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Fuck Her

by M. Marx

He’d been looking forward to this dinner for three days.

The promotion was the biggest of his career. Regional Director. Fifteen years of grinding, and someone had finally noticed. His wife had agreed to celebrate — actually agreed, which was rare enough to feel like a gift — and he’d made reservations at the Thai place that she used to love back when she still seemed to have the capacity to love anything.

She complained about the noise before they’d even sat down. The table was too close to the kitchen. The wine list was overpriced. When he ordered a second cocktail, she gave him the look — the one that said really? without saying anything, which was somehow worse.

“What?” he said.

“Nothing.”

“Clearly something.”

“I just think maybe you’ve had enough. We have to drive home.”

“I thought maybe you could drive?”

“I’ve had a long day, Peter.”

She spent the car ride home scrolling through someone’s Instagram. “Look at this,” she said, tilting her phone toward him. “They’re in Cancun again. This is so fake — look at those smiles. I know for a fact her kids hate her.”

He didn’t answer. He was thinking about the promotion. About how he’d been excited to tell his wife the news and have her be happy for him. Maybe even proud. The way she used to be, before everything became a complaint and a criticism and a look across the dinner table that made him feel like he’d done something wrong by existing.

∞∞∞

The babysitter was sitting on the couch when they got home, reading a paperback novel. She looked up when they came in, and her face did something his wife’s face hadn’t done in months: it lit up.

“Freddy told me about your promotion! Congratulations!” Freddy was their eleven-year-old son. So at least he was proud of his old man. Proud enough to tell the babysitter, anyway, who was also happy for him. Which was nice.

Her name was Chloe. She was nineteen, a sophomore in college now, and she’d been babysitting for them since she was fourteen. He’d watched her grow up, more or less, in the peripheral way you watch a neighbor’s tree get taller — you don’t notice the change day to day, and then one day you look and it’s a different tree.

She had brown hair that fell past her shoulders and a face that was still young enough to be open, unguarded, genuinely happy for other people’s good fortune. She was wearing jeans and a sweater, over her slender, girlish body. Maybe he had noticed her beauty before, in an idle, perfectly appropriate way.

Now he was noticing more. The length of her legs in those tight jeans. The swell of her small breasts under her sweater. The brightness of her youthful energy — pinks and yellows to his wife’s dull gray.

If he were twenty-five years younger, he thought.

“I’m going to bed,” his wife announced. “Don’t forget to take the recycling to the curb after you drive Chloe home.”

He watched his wife slouch her way up the stairs.

In his mind’s version of tonight they would have both gotten tipsy, headed home flirting and laughing. He imagined her making him wait outside the bedroom door while she slipped into something special to celebrate. He even imagined her grabbing him by the belt and saying, “Come to bed Mr. Regional Director.”

He felt foolish about all that now. The reality of how the night had gone was all too predictable. It had been four months since they’d had sex. He’d stopped initiating after the third rejection. You could only ask and be told no so many times before asking felt like begging.

And if the choice was between begging and whacking off in the shower like a teenager, he’d whack off in the shower.

∞∞∞

The car was cold. October had turned the nights sharp, and the heater took a minute to kick in. Chloe sat in the passenger seat with her hands tucked under her thighs.

The scent of her, shampoo and perfume — something light, vanilla, young — filled his nostrils. They wended through the curves toward her neighborhood, and for a while neither of them said anything.

“I got the feeling it wasn’t a great date,” she said eventually.

He glanced at her. She was looking at him with an expression that was hard to read — sympathy, maybe, or something more perceptive.

He chuckled. “Yeah. We haven’t had one of those in a while,” he said.

“She doesn’t appreciate what she has. You know what I have to say to that?”

“What?”

“Fuck her.”

He laughed. “Yeah. Fuck her.”

“I’m not kidding,” she said. “Not really. You deserve to enjoy life.”

True. He shrugged. “Plenty of people have more to complain about than me.”

“I guess.” She shifted in her seat. “But you’re a good father. You work hard. You deserve some joy in life.”

They pulled up in front of her house. The street was dark — no streetlights on this block, no porch lights on at her place. Her parents were probably asleep. The whole neighborhood was asleep.

“Well, good night, Chloe. I appreciated the sympathy.”

She didn’t get out of the car.

Was there something else she wanted to say?

No, that wasn’t it. Her hand crept over the gear shift, bridging the space between them, and came to rest, warm and gentle, on his thigh.

His heart skipped a single beat, and when it resumed, it pounded — THUD THUD THUD — in his chest.

He didn’t look at her — he looked at the hand.

“You know, it doesn’t have to be a bad night,” she said quietly.

He looked up at her then.

“I could make it a good one,” she finished. “If you’d let me.”

Her words hung there. In the dark of the car, he could just make out the shape of her cheek, the flyaway wisps of her hair on the side. And the warmth of her eyes, somehow still bright and alive in the dark.

“Chloe.” His voice came out rougher than he intended. “It’s fine. I’ll be fine.”

“I don’t want you to be fine.” Her hand slid higher. “I want you to be happy.”

He absolutely should have stopped her. He knew that.

But the warmth of her hand on his leg, the way she was looking at him... His wife hadn’t looked at him like that in years. Maybe ever.

And now her hand slid higher, and if he was going to stop her, this was the time. But he didn’t. As her fingers slid higher, he began hardening in his pants, and she found him, her fingers tracing lightly over the length of him.

It was almost embarrassing how fast his body responded. He cock lengthened down his pant leg like something out of a cartoon. And she rubbed the top of his shaft as he grew, outlining the shape of him, fingers tracing the bump at the bottom of his cockhead.

“Chloe,” he said again. He might have intended it as some sort of protest, but it came out as a groan.

Now she reached her other hand over and unbuckled him. He just looked down, watching helplessly, as if we were witnessing an accident he was powerless to stop.

She unzipped him, the sound obscenely loud in the quiet car. She pulled his pants a bit down his hips, and somehow he let her, lifting his ass off the seat. Then she reached into his boxers, fishing down his pant leg, and pulled him out — her fingers wrapping around his shaft. The squeeze of her hand on him, so warm, so enveloping, had his head rolling back, breath coming hard.

He knew he was responding like a teen virgin. He should be seizing control, the experienced older man, but at the moment he felt helpless in her hand.

She looked down at his cock with an expression of genuine appreciation, thumb sliding over the precum at the tip.

“You’re big,” she said.

He nearly laughed. He knew he wasn’t particularly, compared to what was out there, but he wasn’t going to correct her. It had been too many years since anyone had complimented his body. Or anything about him, really.

She leaned over the console then, and he gasped before he even felt her mouth on him.

He felt hair settling into his lap first, and anticipated an enveloping warmth, but that wasn’t what came. It was just her tongue at first, swirling around the head in a tantalizing tease. He groaned and his hands gripped the steering wheel.

That eager tongue continued to swirl, her hand holding him stead, and in the quiet of the car he could hear the little wet noises of skin and saliva.

Then she took the head into her mouth and wrapped her lips around him. A gentle suction. The tongue still swirling. Her hand started jerking him, dry, but warm and with just the right firmness.

He wanted to stop time. He wanted this moment to last forever.

Then she went down further, her mouth sliding down his shaft, her tongue twisting around to lick the underside. There was that envelopment, her face pressing into his lap, and he heard himself groan. His whole cock was in her mouth now, and he couldn’t help it, he held the back of her head, his right hand sliding up her neck and threading her hair, and he pulled her into him, just a little, his hips thrusting forward.

The ardor did not offend her — in fact, she gave what sounded like an appreciative groan — and the slide of her tongue up and down his shaft assured him that she was enjoying his show of enthusiasm.

Her hand slid off his cock and reached into his boxers to cup his balls — a warm gentle, hold — and she began to bob up and down on his cock, up to the tip, all the way down to his lap, and all he could just do was sit there in bliss, hands on her head.

This was it. His nineteen-year-old babysitter was sucking his cock, and it was warm and wet and exactly what he needed. The sounds were fabric sliding on fabric, wet skin sliding on wet skin. The scent of her shampoo filled his nose to the point that he felt his nostrils flaring, trying to take it all in.

He was basically panting now. His hips were twitching, pressing toward her as much as they could in the constrained position of the car seat. She’d reduced him — a grown man, a Regional Director, a father — to a creature of pure sensation, every nerve in his body focused on the wet heat of her mouth.

She pulled off and sat back up, and he saw the saliva on her lips glistening in the moonlight.

“Can that seat be moved back?” she asked him. She was breathless too.

His brain took a moment to process. “What?”

“Can you move the seat back? I want to get on top of you.”

He fumbled for the lever. The seat slid back with a mechanical clunk and suddenly there was room — not a lot, but enough. He realized that in the other seat, Chloe was stripping off her jeans. He tried to look, but in the dark, and with all the movement, he caught only flashes. The milky white of her thigh. The coltish length of her legs. The tidy triangle of her pubic hair as she climbed over the gear shift and into his lap.

Shouldn’t they have protection? It had been a while since he’d had to think about that, but the thought flashed vaguely through his mind. Maybe she sensed his hesitancy, because she said, “It’s okay. I’m on the pill.”

And she was guiding his cock to her entrance at that point, at which point any other doubts he had dissolved in a heady haze of lust.

His cockhead pressed against her entrance, and then her warm wet folds spread, and she lowered herself down a bit, and then the head of his cock was inside her.

“Oh, fuck,” he said, and it was only the last shred of his human awareness that kept him from grabbing her hips and pulling her all the way down onto him.

God he needed that. He wanted that. But she was teasing him, keeping him just at the entrance, letting him feel the threshold of her, the promise of what was waiting. His cockhead nestled in the folds of her pussy, slick with her arousal, and she squeezed him with her inner muscles — a trick that hadn’t been in his wife’s repertoire at any age — and he had to close his eyes to keep from coming right then.

