp, high sound — and her whole body clenched around him. Her orgasm was silent and intense, her back arching, her nails digging into his chest. Connor felt it ripple through her, the way her inner walls pulsed around his cock, and it was the hottest thing he’d ever experienced and also the most dangerous, because now she was tight and spasming and it was pushing him right to the edge.

“Mrs. Fallows —” he gasped. “I’m — I’m going to —”

She pulled off him in one swift motion.

The first jet of cum shot free — arcing across the sheets, catching the moonlight. The second jet was already in her mouth. She’d moved faster than he could track, her lips wrapping around him, her tongue pressing against the underside, and the rest of his orgasm emptied into her mouth — pulse after pulse, drawn out by the steady suction of her lips.

He lay there, breathing like he’d run a marathon, staring at the ceiling. His cock was still throbbing in her mouth. She swallowed. He felt it — the gentle contraction of her throat — and then she pulled off and sat up, licking her lips.

“Good boy,” she said again.

Then she stood, pulled her dress down, and walked out of the room. The door clicked shut. The hallway light went off.

Connor lay in the dark, his boxers around his ankles, his heart hammering, and tried to figure out if any of that had actually happened.

∞∞∞

He woke up to sunlight and the smell of bacon.

For a long moment, he just lay there, staring at the unfamiliar ceiling, processing. He’d had the strangest dream. The strangest dream. Martin’s mom, of all people. Crawling into his bed. Putting her mouth on him. Riding him until she came, and then —

He shook his head. Ridiculous. Absolutely ridiculous. His subconscious was a mess.

He swung his legs out of bed and stood up. His foot landed on something soft and lacy.

He looked down.

A pair of black underwear.

Connor stared at the underwear for a long moment. Then he picked it up, folded it carefully, and set it on the nightstand. He wasn’t sure what the etiquette was for returning a friend’s mom’s panties, but he was pretty sure handing them to her over breakfast was the wrong move.

He got dressed. He went downstairs. Martin was at the kitchen table, eating cereal. Mrs. Fallows was at the stove, flipping bacon, fully dressed, perfectly composed.

“Morning, Connor,” she said without turning around. “Sleep well?”

He looked at the back of her head. At the way her hair was perfectly brushed. At the way she stood at the stove like any other mom on any other morning.

“Yeah,” he said. “Weird dreams, though.”

“I hate that.” She slid bacon onto a plate and turned to face him. Her expression was completely neutral. “Coffee?”

“Please.”

She poured him a cup and handed it over. Their fingers didn’t touch. She didn’t wink. She didn’t give him any sign at all.

But later, when he was packing his bag to leave, he found the panties on the nightstand were gone. And on the pillow, there was a Post-it note in neat, looping handwriting:

Thanks.


Laundry Day

by S. Ko

I was twenty years old and I’d struck out with every girl in town. Not for lack of trying. I’d asked out the barista at the coffee shop (taken), the girl at the library (not into guys, which, fair), and the daughter of the guy who owned the hardware store (she said I was “sweet” which is the word girls use right before they say no). I was young, I was horny, and I was starting to think there was something wrong with me that everyone else had figured out.

Then I got the handyman job, and everything got worse.

Mrs. Keane was forty-eight and married to a guy named Bill who worked in insurance and was never home. I was installing shelves in their living room — a big job, took me the better part of two weeks. The first few days were normal. She’d offer me lemonade. I’d drink it. She’d ask how the shelves were going. I’d say fine. Standard homeowner-handyman stuff.

Then she started doing laundry.

The laundry room was in the basement. To get there, you had to walk through the living room — right past where I was working. The first time I noticed something was off, she was wearing a tank top and shorts. Nothing scandalous. But the shorts were very short, and the tank top was very thin, and she walked through the living room with a laundry basket on her hip and a look on her face like she had no idea I was there.

I knew she knew I was there.

The next day, the shorts were gone. She walked through in the tank top and a pair of panties — simple white cotton, nothing fancy, but they were panties, and she was walking through the living room in them like it was the most normal thing in the world. I drove a nail into my thumb and pretended it didn’t hurt.

The day after that, she walked through in a bra and panties. Black lace this time. The good stuff. She didn’t look at me. She didn’t say anything. She just carried her laundry basket through my field of vision like a vision of torment specifically designed to make me lose my mind.

I was losing my mind.

∞∞∞

On Thursday, she walked through in just the bra and panties again, and I decided I was going to follow her. I was going to go down to that basement and figure out what the hell was going on. I set down my hammer. I stood up.

The front door opened.

“Hello?” A man’s voice. “Anyone home?”

Mr. Keane. Bill. The husband. He walked into the living room — mid-fifties, balding, friendly face — and stuck out his hand. “You must be the handyman. Bill Keane. How are the shelves going?”

“Good,” I said. “They’re going good.”

Mrs. Keane emerged from the basement. She was wearing jeans and a turtleneck. A turtleneck. In July. She kissed her husband on the cheek and said, “Hi, honey. How was work?”

I stared at her. She didn’t look at me.

I started to wonder if I’d imagined the whole thing.

∞∞∞

Then came Monday.

I’d been off for the weekend, which I’d spent lying in bed staring at the ceiling and questioning my sanity. When I got back to the Keanes’ on Monday morning, Bill’s car was gone. Mrs. Keane was in the kitchen. She smiled at me — a perfectly normal smile — and said she had some laundry to do.

She walked through the living room completely bottomless.

No panties. Nothing. Just a t-shirt that came down to her hips and, below that, the full curve of her ass and the long, bare length of her legs. She disappeared into the basement. I heard the washing machine start.

I hesitated. This was an invitation, right? I was still trying to figure out whether to follow her when she came back up out of the basement — still bottomless, still ignoring me — and headed upstairs.

I stood there for maybe thirty seconds. Then I followed her.

∞∞∞

Her bedroom door was open.

She was on the bed, on her back, with her hand between her legs. The t-shirt was bunched up around her waist. She was touching herself — slowly, deliberately, her fingers moving in circles that I could see from the doorway. Her eyes were closed. Her mouth was slightly open.

I made some kind of sound — a sharp inhale, I think — and her eyes flew open.

For a long moment, we just stared at each other. Then she pulled her legs together and yanked the comforter up — but only to her thighs. She was still exposed. The comforter covered nothing important.

“How dare you,” she said. Her voice was calm. Almost amused. “How dare you come up here. I should call the police.”

Okay, I was young, and she was old enough to know better, but at some point a guy has had all he can take, you know?

“You’ve been walking around half-naked in front of me for a week,” I said. My voice came out steadier than I felt. “You’ve been doing it on purpose.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“You walked through the living room bottomless. Bottomless. While I was standing right there.”

She looked at me. The comforter didn’t move. Her hand was still resting on her thigh, inches from where I’d just seen it.

“Maybe I did,” she said. “What are you going to do about it?”

The question hung in the air between us. I could feel my heart hammering. I could feel other things too.

If I wanted this, it was time to shoot my shot.

“I think you’re hot,” I said. “I think you’ve been driving me crazy on purpose. And I think it’s time you quit teasing and actually delivered.”

Her expression shifted. Something flickered in her eyes — surprise, maybe, or satisfaction. “Tell me again.”

“Tell you what?”

“That I’m hot.”

“You’re hot,” I said. “You’re incredibly hot. You’ve been walking around in your underwear for a week and it’s been absolute torture, and you knew exactly what you were doing, and you’re hot.”

“Tell me what you like about me.”

And just like that, the power shifted again. She was still the one in control. She was always going to be the one in control.

“Your legs,” I said. “The way you walk. The way you look at me like you know something I don’t.”

Her hand moved back between her legs. Slowly. Watching me.

“Keep going,” she said.

“Your —” I swallowed. “Your body. The way you carry yourself. The fact that you’re doing this while your husband is at work, and you don’t seem guilty about it at all.”

“I’m not guilty.” Her fingers were moving faster now. “I’ve been married to Bill for twenty-three years. He hasn’t touched me in four. So no, I don’t feel guilty. Keep talking.”

“Your breasts,” I said. “The black lace. The way you ignored me when you walked through in that. Like you were daring me to do something.”

“I was.”

“Your —” I was running out of vocabulary. “Everything. All of you. I want —”

“What do you want?”

“I want to touch you.”

I stepped up to the bed. About to climb on—

She stopped me with a foot to my chest. Her toes pressed against my sternum through my t-shirt.

“No,” she said. “You don’t get to touch me. Not yet. Let me see it.”

“It?”