“Look at me,” she said.

He opened his eyes. She was watching his face with such tenderness, and desire… he could fall in love with those eyes.

Then she started sinking down.

One inch. Two. The tightness was overwhelming. She was nineteen years old, and her body was impossibly snug around him — hot and slick and squeezing. She took her time, lowering herself inch by inch, letting him feel every moment of the slide. Her breath caught when she reached the base.

“Ah, that’s nice.” She whispered. Way more than he could have said at that moment.

She started to move. Slowly at first — a rocking motion, her hips rolling against his, grinding him deep inside her. Then harder. Sliding. Slapping. Grinding. He grabbed her hips, pulling her in now. The car swayed. The windows fogged over, sealing them in a world of their own. Her vanilla perfume mixed with the smell of sex and the sharp October air leaking through the vents.

She held his face and pressed her cheek against his, mouth open. They weren’t kissing, exactly, but they were breathing the same air. “Fuck me deep,” she said, breathless. “I want you to feel good. You deserve to feel good.”

He was close. He’d been close for what felt like an eternity — only holding back because he never wanted this moment to end. The pressure was building at the base of his spine, coiling tighter and tighter, and the feeling of her body against his, her mouth on his mouth, his cock buried in that impossibly tight warm wetness…

It should last forever, but it couldn’t.

“Chloe —”

“Come for me. Please. Deep inside me.”

That did it.

The whole of him broke open. He came from a place so deep he’d forgotten it was there — not just his balls, not just his cock, but somewhere in his chest, in his gut, in the part of him that had been starving for months without knowing it. He groaned — a raw, animal sound — and his hands clenched on her hips as he emptied into her, pulse after pulse, his cock jerking inside that tight wet heat.

She rode him through it, grinding her pelvis into him, milking him, her own rhythm slowing, her breathing heavy. When the last wave passed, she collapsed against his chest, her forehead resting against his shoulder. They stayed like that for a moment — breathing, trembling, the car windows opaque with condensation.

She lifted her head. Looked at him. Smiled.

“See?” she said. “A good night.”

He couldn’t answer. He didn’t have words.

She kissed his cheek — sweet and warm — and then climbed off his lap. Leaving her pussy was its own form of heartbreak.

She retrieved her panties from the floor of the car, pulled her jeans on, straightened her sweater.

“Good night,” she said, and her voice was soft, satisfied. “Congratulations on the promotion.”

She opened the door and stepped out into the cold. The dome light came on and he saw her face for just a moment — flushed, happy, utterly unashamed — before she closed the door and walked up the path to her front door without looking back.

He sat in the car for a long time. The windows were still fogged. The smell of her — vanilla and sex — lingered in the air.

He thought: I probably shouldn’t have done that.

He thought: I can’t bring myself to regret it.

He drove home. Took the recycling to the curb. Let himself into the dark house. His wife was asleep — or pretending to be — and the bedroom was silent.

He lay down beside her and stared at the ceiling.

Four months since they’d had sex. Four months of feeling like a ghost in his own marriage. And now this — this impossible, electric, world-changing thing that had happened in the front seat of his car with a girl who was nineteen years old and had looked at him like he mattered.

He didn’t know what would happen tomorrow. He didn’t know if Chloe would tell someone, or if his wife would find out, or if the guilt would catch up with him in the morning.

But right now, lying in the dark, he could still feel her around him. Still smell her perfume. Still hear the way she’d said I want you to — like it was the simplest thing in the world.

He closed his eyes.

I’ll have that forever, he thought.

And somehow, that was enough.


The Last Lapdance

by S. Ko

He’d already spent eight hundred dollars, and the night wasn’t over.

The strip club was called The Velvet Room, which made it sound classier than it was.

His colleagues had gone back to the hotel an hour ago. He’d told them he wanted to close out the tab. What he’d actually wanted was to watch the blonde with the butterfly tattoo on her hip for a few more songs.

Her stage name was Raven. He knew it wasn’t her real name. He also knew she was probably twenty-two, maybe twenty-three, and that she moved like she’d been doing this since before she was legal. She’d given him four lap dances already — four songs of her body grinding against his, her ass in his lap, her tits in his face, the smell of her perfume and the heat of her skin and the absolute, unbridgeable distance between what he wanted and what he was going to get.

He was fifty-three years old. He was married. He was in Milwaukee for a sales conference. And he was $800 deep in a stripper who smiled at him like she meant it.

The emcee announced the last dance. Raven came over to his table in her little yellow dress and plopped into his lap. Not straddling him — he wasn’t paying yet — just sitting on his leg. She rested her hands on his chest. “One more?” she asked. Then whispering in his ear. “I’ll make it count.”

How do you say no to that?

The song started up, and he obediently placed his hands at his sides, and she peeled off her yellow dress and straddled him, grinding into his hard cock through his pants.

She was indeed making it count, pressing harder, almost jerking him with her grinding pussy. It was hard enough that when she shifted side to side he could feel her labia and clitoral shaft sliding over her pubic bone.

He was definitely going to be jerking off tonight before bed.

She leaned in close, massaging his shoulders, and whispered in his ear, “You know, for another five-hundred, you can take me back to your hotel and I can tuck you in.”

She leaned back, looking him in the face now, and nodded so that he understood that she meant it. “We can’t do everything,” she said, “but I can promise you a good night’s sleep.”

She licked her lips, leaving them moist.

Message communicated.

And for a moment, he just stared.

He’d never paid for sex. He’d never even considered it, not seriously. But he was drunk and the blonde with the butterfly tattoo was hot, and he was fifty-three years old and this was probably the last time a woman this young and this beautiful was going to offer him anything.

He nodded. Swallowed. “Okay,” he said.

∞∞∞

She met him out front ten minutes later. She was wearing a regular coat over her stripper outfit — just a normal winter puffer coat — and the dissonance struck a sour chord. Under the coat she was a fantasy. In the coat she looked like one of his daughter’s college friends.

They took a taxi to his hotel. He got the cash from the ATM in the lobby — another $500 he was going to have to explain to his wife somehow — and handed it to her in the elevator. She tucked it into her coat pocket without counting it.

They entered the room, and he found that his legs were a little wobbly. Why? His job had been completed when he handed over the five-hundred. At this point, it was all on her.

She took off her coat and tossed it on the chair, and there was that little yellow stripper dress. Finally he recognized her again.

“Lie back on the bed,” she said.

He obeyed, heart fluttering in his chest.

She climbed onto the bed and knelt beside him, unbuckling his belt and unzipping his pants. Between the two of them they got everything off, boxer briefs last, and then his half-erect cock was exposed to the air.

It was sticky with precum — he had been pumping it into his underwear for the duration of five lap dances — and he briefly thought that he should offer to clean himself.

But she seemed unconcerned. She got on her belly between his legs, propped up on her elbows. Looked his cock over while touching it with one finger, an appreciative look on her face.

But it wasn’t that, he realized. It was a health check — she was looking for sores, or whatever. Totally sensible, but still, he wished he hadn’t known that.

Then she looked up into his face and smiled, and all that clinical stuff was forgotten. She was young and bright and beautiful, and she was inches from his hardening cock, and that was all that mattered.

She leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

The warmth and wetness drew him in until her lips were tightened around the base of his shaft. Then her hand slid into place, and she was sucking and jerking him at the same time, maintaining eye contact. It was steady, neither fast nor slow. Up and down, in and out.

It felt lovely, and he reached down to stroke her hair, which he found crisp with hairspray, so he elected to rest his hand at his side. It had been years since he had had this sort of attention from a woman — and many many years since he had had this sort of attention from a young woman — and he was determined to enjoy it, thrusting gently back into her mouth.

She seemed to be subtly picking up the pace, and he felt an orgasm stirring within him. “A little slower,” he murmured, though she didn’t seem to hear him.

He could have used a little teasing, maybe just her tongue, but she seemed to be going even faster now.

“Wait, wait, I’m going to —”

She picked up her pace, sucking hard, squeezing firmly and cried out, “Oh, fuck!” and then he was coming hard into her mouth, shot after shot as she stroked him slowly now, lips still wrapped around him, groaning with approval.

The last bits dribbled out and she pulled off him, swallowing.

She gave him a smile. “Good?” she asked.

He couldn’t speak. Pretty good. Quick.

He nodded.

She stood. “Get some sleep. You’ve earned it.”

He was asleep before she left the room.

∞∞∞

When he woke up, his wallet was gone.

He searched the room. His pants pockets. The nightstand. Nothing.

Not a huge deal — there’d been maybe forty dollars in it. But it meant canceling his credit cards, dealing with the headache of getting onto the airplane with no ID… not to mention coming up with a plausible story for his wife.

He should have been angry. But the morning light was coming through the curtains. Somewhere in the city, Raven was probably asleep, his forty dollars spent, his wallet in a dumpster.

He thought about the way she’d sucked his cock — efficient, professional, effective. He thought about the way she’d said You’ve earned it. He thought about the grind of her on his lap during those five dances, the butterfly tattoo, the smile that was beautiful even if she was just seeing his wallet the whole time.

It was a weird, mixed bag of an experience. He’d spent almost $1,500 in a single night. He’d cheated on his wife with a stripper. He’d been robbed.

He probably should have felt anger, or guilt, or depression… but for some reason, when he ordered his car to the airport, he was smiling.


The Favorite

by T. Wise

The king was old enough to know what he liked, and what he liked, at this particular moment, was the girl on her knees before the throne with the royal cock in her mouth.

Her name was Miranda. She was eighteen — she’d waited to join the harem until her birthday, as the very sensible laws required, and had been brought to his bedchamber that very night. That had been two weeks ago. In his youth, he would have already moved on. Back then it was a different girl every night, sometimes two or three, a tumble of bodies that left him sated and content. He’d always sent them away after. He’d always slept alone.

But Miranda was different.

She was small and graceful, slim-hipped and small-breasted, with dark hair that fell to her waist and eyes the color of honey. She looked up at him while she sucked his cock — not fearfully, not dutifully, but with genuine adoration. Like pleasing him was the thing she’d been put on this earth to do.

She made little sounds while she worked. Soft kitten noises — murmurs and hums of pleasure that vibrated through his shaft. She had a talent for bringing him to the peak and keeping him there, her tongue swirling, her lips tightening, her hand stroking wetly at the same time. She’d push him right to the edge — his balls would draw up, his thighs would tense, he’d be a heartbeat away — and then she’d slow down, ease off, let the wave recede without breaking.

“Do you enjoy tormenting your king?” he asked, his voice rough.

She pulled off just long enough to answer. “I enjoy pleasing him, Your Majesty. The torment is merely a bonus.”

He laughed. “Wicked girl.”

Then she took him deep again and he stopped being able to form words.

He watched her — the pink lips tight around his staff, the way her honey-colored eyes never left his face. In his youth, he would have had three girls doing this, and he wouldn’t have been able to tell you the color of any of their eyes.

He was in his sixties now. He found comfort in the familiar. More joy in a single pretty face than the scrum of tangled bodies overwhelming his senses.

He also, for the first time in his reign, wanted to be careful.

The haremkeeper had warned him: she may be fertile. For two weeks, Miranda had used only her mouth on him — a precaution he’d never bothered with before. In the old days, when a concubine swelled with his seed, she was sent away to a distant convent to birth a bastard and live out her remaining days. He’d cycled through dozens of girls a year. He’d barely noticed them leaving.

He didn’t want Miranda to leave.

She took him deep again, her nose touching his belly, and held there. The tight heat of her throat was exquisite — a velvet grip that made his vision swim. When she finally pulled back, gasping, a little saliva dribbled out indelicately, and she whisked it away with her fingers.

“May I finish you, Your Majesty?”

“Yes,” he managed. “Please.”

She smiled and took him back into her mouth. This time she didn’t tease. She worked him with purpose, her head bobbing, her hand stroking, her tongue pressing hard against the underside of his shaft. The pressure built at the base of his spine, hot and inevitable, and when she groaned around him — that low purr of encouragement — he broke.

He flooded into her mouth. Pulse after pulse, his cock jerking, his hands gripping the arms of the throne. She took it all — swallowed every drop, her throat working greedily — and when he was spent, she pulled off and smacked her lips with satisfaction.

“Thank you, Your Majesty.”

He barely had the strength to lift his hand and pet her hair.

∞∞∞

The next morning, the haremkeeper brought news.

“She is out of her fertile phase, Your Majesty. The window has passed.”

The king felt something he hadn’t felt in decades: boyish excitement. He was going to deflower her. Finally. After two weeks of waiting — two weeks of her mouth and her hands and her adoring eyes and nothing more — he was going to have her completely.

That evening, she came to his bedchamber, and he sat on the edge of his bed, heart pounding like it was he who was the virgin.

She dropped her robe and stood naked before him. The lamplight caught the curves of her small body — the delicate shoulders, the small breasts with their dark nipples, the flare of her hips, the dark triangle of hair between her thighs.

“Shall I prepare you with my mouth, Your Majesty?”

“Yes,” he said, and she stepped over, knelt, and took him between her lips.

It was lovely — it was always lovely — but he was impatient tonight. He let her work for only a few minutes before he lifted her to her feet and guided her to the bed.

She lay back on the silk sheets, looking up at him. Her honey eyes were wide — nervous, but eager. Trusting.

He took a moment to gaze at her, all laid out naked for him. The small swell of her breasts. The demure slit between her closed legs, just the narrowest transom above to the door to the glorious palace that would soon be welcoming him.

She smiled up at him. “You’re going to make me blush, looking at me like that.”

“You’re a beautiful creature.”

“I’m your beautiful creature.” She spread her legs for him, and now her glistening pink center was revealed.

His cock twitched between his legs.

He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her legs. “You know this may hurt a bit,” he said.

She nodded. “I know, Your Majesty.”

“Draw your knees back a bit.”

She did, which angled her pussy up toward him. He placed one hand on the bed beside her, crook of his elbow hooked under her knee, drawing that leg back even further, and used the other hand to position his cock at her entrance.

The slick precum on his cock mingled with her fluids, and he took a moment to swirl his cock around just a bit, not penetrating, just enough to feel her warm flesh on his tip, and anticipate the moment when he would enter that tight, untouched opening, the threshold of her virginity.

Gods, how he gloried in this moment.

He pushed.

The first inch was slow — so slow. He felt her body resist, then yield, her tightness gripping him like a gloved fist. She gasped, her eyes squeezing shut, her hands clutching the sheets.

“Is it painful?” he asked her.

“A little. But don’t stop.”

She breathed little breaths, her lips in an O. He pushed deeper. The heat of her was incredible — a wet, clenching welcome that made his head spin. She was so tight. So impossibly, exquisitely tight. He watched her face as he sank into her — and she opened her eyes as the pain gave way to something else, something that looked like wonder.

“Your Majesty,” she whispered. “I feel —”

The king nodded. “I feel it too.”

Another inch, then another, and he was fully inside, his pelvis pressed into hers. He groaned uncontrollably and felt his cockhead pulse in her depth, pumping precum into her. Her body was trembling — little shivers that he could feel around his cock — a she gazed up at him.

“Please,” she said. “I want you to move.”

He moved.

The first couple of strokes were slow, but only because she was so tight, and her muscles clung to him. He wanted this too much to simply savor it. Once he could he fucked her hard and fast, watching he hair bounce lightly as their bodies collided, hearing the little gasps she emitted.

Every thrust felt urgent, every thrust felt like something he’d been waiting decades to experience. He fucked into her with long, deep strokes, feeling her body open to him, feeling her legs wrap around his waist, feeling her hands come up to grip his shoulders. She gazed up at him with those honey-colored eyes, and he saw no trace of pain — just wonder, and the incredible intimacy of being the first man inside her.

“Your Majesty,” she said, breathless. “I’m — something is —”

“Let it happen,” he said. “Let it happen, Miranda.”

She came with a sharp cry, her body arching under him, her cunt clamping down on his cock in rhythmic pulses. The sensation of it — the tight, wet, rippling clench of her orgasm — pushed him toward the point of no return.

But he held back. He didn’t want this to end.

“Please,” she gasped, still shaking, her eyes a little wild. “Please, Your Majesty. Give me your seed. I want it deep inside me.”

He came. It was, quite literally, blinding. He plowed his cock into her very depths, pressing into her as if he could go even deeper, as every ounce of him flooded into her. Every pulse ripped through him like a storm as she gasped and clutched at him, his body going rigid for a full minute, before his strength left him and he collapsed.

He groaned her name into her neck, and when he could finally open his eyes, she was smiling up at him, and actually giggled.

“Did that please you, Your Majesty?”

He couldn’t speak. He shook his head — not no, but I don’t have words.

She understood. She always understood.

He fell onto his back on the bed beside her, and she curled into him, resting her head on his chest. Her body was warm and small and perfect against his. He wrapped his arm around her and felt her breathing slow.

After decades of sleeping alone, he slept with her in his arms.

And it was the best sleep he had ever had.


Her Friend from College

by S. Leary

My girlfriend is twenty-two years old and I’m forty-five, and yes, I know how that looks.

Men my age envy me. Women my age disdain me. My family is polite to her, but I know there are whispers behind my back. More than once, out in public, someone has assumed she’s my daughter. The first time it happened, I corrected them. The fifth time, I stopped bothering.

When it’s just the two of us, it works. We have the same sense of humor. The same taste in movies — mostly. Cultural references are a problem. She wasn’t even born when The Big Lebowski came out. I quoted it once — “That rug really tied the room together” — and she just looked at me with polite confusion. I felt like a fossil.

Sexually, it’s the best relationship I’ve ever had. My ex-wife could never match my libido, and the couple of forty-something women I dated after the divorce always wanted it less often than I did. Jenna — that’s my girlfriend — sometimes wants it more than I do. She’d go a second round, and at forty-five I can’t always do that. But we make it work.

Anyway. The story I want to tell isn’t about the looks we get in restaurants or the Big Lebowski gap. It’s about the time we visited her hometown and I met her best friend from college.

∞∞∞

The less said about the dinner with her parents, the better. Her father shook my hand like he was measuring me for a coffin. Her mother asked polite questions that all translated to “what exactly are you doing with our daughter, you middle-aged divorcee.” I survived it.

Afterward, Jenna said, “Let’s go get drinks. I want you to meet Becca.”

Becca was the best friend. They’d known each other since high school, roomed together freshman year, had the kind of friendship that seemed to consist entirely of inside jokes and finishing each other’s sentences. We met her at a bar near campus — she was doing grad work now, or something — and she was exactly what I expected: Jenna’s opposite, dark hair to Jenna’s blonde, sharp where Jenna was soft, loud where Jenna was quiet.

We had drinks. It was fun. I relaxed for the first time all evening.

Then Becca said, “Let’s go back to my place. I’ve got better whiskey.”

∞∞∞

Becca’s apartment was small and cluttered and smelled like candles. I sat on the couch with my whiskey while the girls disappeared into the bedroom. I didn’t think anything of it. Girlfriends and their best friends were always disappearing into rooms to have conversations I wasn’t supposed to hear.

When they came back, they were both bottomless.

Let that sink in.