“Your cock. Take it out. Let me see it.”

I thought of taking charge, trying to call the shots. I also thought that that might backfire on me and she’d shut down the whole scenario.

So I unbuckled my belt. My zipper. My cock sprang free — hard and flushed and already leaking at the tip. She looked at it with an expression of frank appraisal.

“Nice,” she said. “Stroke it.”

God, she was freaky.

I wrapped my hand around myself and started stroking. Her fingers were still working between her legs. We stayed like that for a long moment — me standing at the foot of her bed, jerking off, her lying on the comforter with her hand between her thighs — and it was the strangest, hottest thing I’d ever done.

“Tell me what you want to do to me,” she said.

“I want to —” My breath was ragged. “I want to be inside you. I want to feel you around me. I want to make you cum.”

“Good. What else?”

“I want to flip you over and fuck you from behind. Pound into you and make you scream like —” I couldn’t finish the sentence. I was getting close.

“Tell me what you want me to do to you.”

“Everything. Anything. I want your mouth on me. Your hands. I want —”

She came. Her back arched off the bed, and she half screamed and half laughed, her whole body shuddering. Watching her was what pushed me over. I came with a groan, my release spilling across the comforter in thick white ropes.

We stayed like that for a moment, breathing hard. Then she swung her legs off the bed, scooped up the comforter in one efficient motion, and dropped it into the laundry basket.

“I should get this washed,” she said. She was fully composed again. The transition was almost supernatural.

She carried the basket downstairs. I pulled up my pants and followed her in a daze. My brain was still catching up to what had just happened.

I got to the bottom of the stairs just as the front door opened. Bill walked in with his briefcase. “Hey, honey. Hey —” He snapped his fingers, trying to remember my name.

“Jake,” I supplied.

“Jake! Right. How are the shelves?”

“Good,” I said. “They’re going good.”

Mrs. Keane emerged from the basement. Fully dressed in a turtleneck. She kissed Bill on the cheek. “Hi, honey. How was work?”

“Fine, fine. Boy, you’ve sure been doing a lot of laundry lately.”

“Well, I had to.” She looked at me. Just a glance. The tiniest flicker of a smile. “That was a particularly large load.”

She gave me a wink, and I went back to my shelves, and I didn’t stop smiling for the rest of the day.


ICU Prom Night

by L. Questa-Vale

The accident happened three weeks before prom.

Dylan didn’t remember much about it. A wet road. A curve he’d taken too fast. By the time he was lucid enough to understand what had happened, he’d already had two surgeries and was looking at another month in the ICU before they’d even talk about discharge.

His leg was the worst of it — pins and rods and a prognosis that involved the words “full recovery” and “six to twelve months” in the same sentence. His ribs were cracked. His left arm was in a cast. He was eighteen years old and laid up in a hospital bed, and the only thing he could think about was prom.

Specifically, he was thinking about prom because his girlfriend, Kelsey, had just told him she was going with someone else.

“I’m sorry,” she was saying, standing at the foot of his bed with her arms crossed and her prom dress — she’d brought it to show him, a pale blue thing still in its garment bag — draped over the chair. “But like, I’ve been looking forward to this all year. And you’re in here, and Brad asked me… And if you really care about me you’d want me to have a good time.”

She went. She took the dress with her. The door swung shut behind her, and Dylan was alone with the beeping machines and the fluorescent lights and the knowledge that right now, at this moment, Brad Whatever-His-Name was probably picking out a corsage and fantasizing about deflowering his girlfriend.

Did she have to show him the freaking dress? What was the point of that?

He didn’t cry. He was too angry to cry. But his eyes were stinging, and his throat was tight, and when the nurse came in to check his vitals, he had to stare at the ceiling and breathe through his nose until he could trust his voice.

She was the pretty one. He’d noticed her his first week — tall, with dark hair pulled back in a ponytail and the kind of calm, competent energy that made you feel like everything was going to be fine. Her name was Marlene. She was in her forties, he guessed, with smile lines around her eyes and a way of moving around the room that was efficient without being rushed.

“Rough visit?” she asked.

“My girlfriend is going to prom with another guy.”

She was quiet for a moment. Then she said, “Ah.” She wrapped the blood pressure cuff around his arm. “That’s —”

“Shitty. The word you’re looking for is shitty.”

“That’s the word.” She pumped the cuff. “Was it serious?”

“We were going to —” He stopped. Swallowed. “Never mind.”

She looked at him. Her eyes were kind. She didn’t push.

∞∞∞

The next week was the longest of Dylan’s life.

Every night, lying in the dark with the monitors beeping and the distant murmur of the night shift, he imagined Kelsey and Brad at prom. Brad pinning the corsage on her wrist. Brad’s hands on her waist during the slow dance. Brad in a hotel room afterward, unzipping that pale blue dress. It was going to be her first time. It was supposed to be his first time too.

On prom night, he couldn’t sleep at all.

He was staring at the ceiling, running the same miserable loop through his head, when the door opened. It was late — after eleven, well past visiting hours. The lights were dimmed.

Marlene came in. She was wearing her scrubs, same as always, but something was different. Pinned to her collar was a small white corsage.

“Happy prom night,” she said.

Dylan stared at her.

“I know it’s not the same. I know I’m not —” She gestured at herself, at the scrubs, at the whole absurd situation. “But you’ve been in here for three weeks, and you’ve been so stoic, and when your girlfriend left I thought —” She took a breath. “Nobody should be alone on prom night. Nobody should be thinking about the person they wanted to be with while that person is with someone else.”

“Ms. Marlene —”

“Marlene. Just Marlene.” She crossed to the bed. “I wanted to make it special for you. If you want that. If you don’t, I’ll leave, and we’ll never talk about it again.”

Dylan looked at the corsage. At her face. At the way she was standing there, calm and steady, offering him something he hadn’t known he needed.

“Yes,” he said. “I want that.”

She smiled. It was the first time he’d seen her really smile, and it transformed her face — made her look younger, made her look like someone who’d once been a girl with a prom dress of her own.

She pulled the curtain around his bed and lowered the rail. Her hands were gentle — clinical in their precision, but warm. She pulled back the thin hospital blanket and found him already half-hard under his gown. The body knew what was happening even when the brain was still catching up.

“Poor thing,” she murmured. “All this time in here, and nobody’s taken care of you.”

She leaned over and took him in her mouth.

Dylan’s head fell back against the pillow. Her mouth was warm and wet and impossibly gentle, and she worked him with the sensual patience of someone who had no other place she wanted to be. He felt her tongue rolling all over his shaft and head as she drew him in and out of her mouth.

God he needed this.

He was being taken care of. That was what it was. Not just the physical sensation, though God, that was incredible — but the attention. The way she was focused on him completely, like he mattered, like his pleasure mattered. Kelsey had never treated him like that. Nobody ever had.

His hips began to lift of their own accord, pushing into the wet heat of her mouth. “Marlene,” he panted, “you’re gonna make me cum—” She heard the warning in his voice and slowed, easing her lips up the shaft until only the tip remained between them. She rested there, tongue flicking against the slit, and he groaned with the exquisite, maddening frustration of being held right at the precipice. She let him hang there, trembling, then sank back down into the pulsing warmth, taking him deep again. She did this three times, taking him right to the peak and then settling him back, and by the third time he was gripping the bed rail with his good hand and making sounds he couldn’t control.

Then she decided he had had enough, and she picked up the pace.

“Oh, fuck, Marlene,” he gasped. “I’m going to —”

She didn’t pull off. She wrapped her lips just below the head of his cock and swallowed as he came, her tongue tickling below the slit, drawing out every pulse. When he was done, she sat up and licked the corner of her mouth and looked at him with those kind, calm eyes.

“Good?” she asked.

“I —” He laughed. It was the first time he’d laughed in weeks. “Yeah. Yeah, that was good.”

She stood and began to undo the ties on her scrubs. “We’re not done yet.”

“What?”

“Every prom night has a slow dance.” She pulled the scrubs down, stepped out of them. Underneath she was naked, her skin clear and pale, with dark, hard nipples at the peaks of her full breasts, and a neatly-trimmed thatch of brown hair between her legs. “And I don’t know about you, but I’ve always liked the slow dance best.”

She climbed onto the bed, carefully lying next to him, mindful of his leg, his ribs, the wires. She kissed his ear as she reached down to fondle his cock. “Was it going to be your first time tonight, Dylan?” she murmured in his ear.

“Yeah,” he muttered. He was already starting to get hard again, eager blood flowing back into his cock.