Naked from the waist down. Tank tops, and then nothing.

Bare asses. Shaved pussies.

They stood in the doorway waiting for my reaction.

Me reaction: my jaw dropped. Literally. Not as a metaphor. Mike Tyson couldn’t have shut my mouth.

“Um,” I said.

Jenna smiled. “So, since we were in college,” she said by way of explanation, “there’s something we’ve always kind of wanted to do together. And we figured...” she shrugged. “... How about with you?”

I have no idea what my reaction looked like. I still hadn’t fully processed it.

“He looks nervous,” Becca said.

“Don’t be nervous,” Jenna said.

They crossed the room, and each one took one of my knees and spread them apart so they could kneel between my legs.

Becca unbuckled my belt. Jenna unzipped me. Four hands pulling my cock free. I was thickening, and had been since the moment they’d walked out of that bedroom bottomless, but now, with the two hands touching my, I was at near-peak hardness in a matter of seconds.

They started with teasing. Just their tongues — both of them licking me at the same time, Becca on one side and Jenna on the other, their mouths sometimes mirroring each other up and down the shaft, and often meeting at the tip, tongues tangling in a swirl of saliva and precum.

As you can imagine, the sight of it — two beautiful women hungrily sharing my cock, red lips and dark eyes, blonde hair flowing into brunette — was almost enough to make me cum right there.

After a couple of minutes of that, Jenna took me in her mouth while Becca crouched a little lower and started gently tonguing my balls. The combination of sensations — wet suction on my shaft, soft tongue on my sac — made my eyes roll back. I gripped the couch cushions and tried to remember how to breathe.

They changed positions without a word, a fluid choreography I barely registered until Becca’s lips closed around me and she sank down with a determination that made my breath catch. There’s a moment when a throat first opens — that flutter of resistance, then the sudden slide into a deeper, tighter heat — and she took me through it without hesitation, until her nose flattened against my stomach and I could feel the pulse at the back of her throat contracting around the head of my cock.

It was so tight, so impossibly warm, that I went lightheaded, every nerve in my body narrowing to that one point of wet pressure. Meanwhile Jenna’s mouth was soft and insistent on my balls, her tongue tracing slow, slick circles that sent a different kind of electricity straight up my spine. The twin sensations layered into something I couldn’t parse — too much and not enough at once. I remember my hand finding Becca’s hair, stroking her, feeling the rhythm of her holding me there, her throat working in tiny swallows as she fought the gag.

When she pulled off, gasping, her eyes streaming, a strand of saliva gleamed between her lower lip and my cock before it broke and fell across her chin.

She grinned at Jenna. “Can you do that?”

Jenna gave her a smile. She took me into her mouth, and in one shot, straight down, my cockhead was pressed into the warmth of her throat, her lips wrapped around me at the base.

“Oh, fuck!”

I basically shouted it. I grabbed the back of Jenna's head and held her there for a moment, grinding into her, chasing the pleasure of her little mouth. She was my girlfriend. I felt comfortable being a little more aggressive in a way I wouldn’t have with Becca.

Jenna pulled off delicately, leaving no mess behind her, and shot Becca a look.

“So I guess you can.” Becca said.

Then she looked at the both of us. “So, uh… I can see you two fuck?”

“I thought you’d never ask,” Jenna said.

She stood, and climbed onto my lap, positioned herself, and sank down onto my cock. The familiar tight heat of her — God, it always felt so good to be inside her, and now, with her friend watching, it added a whole other layer of erotica thrill.

Not that I was short of erotic thrills. Watching Jenna’s body when we fuck — pale, dolphin-smooth skin, the tensing and untensing of her muscles as her body moves — as long as we’ve been together, it never ceases to drive me wild.

She rode me and Becca climbed up and knelt beside me on the couch, and then Becca leaned in and kissed Jenna — a real kiss, mouths open, tongues touching — while Jenna kept bouncing on my cock.

I was going to die. This was how I was going to die.

When the kiss broke, Jenna had a look on her face like she was concentrating. I knew what that meant. In a moment, her rhythm faltered, her hips stuttering into a deeper, grinding press. Her inner walls grabbed at me, and she threw her head back, throat taut, a low, guttural moan.

Her fingers dug into my chest for balance while her pussy contracted around me, each wave squeezing from root to tip. Then she collapsed forward, panting, her forehead against mine, her eyes glassy and unfocused as the last shudders worked through her.

I kissed her, and her mouth was hot and hungry.

She turned to Becca. “You want a turn?” Then to me. “If that’s all right with you.”

“Uh,” managed, “if it’s okay with you…”

Jenna climbed off, and the loss of that warm wet sheath was a mere second or two, before Becca climbed on. Her pussy wasn’t quite as tight as Jenna’s, but it was still delightful, and she had a charming way of vibrating her pelvis as she bounced up and down on me that partially made up for it.

Jenna kissed my cheek and whispered in my ear. “You like fucking my friend?”

Hoping the question wasn’t a trap, I nodded. “Uh-huh.”

She looked at Becca then. “And you like my boyfriend’s cock?”

Becca grinned. “I love it.”

Jenna slid her hand down to between where Becca and me met, and started frigging Becca’s clit. Becca went half-lidded, and then Jenna grabbed the back of her head and pulled her in for a kiss.

After less than a minute of Jenna’s manual ministrations, Becca’s rhythm broke, and she groaned, “Oh, fuck,” against Jenna’s mouth. She went rigid for a heartbeat, gasped, falling against Jenna’s shoulder, her inner muscles squeezing my cock in quick, undulating pulses, grinding down hard as the climax rolled through her.

I had been holding back with every tool in my arsenal, but this second orgasm on my cock was making me rapidly lose control.

“I’m close,” I managed.

Becca took one breath and then slipped off me. In a moment, she was back on the floor, Jenna kneeling beside her.

Jenna’s tongue dancing on the head of my cock. “I think,” she said, “since this is a porn movie, you should finish on our faces.”

Then they tilted their heads back further, cheeks side by side, mouths open, tongues out, and they waited.

They didn’t have to wait long. I was done in. I stood over them, stroking my cock, and the orgasm built at the base of my spine like a wave preparing to break. Becca reached up and cupped my balls — just a gentle squeeze — and that was it.

I roared and I came. Hard. The first pulse hit Becca’s cheek, the second landed in Jenna’s open mouth — hitting hard enough that I actually heard it — the third and fourth burbled out, thick but less propulsive, the first into Jenna’s mouth, and the second into Becca’s and over her lower lip. They stayed there, mouths open, taking it, and when I was finally spent — breathing hard, legs shaking — they turned to each other.

This is the part I’ll remember until my deathbed. They leaned in and kissed. It was for my entertainment as much as their pleasure. I watched their tongues swirl around each other — a slow, deliberate slide that pushed the mess between them. I watched my cum move from Jenna’s tongue to Becca’s lower lip, then back again, a thick thread connecting their mouths when they broke just enough to breathe.

They traded it back and forth, not rushing, like it was something they’d been thinking about doing for a long time, and I sat there with my spent cock still pulsing in my hand and thought, This. This is what I’ll see when I die.

After, we sat on the couch in a tangle of limbs and tank tops. My heart was still pounding. My brain was still catching up to my body.

“That was —” I started.

“I know,” Jenna said. She put her head on my shoulder. “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

Becca reached over and patted my knee. “And I like you a lot, for an old guy.”

I laughed. “Thanks. I think.”

And I meant it — the thing I’d said to Jenna, the thing I’d been thinking all night, the thing I’d been thinking for most of the year we’d been together. I loved her. The age gap was weird and the cultural references didn’t match and her parents probably hated me. But I loved her.

And sometimes — not often, but sometimes — loving her came with benefits I never could have imagined.


After-Prom

by M. Stern

He was the last one in the gym.

The prom committee had done a decent job with the decorations — streamers and fairy lights and a banner that said “A Night to Remember” in gold script — but the magic only lasted as long as the music. Now, at one in the morning, the gym was a graveyard of crumpled napkins and abandoned corsages. He’d been cleaning for an hour. He was almost done.

Then he heard the crying.

It was coming from the equipment room — a small, stifled sound that someone was trying to keep quiet. He pushed open the door and found her sitting on a stack of gym mats, her form-fitting ruby prom dress pooled around her, mascara streaking her cheeks.

Her name was Tammy. She was a senior, eighteen, one of his brightest students. He’d known her for four years. He’d watched her grow from a shy freshman into a confident young woman who wasn’t afraid to argue about Gatsby.

“Tammy?” He kept his voice soft. “What happened?”

She looked up at him. Her face was a mess of tears and smeared makeup and something that looked a lot like heartbreak. “He left.”

“Who left?”

“Tyler.” She said the name like it tasted bad. “He left with Chelsea Morrison. She’s a slut. Everyone knows she’s a slut. But he left with her anyway.”

Uch. Teen heartbreak. He’d been there.

He sat down on the mats beside her — not too close, careful. “I’m sorry.”

“It was supposed to be special.” Her voice cracked. “I just turned eighteen last week. This was supposed to be the night. My last prom. The last big thing before graduation. And I was going to —” She stopped.

“You don’t have to tell me.”

“I was going to give myself to him.” She looked at him, and her eyes were red and raw and impossibly young. “Tonight. I was going to do it tonight. And he freaking left with Chelsea Morrison.”

He didn’t know what to say. He was her teacher. He was forty-five years old. He was not equipped to comfort an eighteen-year-old girl about her ruined deflowering plans.

“You deserve better,” he said. “Someone who appreciates you. You’re smart, Tammy. You’re kind. You’re beautiful. Any boy would be lucky —”

“Boys my age are jerks.” She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. “They’re not kind. They don’t understand.”

Then she looked at him. “They’re not like you.”