She wrapped her hand around him and squeezed, and he thickened further. “You can still have your first time,” she whispered, kissing his neck and making him shudder.

He was getting harder by the second, and she sat up and carefully positioned one leg on the other side of his hip, straddling him. She reached down and guided him into her pussy, and then she was sinking onto him and he was inside her and it was — God. It was everything. It was better than prom. It was better than anything Kelsey could have given him, because Kelsey would have been nervous and giggly and worried about doing it right, and Marlene was none of those things. Marlene knew exactly what she was doing.

She moved carefully, a gentle rocking motion, careful not to jostle his injuries. Her hands rested on his chest. Her eyes stayed on his face.

“You feel so good inside me, Dylan,” she said. “Does it feel good?”

He nodded. “So good.”

She was careful not to put her full weight on him, rising up and down without fully pressing into him, almost like she was jerking him off with her pussy.

He just kept staring up at her. It was unreal.

She was unreal.

His breath was coming faster. He was getting close.

“Are you going to cum for me again, Dylan?” she asked him. “You can cum inside me.”

Then some muscle deep inside her squeezed around his cock, and he let out a strangled cry and he was pulsing into her, his cum shooting deep into her hot center as that muscle squeezed his cock and she murmured, “That’s right. Give it to me.”

She stayed on top of him for a moment as his breathing settled. Then she eased off, pulled her scrubs back on, and smoothed down her hair.

“Happy prom night, Dylan,” she said. She leaned down and kissed him on the cheek — soft, brief, maternal. Then she was gone, and the door clicked shut, and the monitors kept beeping.

Dylan lay in the dark, staring at the ceiling. His body was tingling. His heart was full. He thought about Kelsey and Brad, wherever they were, whatever they were doing. He thought about the corsage on Marlene’s collar. He thought about the way she’d said “we’re not done yet” and the way she’d looked at him like he was someone worth taking care of.

He wouldn’t have photographs to remember the night by. But he wouldn’t have wanted it any other way.


Detention

by D. Horne

The only bad thing about this story is that I can’t tell my buddies. It’s the most incredible thing that’s ever happened to me, but they won’t believe it. Hell, I was there, and I’m not sure I believe it.

They know the first part. I got caught doodling something I shouldn’t have in Ms. Maitland’s class. She confiscated the drawing, looked it over, her face an unreadable blank, which was somehow worse than if she’d gotten angry — and gave me detention. The guys gave me shit about it for the rest of the day. What the fuck did you draw?

I didn’t tell them. I couldn’t.

It had been a naked woman in glasses. If the hair wasn’t a giveaway, the glasses definitely were. They were Ms. Maitland’s glasses — the thick black frames she wore when she was grading papers, the ones she pushed up her nose with one finger while she was lecturing about the Peloponnesian War. The drawing was actually pretty good, if I do say so myself. I’d spent a lot of time on it. Time I should have spent paying attention to the Peloponnesian War.

∞∞∞

After school, the building was emptying — that weird after-hours silence that made every footstep echo. I went to Ms. Maitland’s classroom. She was at her desk, grading papers. The drawing was sitting on the corner of the desk like a piece of evidence in a trial.

“Sit down, Mr. Cohen.”

I sat. She kept grading. The silence stretched.

She was forty, maybe. Dark hair with a few threads of gray, pulled back in a knot. Sharp features. What appeared to be a fit body under her tight pantsuits. She was, by unanimous vote, the hottest teacher in the school.

“Do you know why this drawing is a problem?” she asked, still not looking up.

“Because I shouldn’t be drawing in class?”

“Because it depicts me.” She looked up then. Her eyes were very dark. “Naked. With my glasses on. Do you understand how disrespectful that is?”

“It wasn’t trying to be disrespectful.”

“Then what were you trying to be?”

I didn’t have a good answer. “All the guys think you’re hot.” The words came out before I could stop them. “I mean — attractive. Sorry. I wasn’t mocking you. It was more like —”

“More like what?”

“Appreciation.”

She stared at me for a long moment. Then she set down her pen. “You’re going to write me an essay. Five hundred words. On why leering at your teacher is unacceptable. You’ll start now.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She pushed a notepad and a pen across the desk. I started writing. She went back to grading.

About ten minutes in, I looked up. She was sitting on the edge of her desk grading papers or something. But, important detail: her legs were slightly apart.

And she wasn’t wearing any underwear.

From this angle I could see — well, I could see everything. The dark hair. A flash of glistening pink. The way her thighs pressed together when she shifted her weight. My pen stopped moving. My brain stopped working.

“Were you looking at me?” she asked.

“No,” I said. It came out as a squeak.

“Are you lying?”

“No.”

“Stand up.”

“Ms. Maitland, if I could just have a minute —”

“Stand. Up.”

I stood. There was no hiding it. My erection was pressing against my jeans like it was trying to escape.

She came around the desk and stood in front of me. She was shorter than me, but somehow she seemed to tower. “What is that?” she demanded, gesturing at the bulge in my pants.

“Nothing.”

“Nothing?” She reached out and ran one finger along the outline of my erection through the denim. I flinched like she’d burned me. “That doesn’t feel like nothing.”

“Ms. Maitland —”

“You drew a picture of me naked. You sat in my classroom and stared at my body while you were supposed to be writing an essay.” Her finger was still tracing me, light as a feather. “And now you’re standing here with an erection. What am I supposed to do with you?”

“I don’t — I don’t know.”

“I think you do know.” She stepped back. “I think you want me to do something about this. But you’re going to have to ask for it.”

The room was very quiet. My heart was pounding so hard I could hear it.

“Please,” I said.

“Please what?”

“Please —” I swallowed. “Um, do something about it?”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know…”

“You don’t know? What do pervy boys like you fantasize about when they’re drawing their teachers naked.”

“I don’t know.”

“Then I sit down and write your essay.”

“I mean, like… sex?”

She stared at me. “You want to have sex with me?”

I hesitated. Not sure what the right answer was.

She repeated the question: “You want to—”

“Yes.”

She laughed a little. “Well you can’t.”

“Oh.”

“What else do you fantasize about? About me… on my knees? Using my mouth?”

I swallowed. Christ, my heart was pounding.

“About that?” she demanded.

“I guess so.”

“Then ask for it.”

My mouth was frozen.

“If you want it, ask for it.”

“Um, please, you know, use your mouth.”

“I am using my mouth. I’m calling you a perv. What do you want me to do with my mouth?”

I swallowed. “You know, put it on me.”

She sighed. “No one’s going to make you put a quarter in the swear jar, Mr. Cohen. Tell me what you fucking want me to do.”

This was hard. This was my teacher.

I summoned up all my courage.

“I want you to get on your knees and suck my dick.”

She smiled. It was the first time I’d ever seen her smile, and it was terrifying. “Well since you asked so nicely.”

She dropped to her knees.

I won’t pretend I was cool about what happened next. I wasn’t cool. I was the opposite of cool. I was a mess. She unbuckled my belt, unzipped my jeans, and pulled my cock free, and I was already harder than I’d ever been in my life — so hard it almost hurt, the head swollen and dark and slimy with the precum that I’d been pumping into my underwear for the last five minutes.

She looked at it. Looked up at me. “You’ve been thinking about this for a while, I see.”

God, her on her knees, looking up at me like that. How had I not spooged all over her already?

“Yes, ma’am,” I managed.

“Good.”

She took me in her mouth, and my knees nearly gave out.

I had to grip the edge of the desk. Her mouth was warm and wet and perfect. I watched the head of my cock disappearing into her mouth, and she was looking up at me the whole time. There was no way to know where to look. At those dark beautiful eyes, gazing up at me, watching me, or about my cock — mine! — disappearing into her mouth.

My cock in Ms. Maitland’s mouth!

I must have looked ridiculous, eyes flitting back and forth, but I wanted to take it all in.

And she was taking me in, sucking more of my cock into her mouth, her tongue dancing gloriously around the sensitive underside of the shaft. It just kept disappearing into her mouth as she enveloped me in that beautiful wet warmth, until I felt the tip of my cock actually pressing against the back of her throat.

But somehow she kept going, and then her nose was pressing into my pubes, and it was just…

Holy fuck.

I don’t even remember. I think I grabbed the back of her head and pulled her deeper. I remember my hands in her hair and her groaning something I took as approval.

I have no idea what kinds of sounds I was making. I just knew that I wanted to live in that mouth. Have my cock reside in there forever.