Something in the air changed. He felt it before he understood it.

“Tammy —”

She leaned forward and planted a kiss on his mouth.

His brain said no. Every rational part of him — the teacher, the adult, the man who understood consent and power dynamics and the absolute line he was not supposed to cross — screamed no at the top of its lungs.

But her lips were soft and her perfume was something floral, young, and she kissed him like he was the answer to a question she’d been asking all night, and he didn’t pull away nearly quickly enough.

But he did pull away.

“Tammy. We can’t do this.”

“I’m eighteen.”

“But I’m your teacher. There’s a power imbalance and…”

“... and I’m too immature to say what I want?”

“No, not exactly, but—”

“What I want,” she said. “It’s a special night. With someone who cares about me.” She looked at him with those big eyes. “Do you care about me?”

“Of course.”

“Then let me have my special night.”

He looked at her. At her ruined makeup and her ruined red dress and the desperate hope in her eyes. Tonight was supposed to be special. She’d planned it. She’d wanted it. And some boy had taken it away.

He could give it back to her. He could make it right. He would feel less guilty about it — he was already rationalizing, he could hear himself doing it — if she felt good about it. If he made it good for her.

“Okay,” he said. “Okay.”

He pulled a couple of gym mats down onto the floor. She lay down on them, the flared skirt on her red prom dress fanning out around her like a wilted flower.

He knelt beside her. “We’re going to go slow. If at any point you want to stop —”

“I won’t want to stop.”

He kissed her. Not the desperate kiss she’d given him — softer. Slower. She answered with her whole body, arching up into him. Her mouth tasted like strawberry—the kind of gloss girls bought at drugstore checkout counters. He cradled the back of her head, fingers threading through the stiff spray of her prom updo, and she groaned into his mouth.

When they parted, he said, “Can we get this dress off you?”

She nodded and sat up, and he unzippered her down the back. She shimmy out of the dress and lay back down. Her bra was black and strapless, no doubt bought to go with the dress. The underwear: black, lacy. Meant to be seen tonight.

Thought not by him.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, and meant it. She was. Slender, willowy. Fragile looking.

She blushed. Actually blushed. In the half-dark, he could see the color rising in her cheeks and chest. His heart swelled for her. She was so vulnerable.

Please, let this be a good memory for her.

He kissed her again, and then he kissed lower. Her throat. Her collarbones. The tops of her breasts — small and perfect — where the lacy edge bit into soft skin, and she moaned, pressing up toward his mouth. He reached behind her, found the clasp, and freed it. The bra fell away. He lowered his head, took her nipple between his lips, and sucked—lightly at first, then with more pull when she gasped. Her fingers threaded into his hair and tightened. He moved to the other breast, gave it the same slow attention, and she arched hard, a shaky little cry escaping. He watched her face: eyes squeezed shut, mouth open, cheeks aflame. She was swimming in it. No trace of fear.

He kissed lower. Her stomach. Her hipbones. The inside of her thighs. She was trembling — anticipation, nerves, desire, all of it.

He peeled her underwear off, and when he finally put his mouth on her, she cried out.

She was wet. Hot and wet and impossibly smooth, and when he touched her with his tongue she was nearly sobbing with pleasure. He took his time. She gasped when he teased her clit out of its folds with his tongue, and then he worked it gently — licking, circling, pressing — until her hips started to move and her breathing went ragged.

“Oh god that’s good. I’m getting close…”

“That’s right, Tammy,” he said. “Cum for me. Just not too loud.” He slipped a finger just inside her and curled it up to her g-spot.

She sucked in a breath. “What the—”

Then she came, clutching the back of his head and pulling him deeper, and her whole body arched off the mats. She went rigid and then released in waves — he could feel it, the pulsing, the clenching around his finger, the suppressed cries that echoed through the empty gym.

She collapsed hard back onto the mat and lay there limply. “Oh my god,” she whispered.

She finally opened her eyes, and looked down at him, shaking her head. “That was the best ever. Oh my god.” She smiled and grabbed his head and pulled him up to her. She kissed his mouth, and he warmed with the knowledge that he had given her genuine pleasure.

When the kiss broke, she was looking at him more seriously. “Can we do it now?”

“Definitely?”

She nodded.

He positioned himself above her. His cock was rock hard — five minutes of licking that pussy and her lovely orgasm had pretty much guaranteed it.

She spread her legs a bit, and when he pressed the head against her entrance, she tensed.

“I’ll be gentle,” he said. “The pain usually passes.”

She nodded, her expression anxious. “I trust you.”

He pushed. Slowly. So slowly. Her body resisted — a tight, virgin resistance that made his cock pulse eagerly in response — and then yielded. Two inches in. She gasped. Her hands gripped his arms.

“Okay?” he asked.

“Don’t stop.”

He pushed deeper. The heat of her was incredible — wet and tight and welcoming, her body stretching to accommodate him. He watched her face for signs of pain. There was some — he could see it in the way her eyes squeezed shut, the way her jaw tightened — but underneath it was something else. Wonder. Pleasure. The incredible discovery of being filled for the first time.

This was as far as he was going to get at this angle. They were pubic bone to pubic bone, but her legs were still down, so he wasn’t as deep as he could be. He urged to push her knees back and press deeper, but he kept control of himself, waiting, letting her adjust.

“You feel wonderful, Tammy,” he said. “Are you okay?”

She met his eye. Nodded.

He started to move, fucking her in that not-quite-deep-enough position. With each stroke, the tension in her body eased. With each stroke, the sounds she made grew louder — gasps and moans and little cries.

Then she did it: she reangled her hips, wrapping her legs around his waist to pull him deeper, and he was fully inside her. Then he was the one with the uncontrolled groan. Holy fuck, it felt good to be all the way inside her, and he ground his pelvis into her as hard as he needed to, briefly forgetting his promise to be gentle.

But it was okay. Her back arched, and she groaned back into him.  Her hands roamed his back, his shoulders, his face.

And he fucked her, gaze down at her, their eyes locked. Her breath was increasing, her eyelids drooping — he thought she might be close, but… Fuck, there was no way he wasn’t going to beat her there. She was just too tight. This whole situation was just too hot. He wasn’t going to last long.

“I’m close,” he said. His voice was strained.

“It’s okay.” She looked up at him with those red-rimmed, trusting eyes. “I’m on the pill. Please. Inside me.”

He slowed. Took a breath. He had to prolong it as far as possible.

He forced a series of unappealing images through his mind as he pumped into her. Not looking at her, each thrust was one step closer to her orgasm, if he could just hold out.

Finally, he heard her groaning beneath him, and she said, “Oh, god, I’m cumming…”

When he felt her pussy convulse around his cock, he was done. He drove into her one last time and the orgasm ripped through him — hot and powerful, his seed spilling deep inside her shuddering body, his cries mingling with hers. Each pulse of his cock felt like it was being milked out of him by the hot squeeze of that virgin pussy, his release flooding into her as she ground into him through those final, shuddering seconds.

He collapsed onto her, and for a moment, they were a pile of breathing, sweaty flesh.

When he could finally open his eyes, she was looking at him.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

He didn’t know what to say. He was her teacher. He was forty-five years old. He was lying on a pile of gym mats in an empty high school with a girl he’d just deflowered.

He pulled out of her gently, and they started getting dressed.

He should have felt guilty. He should have felt like a monster.

Instead, he felt like he’d done something good. Something kind. Something that, against all odds and all rules and all reason, was exactly what she’d needed.

They faced each other awkwardly for a moment before he leaned in and kissed her forehead. “You’re going to be okay, Tammy. You’re going to be more than okay.”

She smiled. “I know.”

She put her shoes back on.“I should go,” she said. “Before someone comes looking.”

“Tammy —”

“Don’t worry. I’m not going to tell anyone. Believe it or not, this was the best night of my life. That’s all. Just… thank you. For making it special.”

She kissed him one last time — a quick press of her lips against his — and then she was gone, slipping out the side door into the night.

He thought about his job. About the line he’d crossed. About everything he stood to lose if anyone found out.

He thought about Tammy’s face when she came. The sound she’d made. The way she’d said thank you like he’d given her a gift instead of the other way around.

He couldn’t bring himself to regret it. He suspected he never would.


Candlelight

by L. Questa-Vale

The blackout hit at nine-forty on a Tuesday.

David was watching TV with a glass of wine, not really paying attention to either, when the screen went dark and the lamp blinked out and the refrigerator stopped humming. He looked out the window. The whole block was dark. The whole city, from what he could see — a grid of black where Manhattan should have been glowing.

He lived in a small walk-up just south of Harlem. After the divorce, with the alimony payments, it was all he could afford. It was not a high point of his life. But there was one upside, and her name was Emma.

Emma was nineteen, a sophomore at Columbia, and she lived across the hall. Every time he came in or out and didn’t see her, he realized — with a small pang that he didn’t like to examine too closely — he was a little disappointed. She was sunlight in human form. Youth and optimism and the kind of energy that made him remember what it felt like to be excited about things.

He was gathering candles when there was a knock at the door.

Emma stood in the hallway, holding her phone like a flashlight. She was wearing yoga pants and an oversized Columbia sweatshirt, her hair in a messy ponytail.

“I was going to ask if you had candles,” she said, peering past him into his apartment. “But I see you do.” She laughed. “You’re very prepared.”

“Years of experience. This hasn’t happened in a while, but I remember the last one. Four hours.” He handed her a bundle of candles. “Here. These should get you through.”

She took them. Started to head back to her apartment, then stopped. Turned back to him. “Um… Honestly? I’m a little terrified to be alone in the dark like this.”

“Oh, you can come in!”

“I know it’s a terrible imposition…”

“No, not at all. Come in. You’re welcome to stay until the lights are back.”

She came in. The candles were lit all over his apartment — a dozen small flames casting warm, flickering light across the walls. It was, he realized, actually kind of beautiful.

She saw the wine glass. “Did I interrupt a party?”

“Sorry. There’s nothing more pathetic than a middle-aged man sitting alone drinking.”

“Well, you’re not alone now.” She sat down on his couch like she’d been doing it for years. “You have another glass?”

∞∞∞

They sat on the couch and drank wine and talked. He told her about the divorce — the edited version, the one that made him sound less bitter than he actually was. She told him about Columbia — her professors, her friends, the guy in her philosophy seminar who wouldn’t stop talking about Nietzsche. They laughed. A lot. The candles burned lower.

She yawned. It was past midnight.

“Looks like we might not have light till morning,” he said. “Um… you’re definitely welcome to  sleep here if you want. The couch is surprisingly comfortable.”

She looked at him. The candlelight caught her face — the young, open features, the way she was looking at him like she was trying to figure something out.

“I don’t want to sleep on your couch,” she said.

His heart sank. “Yeah. Of course. I understand.”

She laughed. “Actually, I don’t think you do.” She put the wine down, and in a moment, before he had a chance to even register the shift in the room, she planted a knee on the couch and bridged the gap between them and planted a kiss on his mouth.

He didn’t even return it properly, he was so surprised, a second or two passing before instinct replaced his shock and he kissed back, feeling her tongue probing into his mouth. She tasted like wine and something sweet — youth, maybe. Her lips were soft and pleasingly certain, and she pulled back slowly, looking into his face.

She was smiling. “Do you want to take me to bed?” she asked.

∞∞∞

They went to the bedroom where more candles flickered on the nightstand and the dresser. They were barely in the room and she was already pulling off the Columbia sweatshirt and the yoga pants and stood before him in simple black cotton panties and black tank top.

She was slender, and petite. Narrow hips, a flat, smooth belly, small breasts with hard nipples forming sharp peaks under the cotton of the tank top. She was the most lovely thing he’d ever seen, and he was definitely not breathing at that point.

She stood there for a moment, then shifted, almost shyly. “At this point you could get undressed,” she suggested lightly.

His brain was well past having anything intelligent to say, and what he blurted out was, “I’m not as hot as you are.”

She laughed. And blushed. Stepped toward him. “I think you’re very handsome,” she said.

She found the bottom of his shirt and she helped him pull it up over his head. She ran her fingers through the curls of his chest hair appreciatively, and he silently cursed himself for the softness of his belly, and the pectorals that were once well-defined but hadn’t seen a pushup in months. He wished he’d had time to train for this. He would have been more prepared.

She was already unbuttoning his pants, and another anxiety set in. What was she expecting?

The pants came off, cuff snagging on one ankle — comical, graceless — and then he stood before her in just his underwear. Christ, was it one of the good pairs? He had no idea.

Either way, she slipped her hand around him and gave his thickening cock a squeeze. He hadn’t been touched in months — and by a college girl? Decades — but he was too anxious to properly appreciate the moment.

She smiled and groaned in approval and tilted her head up for a kiss.

Done. Size check passed.

He relaxed now. At this point he was confident, and he leaned into the kiss, wrapping his arms around her as she squeezed his cock. He felt blood flowing in as he hardened further in her hand, and his breath was coming harder too.

He slid his hands over her back — god, her skin was smooth — under her tank top, then into her underwear, boldly squeezing her ass, which elicited a happy smile into his mouth. Jesus, she was ninety-percent muscle back there. His hands slid back up and to her front, over her tank top, where he cupped one of those firm, small breasts and ran his thumb over the nub of her nipple through the cotton.

She sighed into his kisses, so he went further, sliding a hand under. God, she was so smooth — his hand was too rough, he almost felt like he was profaning her. He pinched that delightful hard nipple, and she was laughing happily now. She pulled away from his kiss, pulled her top up over her head, and tossed it aside, climbing onto the bed.

He followed without pausing to savor the moment. He wanted those nipples in his mouth, and in an instant he had them, and she groaned as they tightened under his tongue, his tongue tracing slow circles around the tight peak. She arched into his mouth, her breath catching, and he nibbled gently, feeling the shudder run through her.

Her pelvis was grinding into his hip. God it felt nice to be desired, to feel her body pressing forward, seeking the pleasure of his body. He kissed his way down her belly and peeled off her underwear, gratified to see that they were soaked with her fluid.

When he scooched down and positioned himself between her knees she whispered, “Oh, fuck, yes,” and spread her legs for him. Her pussy glistened in the candlelight, her folds prim and tidy, pink and swollen. In a different time and circumstance, he might have teased more, edging his way in, but she was so wet and ready, and he was eager to taste that wetness.

He licked straight up through her slit, getting a tongueful of her slippery, mildly sour juices, flicking past her clit with the tip of his tongue as he reached the top. She gasped, and he groaned with pleasure, partially because she tasted wonderful, but also to demonstrate to her how much he liked it.

He swirled his tongue around her clit, tracing firm, deliberate circles and listening to her murmur, “Oh god,” to herself. After a bit he slipped a finger inside her, feeling how impossibly hot she was inside. “Yeah,” she whispered. “Like that.”

She grabbed the back of his head, fingers locking in his hair, and pushed his face hard against her, grinding her pussy into his mouth with a greedy little whimper. The raw hunger of it made his cock throb—she wanted this from him, and she wasn't shy about taking it.

It was an incredible turn-on.

She was close. He knew it by the way her thighs trembled and her hips lost their rhythm, bucking erratically against his tongue. He didn't let up. He licked faster, sucking on her clit, doing his best to gauge the right level of speed versus slowness, hard vs. soft. All the while, his one finger gently slid in and out of her.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, “I’m gonna cum.”

When she said that, he crooked his finger inside her and pressed her spongy g-spot.

She grunted, basically, and her whole body curled up around him, pulling his face into her. For several seconds her orgasm was practically silent, her pleasure too powerful to express. Then it came — the scream — and she fell back onto the bed, back arching, pussy grinding uncontrollably into his face. It went on and on, wave after wave, until she was just a quivering, breathless mess beneath him.

Finally she went limp, and he carefully eased his mouth off her.

She panted twice, trying to form words, then finally said, “What did you do?”

He laughed.

“You should teach a seminar.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

She glanced down at his cock, as if checking it was still there.

“I don’t think I’ll be able to live up to that.”

Now she was worried about living up to his expectations. God, he loved that.

“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do,” he said kindly, and she laughed at him. “You would be so disappointed if I didn’t try,” she said, and she was right, of course.

She sat up. “Lie back.”

He did, and she started her attentions through his underwear, kissing his cock, feeling the shape of him. He had noted he wet she was earlier — well he was about as bad, dots of his precum leaking through his briefs and glistening on the outside. She ran his tongue over one of those glistening dots, which didn’t help the situation any.

When she peeled his underwear off, he was a sticky mess. “Someone is hot for me,” she noted, rubbing her palm through the stickiness and then wrapping her hand around him and jerking him, her hand sliding wetly up and down his shaft.

She was sitting at his hip, watching him with a near clinical interest as he writhed under her hand. She brought her other hand in and cupped his balls.

“God that feels good,” he gasped. A minute of that could easily make him cum, but as good as it felt, he hoped she had more in mind.

She did. Before he got too close to the peak, she slid her hand off him and wiped his stickiness on her own thighs. She repositioned herself, crawling between his legs, propped on her elbows. She gazed up at him with a little smile — mischievous? — and his cock twitched in anticipation, dripping more precum.

She took hold of his cock and licked from bottom to tip, firmly on the underside, and he said, “Oh, fuck!”

She took him in her mouth then, and the wet heat that enveloped him was glorious. It wasn’t the most skilled blowjob he had ever had — she couldn’t take him all the way, which given his relatively modest side should have been a doable feat, and her hands were under employed, resting on his thighs.

What she lacked in technique, though, she made up for in enthusiasm, sucking him in and out of that wet, wonderful mouth, maintaining eye contact the whole time. Not the most skilled, then, but possibly the most erotic, her eyes bright in the candlelight, and he had no desire to suggest corrections.

He rode the waves of pleasure from her mouth until she pulled off him and said, “Do you have a condom?”

He thought about it, although he knew the answer very well. Decades of marriage and, no, he did not move into his meagre studio walkup and immediately buy a pack of condoms for all the pussy he was anticipating.

“No, don’t…”

She reacted a bit to that, then said, “I mean, we could. I’m… you know, clean. If you want to.”

He was already nodding, apparently enthusiastic enough that she laughed. “You just can’t cum inside me, okay? That might be bad.”

He kept nodding. “Okay.”

There was an awkward moment. “Uh, how do you want to…”

“Let me get on top,” he said. “I’ll have more control.”

She got on her back and he positioned himself between her legs. She gazed up at him and took hold of her cock, guiding him to her entrance.

He looked from her beautiful eyes down to that amazing body. The flat belly. The long legs, drawn back and spread for him. And his cock, disappearing between those beautiful thighs. She was tight. Young and tight and impossibly hot, and when she wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him deeper, he almost lost it right there. He moved slowly — not because he was trying to be romantic, but because he was trying not to come. To be inside someone so young and desiring made him feel alive in a way he hadn’t in… decades, maybe. He had to stop, had to breathe, or he'd be done in five thrusts. So he held still, buried to the hilt, and let himself feel everything: the flutter of her pulse against his shaft, the warmth of her breath on his face, the smell of her—sweat and perfume and shampoo. His balls were already tightening, a familiar pressure building at the base of his spine. He looked down at where they were joined, at the way her lips clung to his cock, wet and swollen, and he knew he wouldn't last.

“I’m close,” he said.