I was getting close, and she must have realized that, because she pulled back and started working me with her tongue — flat strokes up the underside, a swirl around the head, then took me back in her mouth and started sucking again. Her rhythm was merciless. She brought me to the edge and backed off, brought me to the edge and backed off, and by the third time I was actually shaking.

“Please,” I heard myself say. “Please, I need to —”

She pulled off and just jerked me. “Yeah?” she said.

I nodded desperately. “Yeah.”

“Okay,” she said, then plunged her mouth back onto me, taking me all the way into her mouth and grabbing my ass to pull me deeper.

That was it for me.

I came with a deranged cry, my hands gripping her head, my whole body convulsing, the world gone. The cum came in gushes — I felt like my entire soul was flooding out of my body and down her throat — and she swallowed everything.

Finally I was just whimpering, the last dribbles squeezing out, and she slowly pulled off of me. I leaned limply on the desk.

She stood up, dabbed at the corners of her mouth with a tissue she produced from nowhere, and looked at me with the same blank expression she’d worn when she confiscated the note.

“Finish your essay,” she said. “You have four hundred words to go.”

Then she walked back to her desk, sat down, and resumed grading papers like nothing had happened.

I stood there, pants around my ankles, cock still dripping, trying to remember how to breathe. Then I pulled up my pants, sat down, and finished the essay.

It was the best essay I ever wrote. It was also complete bullshit. Leering at my teacher was, as it turned out, the best decision I’d ever made.

On the way home, I thought about telling the guys. I imagined their faces. The disbelief. The questions. The way they’d never, ever believe me, no matter how much detail I gave them.

Nah, I decided. Some stories you keep for yourself. Some stories are too good to be ruined by someone else’s skepticism.

Hell, I was there, and I’m still not sure I believe it.


Catering

by M. Marx

Since I started a year ago to help pay for college, I’ve bartended at weddings, bar mitzvahs, birthday parties, retirement send-offs, and one fantastic quinceañera where the birthday girl’s father tipped me with a whole case of tequila. Corporate events are my least favorite. The drinks are boring — gin and tonic, vodka soda, the occasional scotch for the guy who wants everyone to know he drinks scotch. The conversation is worse. Nobody’s there to have fun. They’re there because attendance was strongly encouraged.

This particular corporate event was at the downtown Hilton, and it was shaping up to be exactly as dull as I’d expected. Except for two things.

Two women. Both in their forties. Both wearing the kind of business attire that somehow looked more suggestive than anything they could have worn to a club — crisp blouses, pencil skirts, heels that clicked on the marble floor like punctuation. They kept coming back to my bar. Over and over. Ordering drinks they didn’t seem to want, laughing at things that weren’t funny. One was blonde, sharp-featured, with the kind of smile that suggested she was always three moves ahead in a conversation. The other was darker, curvier, quieter — but her eyes followed me every time I moved behind the bar.

At the end of the night, I was breaking down the bar when they appeared beside me.

“We had a bet,” the blonde said.

“A bet?”

“I said you could make a killer cocktail using only ingredients from the minibar in our room. She bet me you couldn’t.”

I looked at her. At the darker one, who was smiling now. “It’s past midnight.”

“So? The minibar’s open all night.”

The blonde took my arm. “Come on. Upstairs. We’ll settle this.”

I let them drag me to the elevator.

∞∞∞

The room was a suite. King bed. Sitting area. A minibar that did, in fact, contain approximately nothing that could be used to make a decent cocktail.

“It’ll be tricky, but —” I started, crouching at the minibar and scanning the options.

The blonde grabbed me by the collar and pulled me to my feet. Then she pushed me back until I was seated on the edge of the bed.

I was starting to catch on that I wasn’t here for my bartending skills. “What about the bet?” I asked, though I was being coy.

“What bet?” She was already unbuckling my belt. The darker one was behind her, pulling off her own blouse. They moved like a team — coordinated, like they’d done this before. Maybe they had. Maybe this was their thing. I wasn’t going to start asking questions. The whole thing had more of a “just go with it” vibe.

The blonde tugged at my pants to help me get them off. My boxers followed. My cock was half hard and getting harder — and the blonde took one look at it and made a sound of genuine appreciation.

“Oh, that’s nice,” she said. “Isn’t that nice, Jen?”

“Very nice,” Jen agreed.

Then there was a moment where I sat there wondering what happens next. To this point, it’s a total fantasy — two hot older women, me sitting there naked. Surely there’s a catch. Their husbands are going to walk in wanting to join. Or they just want to put on a show for me while I wank it. Not that that would be a problem! But it’s not the ultimate.

So how was it going to be?

Reader, it was the ultimate.

They got on their knees. At that point, my cock went fully hard with three pumps of blood — up, up, up. Full erection.

Fucking ready.

And they were ready too. They moved forward, the brunette sliding a hand around the top of my cock drawing toward their mouths, and then… those mouths. Wet lips and slick tongues sliding up and down my shaft — two of them, if I haven’t made that clear yet — and I was in fucking heaven.

And just to be extra clear, if you think I’m presenting this story like, this is the sort of thing that happens to me all the time in the catering business, I am not. Shit like this does not happen to me. I’m no virgin, but the closest I’ve ever gotten to two girls at once was two in the same weekend — and one of those was only a makeout session.

This was new. This was insane. The stuff of crazy fantasies. Two mouths. Four hands. And their enthusiasm was genuine — they were actually enjoying themselves, moaning and smiling against my skin, looking up at me with bright, delighted eyes. This wasn’t some transaction. This was recreation. I was their after-party.

After several minutes of teasing, they lifted their faces. I didn’t even realize how much precum I had been oozing until I saw a string of it stretching from mid-shaft on my cock to the blonde’s cheek. Both their faces were glistening with it — and saliva too, I guess — but neither made any effort to wipe it off.

They looked at each other now, and the blonde said, “You wanna go first?”

The brunette smiled and nodded and then took hold of my cock, rose up a little and…

Oh, fuck. I watched my cock disappear into her mouth while she gazed up at me.

I groaned, luxuriating into it, but I didn’t have time to settle. She started sucking me in earnest, jerking me at the same time, with a steady, perfect pressure that would probably make me cum in about thirty seconds.

I was moments from politely announcing that I was close when she pulled off, and then I watched her pass my cock over to her friend like they were sharing a bottle of pop.

The blonde started jerking me using the brunette’s leftover saliva as lube — I watched it bubble around her hand, and the thought that that wasn’t even her own spit all over her hand had me thinking too many conflicting thoughts at once.

Gross.

Cool.

She took me into her mouth then, and unlike the brunette’s steady suck-and-jerk technique, the blonde was all about depth. She just kept going down… down… down… until her nose pressed into my pubic bone.

I groaned something profane and could feel my cock pumping precum directly into her throat.

God, I was close to cumming, but I was holding on for dear life. I did not want this to be over.

The blonde pulled off then, and kept stroking. “I need this cock inside me,” she said. But, like, to her friend, not to me. I wasn’t consulted.

The brunette hopped up and went to her purse. Pulled out a condom.

So this wasn’t totally unplanned. Cool, cool.

The brunette rolled the condom on me while the blonde stripped off some clothes until she was down to black stockings and a black lace bra. He pubic hair — slightly darker blonde — was neatly trimmed.

Again, I wasn’t consulted, but my cock was giving clear, enthusiastic consent, so the blonde climbed into my lap and sank down with a satisfied sigh. She was tight and wet and moved with a rhythm that made my eyes roll back.

Thank god for the condom, or I probably would have blown my load instantly.

She rode me until she came — a sharp cry, her nails digging into my shoulders — and then she stepped off and the brunette took her place. Different rhythm. Different angle. Same result. She came with a gasp and a shudder, and then they switched again, and again, taking turns on my cock like it was the best ride at the fair.

But I wasn’t coming. The condom was the problem — I could feel the pressure, the warmth, but the friction was muted, and after twenty minutes of their enthusiastic attention, I was still hard and still nowhere near the edge.

The blonde was riding me at that point. “You can cum,” she said.

But could I?

I concentrated. “I’m trying. I think it’s the condom.”

The blonde looked at the brunette. The brunette looked at the blonde. Some silent communication passed between them.

The blonde stepped off me and pulled off the condom, tossed it aside, and took me in her mouth. At the same time, the brunette bent down and began to lick my balls — slow, deliberate strokes of her tongue that sent shivers up my spine.