She tried to pull away.

“Wait,” he breathed. “Just a little more.”

He fucked her. Once. Twice. “Oh, fuck!” he shouted, pulling out.

She slid her way down the bed and her mouth found his cock, slipping him into her, lips wrapping around the head — gentle sucking and a swirling of the tongue and she reached up and cupped his balls and…

He went blind. He cum flowed up from depths he didn’t know he had, flooding into her sucking mouth, his body shuddering. She took it all. Swallowing as it flowed.

The last few drops squeezed out in pulses and he stayed there, her mouth still on him. Carefully, she pulled off, and he collapsed to the bed.

“Oh my god,” he whispered.

She laughed.

“I’m sorry I didn’t last longer, you were just so…”

“Shh,” she said. “It’s fine. I’m glad.”

She snuggled into him and he wrapped an arm around, and they lay there together in the flickering candlelight.

When was the last time he felt this relaxed. When was the last time—

The lights came back on.

It was like waking up from a dream. The lamp on the nightstand flickered to life. The refrigerator started humming in the kitchen. The magic — the candlelit, wine-soaked, blackout magic — evaporated in the glare of electricity.

“Oh,” Emma said, sitting up on one elbow.

His heart ached in his chest. What the fuck was wrong with the power company? It should have gone on all night.

“Well,” Emma said, “I guess I should…”

She stood. He watched her gather her clothes — the yoga pants, the Columbia sweatshirt — and felt the loss like a physical weight. Now that the lights were on, rhe dream was over. She was going back to her apartment and he was going back to being the middle-aged divorcee across the hall.

Emma walked toward the door.

She stopped. She flicked off the light.

Then the dresser light. Candlelight was once again the primary illumination.

She crawled back into bed and curled against him.

“Better,” she said.

He put his arm around her and felt her soft hair on his chest. Her breathing slowed.

The candles flickered.

They would burn down eventually, but for now, he was happy.


The Horny Headmaster

by D. Horne

“Third infraction, Miss Callender. Third.”

Headmaster Grimsby was sixty years old, and had spent thirty of them at this boarding school, but not a single one of those years had prepared him for this incorrigible youth.

Amanda Callender, age eighteen, stood before him with an expression that was the opposite of contrite. She’d been caught by her RA with alcohol on her breath. Again. This was after the smoking incident and the incident with the boys’ dormitory that he preferred not to think about.

“Why do you keep bending the rules, Miss Callender?”

She shrugged. “I guess it feels good to be bad.”

He stared at her.

“That’s ridiculous. This institution has standards. Your parents are paying a great deal of money for your education, and you seem determined to throw it away on cheap vodka and —” He stopped himself before he could say boys. “And poor decisions.”

She was silent. Staring at the wall.

“At this point, I just don’t know what to do about it. I’ve tried demerits. I’ve tried curfews. I’ve tried calling your parents. Nothing ever changes. Why in my day, if I’d behaved the way you do, the headmaster would have taken a paddle to my backside.”

She looked at him now. Her eyebrow went up. “Do you have a paddle?”

“Of course not. That was a different era.”

She shrugged. “You could use your hand...”

She turned around. Bent over his desk. Lifted her skirt.

She was wearing white cotton underwear — perfectly innocent looking. It made what she was doing feel even more obscene. She looked over her shoulder at him with an expression that was equal parts challenge and invitation.

“Spank me, Headmaster. It’s the only way I’ll learn.”

He looked at that ass — young, firm, presented to him with the casual deference of a girl who knew exactly what she was doing — and felt a war begin inside him. The professional. The educator. The man who’d dedicated his life to shaping young minds.

All of them lost.

He stood. Walked around the desk. Raised his hand.

The first spank was tentative. A test. His palm connected with the cotton-covered curve of her right cheek, and the sound was a soft thwack that echoed in the quiet office.

She giggled. “Harder. I don’t think I’ve learned my lesson yet.”

He spanked her harder. Again. Again.

“I don’t know, headmaster, I still feel pretty naughty.”

So he spanked her harder, and harder still. His palm started to sting, but the sight of her — bent over his desk, her skirt up, her ass reddening under his hand — was doing something to him. Something he hadn’t felt in a very long time.

“I can’t even feel it through the underwear,” she said, and she reached down and suddenly she was peeling off her panties.

She bent over again, bare now — her ass round and pale and already pink from his hand.

She was a naughty one indeed. If anyone deserved this…

He spanked her. Five times. Ten. The rhythm became hypnotic — his hand rising and falling, her firm, youthful ass jiggling with each impact, her breath coming in short gasps that might have been pain or might have been something else entirely.

Then he noticed her hand. It wasn’t braced against the desk. It was between her legs.

“Miss Callender.” His voice came out hoarse. “Is this arousing you?”

“No,” she said, but her voice was breathless and her fingers were moving and he could see the slick gleam of her in the lamplight.

“Of course it is. I can see it. You’re wet.”

“No I’m not.”

“You are.”

“Check,” she challenged him.

The word hung in the air between them. A dare. An invitation. A trap.

So he touched her.

He touched her. Just his fingers — two of them — sliding through the wet folds of her pussy. Sure enough, she was drenched. Soaking. Her body had responded to the spanking in a way that her mouth was still trying to deny.

“See?” he said. “You’re wet.”

“Are you sure?” Her hips pushed back against his hand.

He slid two fingers inside her. She groaned — a deep, throaty sound that caused his cock to leap in his pants. He finger-fucked her slowly, feeling the tight heat of her grip, watching her body respond to each thrust of his hand.

“What am I supposed to do with you?” he asked. “How can I make you good?”

“Fuck me.”

His fingers stopped. “What?”

“You heard me.” She looked over her shoulder again, and her eyes were dark and hungry. “Fuck me and I promise I’ll be good.”

“That’s ridiculous.”

“It’s the only way.”

He thought about it for approximately half a second. Then he tore his pants open, positioned himself behind her, and buried his cock inside her in one stroke.

She was tight. Young and impossibly tight, her cunt gripping him like a fist. She cried out — a sharp, surprised sound — and then pushed back against him, grinding her ass into his hips.

“Yes,” she said. “Yes. Fuck. Finally.”

He fucked her like a man who’d been waiting thirty years for this. Hard. Fast. His hands gripping her hips, his cock pounding into her, the desk rattling against the wall with each thrust. She was groaning — loud, unguarded, the kind of sounds that would have scandalized the entire faculty — and her pussy was squeezing him with each stroke.

“I’m close,” he gasped.

“Me too. Me too. Don’t stop.”

He didn’t stop. He drove into her with everything he had, and when she came — crying out, her body bucking, her cunt spasming around his cock — he followed her over the edge. His orgasm ripped through him — hot and violent, his seed spilling deep inside her, his body convulsing with the force of it.

He collapsed into his chair. She straightened up, pulled her panties back on, adjusted her skirt.

“Thank you,” she said. “I needed that.”

“You’re welcome. I think.”

She walked to the door. Paused. Looked back at him. “Maybe we could do it again sometime. If I’m bad.”

“You promised you’d be good.”

She smiled — a slow, wicked smile that made him remember exactly why she was the third-time offender and would probably be a fourth and a fifth and a sixth.

“I was good. Didn’t you think?”

He couldn’t argue with her. She was very, very good indeed.


Good in a Room

by L. Questa-Vale

She was twenty-three and she was the best partner I’d ever had.

Not like that. Not yet. I mean in the conference room — standing beside me in front of twelve skeptical clients with a PowerPoint deck she’d built from scratch, fielding questions I didn’t know the answers to, making me look smarter than I actually was. We’d been working together for six months, and in that time she’d turned me from a decent closer into a great one.

Her name was Kate. She was my underling, technically — I was the senior VP, she was the junior associate — but the hierarchy had stopped mattering somewhere around month three. We were a team. The best team the firm had ever seen.

I was fifty. She was twenty-three. I was old enough to be her father, and I knew — I knew with the absolute certainty of a man who’d lived long enough to know his place in the world — that whatever chemistry I felt was one-sided. She was young and beautiful and brilliant, and I was middle-aged and divorced and spent most of my evenings alone in my apartment wondering when my life had become so small.

But God, I was attracted to her.

It was the little things. The smell of her shampoo when I leaned over her shoulder to check her numbers. The way she tucked her hair behind her ear when she was thinking. Her perfume — something subtle, floral — that lingered in the conference room after she left. I’d stay late just to sit in it, breathing it in.

We flew to Chicago for the biggest pitch of my career. The Morrison account. Land the Morrison account and I could retire early. Land it and Kate would get promoted. Land it and everything we’d worked for would be worth it.

At the hotel, our rooms were across the hall. She said goodnight at her door, and I said goodnight at mine, and I lay in bed staring at the ceiling and thinking about her. So close. Twelve feet of hallway between us. I could knock on her door. I could say something. I could —

I didn’t.

I lay there and thought about her and eventually fell asleep.

∞∞∞

We got the account.

The pitch was perfect. Kate was perfect. She handled the Q&A like she’d been doing this for twenty years, and when the Morrison CEO stood up and shook my hand and said “You’ve got yourself a deal,” I felt something I hadn’t felt in years: genuine, uncomplicated joy.

As soon as we were outside the client’s office — the glass doors closed behind us, the receptionist out of earshot — Kate threw her arms around me.

“We did it!” She was laughing, her face bright, her body pressed against mine. Holding her slender waist was — God. I can’t describe it. The warmth of her. The solid, real, physical reality of her in my arms.

“We did it,” I said. “You were incredible.”

“Thank you. I’ve learned so much from you.”

We went for drinks to celebrate. Then more drinks. By the time we got back to the hotel, we were both tipsy and laughing and the space between us had shrunk from twelve feet to almost nothing.