The combination was devastating. Jen’s mouth was warm and wet and directly applied, no barrier between us, and the blonde’s tongue was doing things to my balls that I didn’t have words for. It took maybe thirty seconds. When I came, it was with a groan that seemed to come from somewhere very deep — pulsing into Jen’s mouth while she swallowed and swallowed and kept swallowing.

I gripped the side of her head, holding her there — I get super-sensitive when I cum — feeling the swirling of her tongue on the underside of my cock, and a corresponding feeling on my balls, and I felt like I’d keep pumping into that hot mouth forever.

But all good things must end, and that orgasm did too.

Eventually my muscles relaxed — collapsed, let’s face it — and I went limp.

The blonde took her mouth off me — I had already gone almost entirely soft — and then the blonde turned to the brunette and — I shit you not — they kissed.

I saw their tongues swirling around in each other’s mouths, and I’d swear I saw a glob of thick white cum swirling around in there too. When they were done they both swallowed and shared a smile with each other.

“See?” the blonde said. “Told you it was a good bet.”

I lay there, staring at the wall, trying to remember my own name while the women started putting their clothes back on.

Did I really say earlier that corporate events tend to be boring?

I take it back. They are, as it turned out, my favorite kind.


Meat Your Heroes

by S. Leary

Ryan had been in love with Angelique Rayne since he was fourteen years old.

Not just lust. Love. He’d watched every scene she’d ever filmed — hundreds of them, stretching back to her debut in the late nineties when she was a big-haired nineteen-year-old with a nervous smile and an accent she hadn’t quite shaken. He’d watched her grow into her prime: confident, magnetic, the kind of performer who didn’t just have sex on camera but seemed to inhabit it, to find something real in every scene no matter how staged the setup. He’d watched her age into her forties with grace, her body softening slightly, her face gaining character, her performances deepening in ways that the younger stars couldn’t touch.

So when he found out she was retiring — one last appearance at the Adult Entertainment Expo, one final event before she disappeared into whatever came next — he booked a ticket to Las Vegas without hesitation.

∞∞∞

The convention was overwhelming. Booths everywhere, each one blaring competing music, each one featuring a different star signing autographs and posing for selfies. Ryan wandered the aisles in a daze, clutching the vintage DVD he’d brought for her to sign — her first-ever scene, a grainy transfer he’d paid too much for on eBay.

And then he saw the sign.

ANGELIQUE RAYNE — RETIREMENT EVENT Be Part of History! Help Angelique Break the World Record! Sign up at Booth 14. Clean STD test required.

Ryan stared at the sign. His brain took a moment to process what “break the world record” might mean in this context.

He went to Booth 14 anyway.

The woman at the booth — bored, chewing gum — explained the logistics. Angelique was attempting to break the record for most sexual partners in a single event. The current record was held by some German performer Ryan had never heard of, and Angelique intended to beat it by at least twenty. They were recruiting volunteers. All you needed was a clean STD test and the ability to follow directions.

“I have a clean test,” Ryan heard himself say.

“Let’s see it.”

His ex-girlfriend — the one who’d insisted he get tested before they slept together, the one who’d dumped him three weeks later for a guy she met at a CrossFit gym — had made him get the full panel. The results were in his email. He pulled them up on his phone.

The woman glanced at them. “Good enough. Sign here. You’re number eighty-seven. Be at the convention center ballroom at 4 PM. Wear something you won’t mind incinerating after.”

∞∞∞

The ballroom had been converted into something between a film set and a medical triage. Klieg lights. Cameras on booms. A king-sized bed on a raised platform, surrounded by a small army of production assistants, fluffers, and men in various states of undress.

Ryan waited in line with the other volunteers — a cross-section of humanity united by their willingness to have thirty seconds of sex with a stranger while a hundred other men watched. Some of them were joking around. Some of them looked nervous. One guy was doing squats.

The line moved fast. The fluffer — a cheerful blonde in her twenties with a ponytail and an impressive lack of self-consciousness — took each man aside before his turn, got him hard, and sent him to the platform.

As the line advanced, Ryan craned his neck trying to get a look at his idol. From her he could see the side of the bed, and — the line moved forward, and there she was! Well, one leg, which was in the air.

But it was her leg. He’d know it anywhere. He saw that, and the shiny bald head of some guy who was currently humping away at her.

That would be him soon.

This was the greatest day of his life.

Ryan arrived at the fluffer, and presented his dick to the pretty blonde. Ordinarily, this might have been an exciting moment — he didn’t often have blonde girls on their knees sucking his cock — but he was too wired with anticipation to care about this anonymous starlet.

His turn was almost there. Soon he’d be with Angelique.

The fluffer was efficient and professional and had him hard in a few sucks.

“Next,” the stage manager called.

The fluffer slapped him on the ass. “Go get ’em, tiger.”

Ryan’s heart pounded. This was his moment. Everything in his life had been leading up to this.

He climbed onto the platform.

And there she was. Angelique Rayne. In the flesh. On her back on the king-sized bed, her legs spread, her body glistening with lube and the accumulated sweat of the eighty-six men who’d come before him. She was beautiful. Even now — coated, exhausted, her makeup smeared — she was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen.

She watched him as he positioned himself between her legs. He pressed his cock — hard from the fluffer and the anticipation — against her pussy.

Angelique Rayne’s pussy. The nexus of ninety percent of his fantasy life since puberty.

She was slick and warm and impossibly inviting. He pushed inside.

It wasn’t as tight as he’d fantasized — how could it be, after eighty-six dudes — but it was hers and it felt wonderful.

And then he looked into her face… and she looked back. Her eyes were the same eyes he’d been watching on screens for eleven years — green, flecked with gold, impossibly expressive.

“Yeah,” she said. “Fuck me.”

Fuck me, she said.

She wanted him — Ryan — to fuck her. And, okay, he wasn’t naive, she probably said that to lots of guys, but he saw the way she was looking at him.

With him, she meant it. She knew — she knew — the difference between all these other… numbers, and him. He who had loved her since she was fourteen.

She wanted him to fuck her, so he fucked her with everything he had. Her eyes stayed on his the whole time, and he poured eleven years of devotion into every thrust, and when the stage manager tapped his ankle thirty seconds later, he felt like he’d just had the most meaningful experience of his life.

“Next.”

He climbed off the platform. The fluffer was already working on the next guy. Ryan stood to the side, breathing hard, and watched as number eighty-eight took his place between Angelique’s legs.

“Yeah,” she said to rando number eighty-eight. “Fuck me.”

Same words, and that guy seemed gratified to hear it, but Ryan could help but laugh to himself.

She was obviously acting.

∞∞∞

The cumshot round was scheduled for thirty minutes later.

Each volunteer who wanted to participate got another turn with the fluffer, then lined up around the platform. Angelique knelt in the center of the bed, her face getting increasingly glazed, her eyes still impossibly expressive. One by one, the men stepped forward, stroked themselves to completion, and added their contribution to the growing collection on her cheeks, her lips, her chin, her tongue.

Ryan waited his turn. The fluffer did her job. He stepped forward.

She looked up at him — those green-gold eyes barely open, impossibly long eyelashes sticky with cum.

He gazed down at her, stroking himself, and as the orgasm rose within him, he whispered, “This is for you.”

And she nodded.

It was barely perceptible, probably wouldn’t even register on camera. Because it wasn’t for the performance. It was for him. Her way of saying, I know we’re on a set. I know I’m doing this for the money. But when it’s the two of us, Ryan, it’s all about you.

And that sentiment — so heartfelt, so weirdly touching coming from a woman covered in the semen of dozens of other men — was what sent him over the edge.

He roared, and his orgasm shot from his cock. One squirt, two, splashing onto her cheeks and disappearing into the goo of all the men that came before him.

And she looked up at him with a look that said, I know you weren’t the only one today. But you, Ryan, are the one I will remember.

And he strode away from the platform, dick in hand, happier than he’d ever been. I’ll remember you too, Angelique, he thought to himself. I’ll remember you, too.


Heady Brew

by T. Wise

I’d been an apprentice woodsman for three years, which meant I’d spent three years chopping kindling while the real woodsmen went after the big timber. I was eighteen and eager and tired of being the guy who fetched water and sharpened axes. So when they started talking about the Forbidden Wood — the one where the mighty oaks grew, the ones so tall and straight that a single trunk could build an entire longhouse — I decided I was going to fell one myself.

“Nobody goes in there,” old Harrald told me. “There’s a reason it’s forbidden.”

“What reason?”

“No one’s ever come back to explain it.”

That should have been a clue. But I was eighteen, and I was tired of kindling, and I had something to prove. So I sharpened my best axe, packed a lunch, and set off into the Forbidden Wood.

∞∞∞

The wood was pleasant enough. Sunlight filtering through the canopy. Birds singing. A stream that burbled along beside the path. I walked for maybe two hours, and the whole time I was thinking: This is it? This is the terrifying forbidden wood? It’s nicer than the regular wood.

Then I saw the cabin.

It was tucked into a clearing, surrounded by wildflowers — the kind of place that looked like it belonged in a storybook. And standing in the doorway was a woman.

From a distance, she was beautiful. Tall and slender, with hair the color of autumn leaves spilling over her shoulders. She wore a simple green dress, and she was smiling at me like she’d been expecting me. She raised a hand and beckoned.

I went. Of course I went. What else was I going to do?

Up close, she was older than I’d thought. Older than my Ma, even — fifty at least, with fine lines around her eyes and mouth and silver threaded through the autumn of her hair. Still beautiful, though.

“You’ve come a long way,” she said. Her voice was low and musical. “You must be tired. Would you like some tea?”

I could use a pick-me-up after the long walk. I said yes.

The tea was bitter, but I drank it anyway. You don’t refuse hospitality from a woman in a cabin in the middle of a forbidden wood. That’s just manners.

I must have enjoyed the tea more than I thought, because after a few sips I was getting drowsy.

I woke up tied to a bed.

My arms were stretched above my head, lashed to the posts with something scratchy and unbreakable. My legs were spread and tied at the ankles. I was naked. The cabin was dim, lit by candles and a fire in the hearth, and the woman was standing at the foot of the bed, stirring something in a cauldron.

“What —” My voice came out as a croak. “What’s happening?”

“You’re helping me with a recipe.” She turned from the cauldron. “I need milk of a young virginal man for a youth potion. How lucky I was you came along.”

“I’m — you can’t just —”

“I already am.” She crossed to the bed and knelt between my legs. “Now. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

I look down at her, that face — beautiful in its malevolent way — gazing back at me inches from my flaccid manhood.

And it twitched. The treacherous betrayer between my legs — unaware, or heedless of the fact that I was tied at the cruel mercy of an arboreal witch — had but a single thought in its foolish head.

She saw the twitch and she smiled. “You are a fascinating sex,” she said. “It has never ceased to fill me with wonder.”

She leaned forward and took the soft head off my cock between her lips, and then like a cat lapping at its bowl, lapped the rest of it into her mouth too.

I would have protested, had I remembered how to speak.

Her mouth was warm and wet and as her tongue rolled around my thickening member, my body responded before my brain could catch up. She drew blood into me and I grew harder and harder, finally achingly hard, straining toward her tongue.

She sucked me in and out of her mouth then — it was like congress, in a way, I understood. I had never had congress at that age, but I was familiar with the mechanics of it, and knew it to be quite pleasurable. Except instead of my member entering into her belly button, as I understood real sex to be, I was entering into her mouth.

She continued like this, working me with a talent that felt like it had been perfected over centuries, until I felt my body tensing, my hips lifting off the bed, and realized I was about to spray my seed.

“Ma’am,” I gasped. “I should warn you—”

And then she stopped. Sat up.

My pleasure, so close to the peak of the mountain, tumbled back to the foothills.

“No,” she said, “not yet. I need volume. You’re going to have to be patient.” She traced one finger along the underside of my shaft, feather-light. “The longer I keep you here, the more you’ll give me at the end. Basic alchemy.”

She leaned back down and took me into her mouth again, and I began climbing that mountain again, but — again — when the peak was in sight, she stopped.

This continued for far too long. Sucking me to the brink. Pulling back. Tickling my balls until I thought I’d go insane. Then sucking again. Over and over, for what felt like hours. My whole world narrowed to the edge of release and the denial of it.

I heard myself begging. I was actually begging — words I’d never said before, promises I had no intention of keeping, anything to make her let me finish.

“Please,” I gasped. “Please, I’ll do anything. Just — please —”

“Almost,” she said. “You’re doing beautifully.”

She pulled a lever on the side of the bed. The posts shifted, and suddenly my knees were drawn back and apart, and I was exposed in a way that made my face burn. Her finger — slick with something cold — pressed against my arsehole.

“Wait —” I started.

But she didn’t wait. Her finger slid inside me, and she found some spot I didn’t know I had, and the sensation was so strange and so intense that I forgot to be embarrassed. Her other hand wrapped around my cock and started jerking me in slow, torturous strokes while her finger worked inside me.

I was going to die. I was actually going to die. No one could survive this much pleasure without release.

“Please,” I sobbed. “Please, please, please —”

Through my tears of pleasure and frustration, I saw her watching me. Calculating… measuring… I hope only hope — desperately hope — that she saw what she needed to see.

And apparently she did.

“Now,” she said.

She bent down and took me in her mouth, and her finger pressed harder against that spot in my arsehole, and every ounce of liquid inside me erupted from my stalk and flowed into her mouth. Wave after wave, pulse after pulse, emptying into her mouth while she swallowed and swallowed and swallowed. It went on for what felt like minutes. By the time it was over, I was limp and trembling and completely, utterly spent.

She sat up. Her lips were glistening. She crossed to the cauldron and spat into it — a long, viscous stream that shimmered in the firelight. The liquid in the cauldron bubbled and smoked.

“Perfect,” she said. “You’ve been very helpful.”

She untied me. I couldn’t move. My balls ached. My whole body felt like it had been wrung out and hung up to dry.

“You should go now,” she said. “Before it gets dark. The wood is less pleasant at night.”

I pulled on my clothes with shaking hands. I limped home through the Forbidden Wood, and when I got back to the village, old Harrald took one look at me and burst out laughing.

“Let me guess,” he said. “The cabin?”

I didn’t answer. I went to bed and slept for fourteen hours.

The only mighty oak that fell that day was me.


A Little Help From My Friends

by S. Ko

All my buddies lost their virginity in high school. Jake did it in the back of his dad’s pickup truck after the homecoming game. Mike did it in his girlfriend’s basement rec room while her parents were upstairs watching a movie. Even Elliot — Elliot, who had never spoken to a girl for more than thirty seconds without breaking into a sweat — managed to lose his at a party junior year with a girl who was “just curious about what it would be like with someone nervous.”

I was the only one who made it to eighteen without crossing the finish line. It wasn’t for lack of wanting. I wanted it so badly I could taste it. I just couldn’t seem to make it happen. Every girl I liked saw me as a friend. Every girl who liked me, I somehow didn’t notice until she’d moved on to someone else. It was a talent. A terrible, useless talent.

One Friday night, Jake and Mike told me they were taking me to a party. “Trust us,” Jake said. “You’re going to love it.”

They drove me to an apartment building on the other side of town. Definitely not our neck of the woods. We climbed up to the third floor. Jake knocked on a door.

It opened.

The woman standing there was forty, maybe. She was wearing a black silk negligee that came down to her thighs, and her hair — dark brown with caramel highlights — fell in loose waves over her shoulders. She had a body that was soft in some places and firm in others, the body of someone who’d been beautiful at twenty and was still beautiful at forty, just in a different way. Her eyes were dark and knowing and faintly amused.

“Hi, boys,” she said. “Which one of you is the birthday boy?”

“It’s not a birthday,” Jake said. “It’s an intervention. This is Sam. He’s a virgin. We thought you could help.”

I stared at him. “What? Jake, what —”

“Enjoy, dude.” He clapped me on the shoulder. “We’ll pick you up in an hour.”

They left. The door closed. I was standing in a strange hallway with a prostitute in a negligee, and my best friends were laughing their way down the stairs.

“I thought this was a party,” I said.

“It is.” She smiled. “Just a very small one. Come in.”

∞∞∞

Her name was Vanessa. She sat me down on the edge of the bed and asked me if I wanted a drink, which I didn’t, and then she asked me if I was nervous, which I was. “Terrified” was more accurate. I was trembling. My hands were actually shaking.

“Hey,” she said, and her voice was gentle now — the amusement gone, replaced by something warmer. “It’s okay. Really. We don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. If you want to leave, you can leave. Your friends are idiots, by the way. You know that, right?”

“I know.”

“But you’re here. So I’m guessing you don’t want to leave.”

I shook my head.

“Good.” She knelt in front of me. “Let’s start slow. Just relax. Let me take care of everything.”

She unbuckled my jeans. My cock was already half-hard despite my nerves — the body, as always, had its own agenda. She took me in her mouth, and I gasped. Her mouth was warm and soft and knowing, and she worked me with a patience that felt almost maternal — gentle suction, slow rhythm, her tongue tracing the underside of my shaft.

It was wonderful, but I was too damn excited. My heart was pounding, everything was shaking, and my cock must have decided that time was of the essence.

I felt the orgasm rising in about fifteen seconds, and I said, “Wait, I—” but it was already too late. The feel of her mouth — the reality of it, after years of imagining — was too much. I came with a choked cry, my hands gripping the bedspread, pumping a flood of cum into her mouth and she swallowed without complaint.

When the last squirt had finished, she took her mouth off me and sat back and smiled.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to —”

“Shh.” She put her hand on my knee. “It’s okay. That’s completely normal. It happens to everyone.”

“That’s very nice of you to say, but—”

“It’s true! Especially the first time. Especially when you’ve been waiting as long as you have.” She squeezed my knee. “You’re a handsome guy, you know that? And this —” She glanced down at my cock, still half-hard, still glistening. “This is a very nice cock. You’re going to make some girl very happy someday. Probably a lot of girls. You just need a little practice.”

Her hand was still on my knee. While she talked, her fingers drifted upward, tracing the inside of my thigh. Her touch was light but deliberate, and her voice was warm and reassuring, and I was starting to get hard again.

“See?” She smiled. “You’re already recovering. That’s a good sign.”

“I — yeah.”

“Do you want to try fucking me?”

The question was so direct, so matter-of-fact, that it took me a moment to process. “Yes,” I said. “Yes, I do.”

She reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out a condom. “Have you ever put one of these on?”

“No.”

“Okay. Watch.”

She tore open the packet and showed me how to pinch the tip — “you have to leave room, otherwise it’ll break” — and roll it down the shaft. Her fingers were quick and practiced, and the sensation of her touching me — even through the latex — was enough to make me fully hard again.

“Lie back,” she said. “Let me do the work this time.”

She climbed on top of me, positioned herself.

She hovered there above me long enough for it to register — I’m about to have sex — and then she sank down. The heat of her — even through the condom — was overwhelming. She was tight and slick and began grinding her hips into me in a slow, steady rhythm, her hands on my chest, her eyes on my face.

I’m not a virgin anymore, I thought, barely able to believe it.

I’m not a virgin anymore!

“How does that feel?” she asked.

“Amazing,” I breathed. “It feels amazing.”

“Good. You feel good too.” She shifted her angle slightly, and the new pressure made me gasp. “You’re doing great. Just relax. Enjoy it.”

She rode me for maybe ten minutes, telling me how good I felt, how much she was enjoying it, how well I was doing. And the words mattered. Even if they were professional. Even if she said them to everyone. In that moment, lying under her with her warmth around me and her voice in my ear, I believed her completely.

When I came, it was slower than the first time — a building wave rather than a sudden crash. I groaned and arched up into her, and she stayed with me through it, her hips moving gently, milking the cum from my cock, until the last pulse faded.

She climbed off me, disposed of the condom, and lay beside me on the bed.

“See?” she said. “Nothing to be afraid of.”

“Thank you,” I said. “I mean it. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, Sam.”

An hour later, Jake and Mike picked me up. They wanted details. I didn’t give them any. Some things were mine.

But I walked out of that apartment building a different person than I’d walked in. And I’ve never forgotten her.


Dressing Down

by M. Marx

It was my third week at Hartwell Financial, and I was still learning where the bathrooms were. The building was a glass tower downtown, the kind of place where the elevators had screens that told you the weather and the stock market at the same time, and everyone looked like they’d been born in a suit. I was twenty-one. I’d graduated in May. I was the most junior person in the entire company, and I was pretty sure the guy who emptied the wastebaskets had more seniority than I did.

The CEO was a woman named Victoria Draycott. She was fifty, silver-haired, and terrifying in the way that powerful women are always described as terrifying — which is to say, she was direct, competent, and didn’t apologize for being either. I’d seen her exactly twice: once at the all-hands meeting where she’d given a presentation about “go-to-market downstream upsides” that I’d understood approximately none of, and once in the elevator.

In the elevator was where I made my mistake.

It was just the two of us. I’d pressed 4. She’d pressed 18 — the top floor, the executive suite, the place where decisions got made. I was standing slightly behind her, and in the mirrored wall of the elevator, I could see her reflection. She was wearing a charcoal suit with a cream blouse, and her hair was swept back in a way that made her look like she’d just stepped off a yacht, and she was, I realized with some alarm, extremely attractive. Not in a girl-next-door way. Like a Her Majesty, Queen of All She Surveys kind of way.

It was hot.

So I checked her out in the mirror. Discreetly, I thought. Just a quick glance. The red of her lips. The shape of her legs below the hem of her skirt. The way her blouse moved over her tits when she breathed.

She didn’t look at me. She didn’t acknowledge me at all. She got off at 18 without a word, and I went to my desk on 4 and tried to forget it had happened.

∞∞∞

That afternoon, I got an email.

Mr. Persky — Please report to my office at 4 PM. — V. Draycott

I stared at the screen. I was a junior analyst. There were approximately ten layers of hierarchy between me and Victoria Draycott. She should not know my name. She should not be emailing me. I was being fired. I had to be. You didn’t get summoned to the top floor for a friendly chat.

At 3:55, I rode the elevator to 18. My hands were sweating. My heart was pounding. The executive suite was all glass and chrome and silence, and the receptionist waved me through without looking up. The door to Victoria Draycott’s office was open.

She was sitting behind her desk, reading something on her tablet. She didn’t look up when I came in.

“Close the door.”

I closed it. The latch clicked with a sound like a prison gate.

“Sit.”

I sat in the chair across from her desk. She kept reading. The silence stretched. Then she set down the tablet and looked at me.

“You were in the elevator with me this morning.”

“Yes, Ms. Draycott.”

“You were staring at me. In the mirror.”

My stomach dropped. “I — I wasn’t —”

“Don’t lie to me, Mr. Persky. I’ve been doing this for thirty years. I know when a man is looking at me.” She leaned back in her chair. “What were you thinking?”

“I wasn’t — I mean, I didn’t mean to —”

“What. Were. You. Thinking?”

I took a breath. There was no way out of this. “It wasn’t intended to be disrespectful ma’am. I’m sorry. I was just noting that you’re very attractive.”

“Attractive.” She said the word like she was testing it. “Attractive enough to ogle in an elevator?”

“I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.”

“No,” she agreed. “It won’t.” She stood up and walked around the desk, perching on the edge in front of me. Her skirt rode up slightly. I kept my eyes on her face with an effort of will that felt almost physical. “Undressing me with your eyes, were you?”

“What? No. I wasn’t —”

“Then you undress.”

“I’m sorry?”

“Take your clothes off, Mr. Persky.”

I stared at her. She stared back. Her expression was completely unreadable.

“Now,” she said.

At this point, the sane thing to do would have been to contact HR. Or a lawyer.

But that’s not what I did. Maybe it was the sheer force of her personality. Maybe it was that I was desperately curious to see where this was going.

I stood up. My hands were shaking. I took off my tie. My shirt. My shoes. My pants. I stood in front of her in my boxers and socks, bare-chested, my face burning.

“All of it,” she said.

The boxers came off. The socks. I was naked in Victoria Draycott’s office, and she was looking at me with the same expression she’d probably used to negotiate hostile takeovers.

“Good,” she said. “Now. You wanted to look at me in the elevator. Well you’re looking at me now. Do you still think I’m attractive?”

I nodded. “Yes.”

She looked down at my cock, which was definitely stirring.

“Maybe you’re telling me the truth,” she said. She looked thoughtful. Paced the room a bit. “And what do you do when you see an attractive woman?”

“Uh… ma’am?”

“What do you do? Do you touch yourself?”

She looked right at me. Waiting for an answer.

I swallowed. “Sometimes.”

“Then do it.”

She pointed at my cock, which was — despite my terror — growing. “Stroke yourself. Let me see.”

I took a breath and wrapped my hand around myself and began to stroke. Slowly. Humiliatingly. She watched with detached interest, like she was observing a mildly interesting experiment.

“You’re getting harder,” she observed. “Is this turning you on? Being naked in your boss’s office?”

“I —”

“Don’t lie.”

“Yes,” I admitted. “A little.”

“A little.” Her eyes flicked like she was making a note on a mental clipboard. “Keep going. I’ll tell you when to stop.”

I kept stroking. The rhythm built. My breathing quickened. I was getting close — mortifyingly close — when she spoke again.

“Stop.”

I stopped. My cock was throbbing, dripping precum, inches from release.

“I didn’t say you could cum,” she said. “Were you going to cum? Were you going to make a mess on my rug?”

“I — no — I wasn’t —”

“Bend over the desk.”

I bent over the desk. My body was tense. My cock was pressed against the cool wood. I could feel her standing behind me, looking at me, my bare ass presented to her.

I braced myself for some sort of punishment.

“Why do you look so tense?” she asked. “What are you waiting for?”

“Uh —”

“I asked you a question. What did you think was about to happen?”

“Well… I guess I thought… you were going to spank me or something.”

Silence. Then a laugh — a sharp, surprised sound.

“Spank you? I’m not your nanny, Mr. Persky. I’m your boss.” She paused. “Do you like being spanked?”

“No,” I said.

“Are you lying to me?”

I didn’t answer.

“You are. You’re lying.” Then it happened. Her hand came down on my ass — not hard, but sharp enough to sting, and echo through the office. “You like that? You little pervert?”

“A little,” I admitted.

“If you like it, then beg me.”

“Please,” I said. My voice was barely a whisper.

“Please what?”

“Please — spank me.”

She spanked me again. Harder this time. Then again. And again. By the fifth strike, my cock was dripping onto her desk — a thin, clear stream of precum that I could see pooling on the polished wood.

She noticed it too. “Look at this. You’re dripping. You’re actually dripping. How big a pervert are you?”

“A big one,” I said. “A very big one.”

She laughed again, and then she pressed her body behind me and reached around and grabbed my cock. I stood up away from the desk, giving her access, and she started stroking me — but so slowly. Glacially slowly. Her thumb traced circles around the head, spreading the precum, and her fingers barely moved on the shaft. It was torture. It was the most exquisite torture I’d ever experienced.

“Oh God,” I said. “Please. Please go faster. Please let me cum.”

“You want to cum?” she whispered directly into my ear.

“So badly. Please. I’ll do anything.”

“Do you know how many men work in this building who would love to be in your position right now?”

I did not. But I suspected the number was not zero.

She kept stroking, that same agonizing pace, while I begged — actual words, actual pleas, things I’d never said out loud before. And finally, when I was a trembling, incoherent mess, she leaned close to my ear.

“Cum,” she said.

I came with a groan, spilling across her desk in thick white pulses that she jerked out of me. My whole body shuddered. I gripped the edge of the desk and rode it out, and when it was over, I was limp and gasping and utterly, completely undone.

She released me and stepped back. From her desk drawer, she produced a box of tissues and shoved it into my hand.

“Clean that up,” she said.

“Yes, ma’am.”

I cleaned her desk while she watched. When I was done, she gestured toward my pile of clothes. “Get dressed. And Mr. Persky?”

“Yes?”

“If I catch you staring at me in the elevator again, I’ll have to have you back here. Keep that in mind for next time.”

I pulled on my pants with shaking hands. I didn’t know whether to be terrified or hopeful.

On the way downstairs, I caught my reflection in the elevator mirror — flushed, dazed, grinning like an idiot. I thought about what she’d said. Next time.

This was, without question, the best job I’d ever had.


Sperm Donor

by M. Stern

I wasn’t supposed to know about the IVF.

My dad and Diane — my stepmom — had been trying to have a baby for three years. I’d pieced it together from clues: the appointments they never talked about, the brochures I’d found in the recycling, the way Diane’s face would go blank whenever someone asked if they were “thinking about kids.” Once, I’d come home early and heard her crying in the bedroom. My dad was in there with her, his voice low and steady. I’d backed out before they noticed me.

I was eighteen. I lived in their house. I knew things they thought I didn’t know.

Tonight, Dad was out — some work dinner, the kind that ran late. I was on the couch, scrolling through my phone, not really looking at anything. Diane was in the bedroom. I’d heard her crying earlier — that same muffled sound through the wall — and I’d thought about knocking, asking if she was okay, but I didn’t know what to say. What do you say to your stepmom when she’s crying about something you’re not supposed to know about?

Through the haze of videos flashing by I was vaguely aware of her coming downstairs. I glanced up and saw that she wasn’t crying anymore. Face dry, eyes clear. She had an expression I’d never seen on her before — not sad, not angry, but purposeful. Determined. Like she’d made a decision and wasn’t going to second-guess it.

She crossed the living room without a word. She knelt between my legs.

“Diane?” I set my phone down. “Uh —”

She didn’t answer. She pulled at the waistband of my shorts. I lifted my hips without thinking, and she pulled them down, and my cock — soft, completely unprepared for what was happening — lay on my ballsack. She took it in her hand. The she leaned forward and took it in her mouth.

Whoa, fuck.

I was too shocked to speak. Too shocked to move. Her mouth was warm and wet, and she sucked me with a steady, dedicated pressure — not teasing, exactly. Just trying to draw blood into me. Trying to get me hard.

I’d had a girl’s mouth on me before, but never when I was totally soft. There was something kind of hot about the effort she was putting in to make my body respond.

And it definitely responded. The blood started flowing, and I started growing. Her tongue was tracing the underside of my shaft, patient and persistent. Her lips formed a seal around the head. She sucked and licked and sucked again, and in about a minute I was hard as a pole.

That could have been the part when the blowjob got good, but I was starting to realize she had other things in mind. Because she pulled off now, and stood up. Stripped off her jeans and panties with quick, efficient movements. Then she climbed onto the couch, straddled me, and sank down onto my cock in a single smooth motion.

Fuck, my stepmother’s pussy felt good. Words I never imagined thinking.

She was really wet — she’d gotten herself ready, maybe before she came out, maybe during — and the slide was effortless. She took me all the way in, and I felt myself bottom out inside her, and she began to move.

She fucked me with that same sense of purpose. No words. No eye contact. Just her body on mine, her hips rising then slamming back into me, her breath coming in short, steady gasps. She was a woman on a mission. She was going to get what she needed from me, and I was going to give it to her.

And God, it felt good. She was tight and warm and exactly the right angle, and I was inside her — inside my stepmom — and my whole body was singing with it. I gripped her hips without thinking. She didn’t stop me. She kept moving, and I kept holding on, and the rhythm built and built until I could feel myself approaching the edge.

“Diane,” I gasped. “I’m going to —”

Did I think she was going to stop?

She rode me faster. Harder. Her hands braced on my shoulders, and her hips slammed down onto mine, and her whole body was working toward a single goal: milking the cum out of me.

I came.

It wasn’t like any orgasm I’d had before. It came from somewhere deep — deeper than usual — and the volume was extraordinary. Pulse after pulse, emptying into her, and she kept grinding deep, kept milking me, drawing out every last drop. I felt like I was pouring myself into her. Like there was no end to it. Like everything I had was flooding out of me and into the warm, waiting space inside her body.

When it was finally over, I went limp. My whole body trembled. She pulled off me carefully and sat beside me on the couch. She pulled her knees up, pressed her thighs together, and stayed like that — keeping everything inside. Her eyes were closed. Her breathing was slowing.

Neither of us spoke for a long time.

I understood. I’m no genius, but I’m not stupid. My dad couldn’t give her what she needed. The IVF hadn’t worked. And now she’d found another way — a way that kept it in the family, that made sure any child would carry the right genes, would look enough like my dad that no one would ask questions. A child who would be, in every way that mattered, theirs.

Except for one thing.

Nine months from now, maybe, a baby would be born. A baby with my dad’s name and my dad’s house and my dad’s love. A baby who would call me brother. And two people in the world would know that I was more than that.

She stood up, still keeping her thighs together, and walked back toward the bedroom. At the door, she paused. Looked back at me. Her face was still unreadable, but there was something in her eyes — gratitude, maybe. Or acknowledgment. Or just the recognition that we now shared something that could never be unshared.

Then she closed the door.

I pulled up my shorts and sat there in the dark, staring at the wall. The TV was off. My phone had gone to sleep. The house was quiet.

I thought about my dad, at his work dinner, making small talk about quarterly projections. I thought about Diane, in the bedroom, with her knees up and her thighs pressed together and my future — maybe — taking root inside her. I thought about what I would say to my brother. My son. My secret.

I didn’t know. I didn’t know anything, really, except that something had just happened that would ripple outward through the rest of my life, and I was only beginning to understand the shape of it.

Outside, a car passed. A dog barked. The world kept turning.

I picked up my phone and started scrolling again. There wasn’t anything else to do.
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