At her door, she paused.

“Goodnight,” I said. “Get some sleep. You’ve earned it.”

I was already turning away — unlocking my door, already preparing for another night of staring at the ceiling and thinking about her — when she spoke.

“I can’t do this again.”

I turned back. “Can’t do what?”

“Wanting you. And not saying anything.” She met my eyes, and her expression was fierce and scared and utterly determined. “If I don’t at least try to find out, I’m going to hate myself. So tell me it isn’t mutual and I’ll turn around and head right into my room.”

My heart stopped. Started again. “It’s mutual.”

She crossed the hallway in two steps. Pushed me against my door frame. Kissed me — hard, hungry, months of unspoken wanting poured into that single moment. Her mouth was warm and she tasted like whiskey and something sweet.

She pushed me through the door and into my hotel room.

“I can’t tell you how long I’ve thought about this,” she said, and dropped to her knees.

She unbuckled my belt with the same efficiency she brought to everything. Her hands were confident — no hesitation, no shyness. She took my cock out and looked at it for a long moment — just looked, her eyes dark and hungry — and then she took me in her mouth.

I’d imagined this. Of course I’d imagined this. Reality was so much better.

Her mouth was warm and wet and skillful, and she sucked my cock with the same focused intensity she brought to a tough Q&A. She knew exactly what she was doing. She found a rhythm that made my knees weak. She took me deep — deeper than I expected, her throat working, her eyes watering — and held there.

I looked down at her, and fuck, she was gorgeous: those dark eyes looking up at me, glassy with need, her cheeks flushed, her hair falling loose and wild as she took me deeper. I ran my fingers through her hair, and she smiled up at me, cock still in her mouth.

Jesus, I was close — too close, embarrassingly close. I threw my head back. “Fuck,” he said, reluctantly pulling away from her.

I was breathless. “Get on the bed.”

She stood. “Yes, boss.”

I froze at that, and she realized instantly she had said the wrong thing. “No, no, no,” she said, pulling me toward the bed, “forget I said that. C’mon. Please.”

She kissed me, squeezing my cock, and her infelicitous words were quickly forgotten.

I pushed her back onto the bed. She stripped her panties off. I knelt between her legs and put my mouth on her.

She was wet. Hot and wet and already trembling, and when I found her clit with my tongue she groaned. I worked her with everything I had — licking, sucking, circling — and when she came, she grabbed my hair with both hands and arched off the bed — bucking her hips into my mouth — and cried out so loud I was sure the whole hotel heard.

“Holy shit,” she said, breathing hard. “Holy shit.”

“I’ve been wanting to do that.” I grinned at her.

“I could tell.” She pulled me up. “Now get inside me.”

I positioned myself between her legs. The head of my cock pressed against her entrance — hot, wet, waiting. She wrapped her legs around my waist. I pushed inside. She was tight — God, she was tight, and hot, and she clenched around me like she’d been waiting for this as long as I had. I moved slowly at first, savoring the feel of her, watching her face.

“Harder,” she said. “I want to feel you.”

I fucked her harder. The bed creaked. The headboard hit the wall. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me closer and whispered things in my ear — dirty, urgent, wonderful things — and I felt the pressure building at the base of my spine.

“I’m close,” I said.

“Me too. Come with me. Come with me.”

“You sure?”

She nodded. “I’m on the pill. Just cum inside me.”

The orgasm hit us at the same time — hers a sharp cry against my shoulder, mine a deep groan ripped from somewhere I didn’t know I had. I emptied into her, pulse after pulse, my cock jerking inside that tight wet heat. She held me through it, her body trembling, her breath hot against my neck.

We lay there afterward — tangled together, breathing hard, the hotel sheets a mess around us.

“We make a great team,” she said.

I laughed. “We really do.”

She put her head on my chest and closed her eyes. I stared at the ceiling — the same ceiling I’d stared at last night, wanting her and certain it would never happen.

It had happened. She’d wanted me too.

I put my arm around her and let myself fall asleep.


Light Sleeper

by S. Ko

He’d been trying to fall asleep for three hours.

The sound of his daughter’s sleepover drifted up from the living room — laughter, shrieking, the thump of someone falling off a couch. She was a senior now, a little old for sleepovers, but the girls still loved it. They’d been doing this since middle school, the same six girls, and he’d learned to sleep through it years ago.

Tonight he couldn’t.

He’d had trouble sleeping for a long time. Ever since his daughter was born, really — suddenly there was so much to worry about. Fevers and bullies and whether she’d make friends. Then her mother got sick, and the worry got sharper. Then her mother died, and the worry became permanent.

Even when he slept, he was up every few hours. Anxieties cycling through his head. The mortgage. His daughter’s grades. Whether he was doing enough. Whether he was doing too much.

Tonight was worse than usual. The girls were louder. The house felt emptier. He lay in bed staring at the ceiling, listening to the muffled chaos downstairs, and waited for sleep that wouldn’t come.

Around midnight, the house went quiet. The girls had settled. He felt his body finally begin to relax — that heavy, sinking feeling that meant sleep was close — when the bedroom door creaked open.

One of his daughter’s friends stood in the doorway. Her name was Zoe. She was eighteen — one of the older ones, the one who’d been coming to these sleepovers since sixth grade. She was wearing thin cotton pajama shorts and a matching top, and in the faint light from the hallway, he could see the outline of her body through the fabric.

“Mr. D?” Her voice was small. “I get scared in strange houses. Can I sleep in here with you?”

He should have said no. He knew he should have said no. But the girl was shivering — from cold or fear or something else — and she looked so young and so scared standing in his doorway that his protective instincts overrode his judgment.

“Of course,” he said. He slid over to make room. “Come on.”

She climbed into the bed beside him. The mattress dipped with her weight. She lay on her back, staring at the ceiling, just like he’d been doing. The cotton pajamas were thin — he could feel the heat of her body next to his.

He tried to sleep. Really, he did. But the scent of her — shampoo and something else, something young and female — filled his nostrils. Her leg brushed against his under the covers. His body responded — a treacherous, involuntary response that made him hate himself a little.

She shifted. Turned onto her side. Threw a leg over his.

“Zoe —” His voice was strangled.

Her hand slipped under the waistband of his pajama pants.

She found his cock. It was already half-hard — had been since the moment he’d felt her body heat — and her fingers wrapped around him.

“Please,” she whispered in his ear. “I’ve wanted to do this for so long.”

“Zoe, what about everyone else?”

“They’re all asleep.” Her hand stroked him — slow, steady. “We’ll be quiet. And I promise I won’t tell them. I won’t tell anyone. Please. I’ve been thinking about this for years.”

He should have stopped her. He was the adult. He was the father. He was supposed to protect her from men who would take advantage.

But her hand was moving on his cock — slow, deliberate strokes that made his breath catch and his hips grind back into her. Her thumb circled the head, spreading the moisture that had gathered there, and he groaned — a low, helpless sound that he couldn’t have stopped if he’d tried. It had been so long since anyone had touched him like this. Years since his wife died. Years of loneliness and anxiety and sleepless nights.

She made a convincing case.

“I want you inside me,” she whispered. “May I please?”

“Yes,” he managed. “God, yes.”

He felt her shimmy out of her pajama shorts under the covers, then she climbed on top of him, straddling him, her pussy hovering above his cock. She reached down and guided him to her entrance, and the heat of her when he felt the tip of his cock press against her — the incredible, radiating heat — made his vision swim.

She sank down.

She was tight and young and unimaginably wet, and when she took him fully inside her, her head fell back and she made a sound that was pure pleasure. She started to ride him — slow at first, her hips rolling, her hands braced on his chest. Then faster. Her tits bounced under the thin cotton top. Her breathing grew ragged.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “I’m so close.”

He gripped her hips. “Yeah, Zoe,” he gasped. “Let me feel it. Cum on my cock.”

She came with a sharp cry. Her cunt clamped down on his shaft— rhythmic, pulsing, squeezing — and the sensation was too much. His own orgasm followed immediately, ripped out of him by the grip of her body. He emptied into her, pulse after pulse, his hands gripping her hips as she ground down into him, milking the cum out of him.

When it was over, she collapsed onto his chest. Her body was warm and trembling and impossibly young.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “I’ve wanted to do that for so long.”

She kissed him — a soft, brief press of her lips against his — and then climbed off the bed. She pulled on her pajama shorts. Straightened her top.

“I should get back to the other girls.”

And then she was gone, slipping out the door, and he was alone in the dark.

He lay there, staring at the ceiling that he’d been staring at for hours before she came in. His heart was still pounding. His body was still buzzing. His brain was cycling through a dozen anxieties: was she on the pill, was his daughter going to find out, what the hell had just happened, was this a crazy game of truth or dare, had he just made the biggest mistake of his life.

But somehow — impossibly — none of it seemed important.

His body was heavy. His mind was quiet. The anxieties that had kept him awake for years had gone silent.

He closed his eyes.

And for the first time in decades, he slept.


Free-Use Stepdaughter

by S. Leary

When my wife died last year, I didn’t expect her daughter to move back home.

Kelsey was nineteen, technically my stepdaughter, though I’d only been married to her mother for four years before the cancer took her. She’d been away at college — directionless, she said, taking classes she didn’t care about — and after the funeral she told me she wanted to come home and take care of me.

“I don’t need taking care of,” I said.

“Everyone needs taking care of,” she said. And then she moved into the guest room and started cooking dinner and doing laundry and making the house feel less like a tomb.

After six months, she started trying to convince me to date. “You’re lonely,” she said. “Stressed out. You need female companionship.” I admitted that was true. But I wasn’t looking for a girlfriend. I was forty-five, grieving, and the idea of jumping into the dating pool made me want to lie down in a dark room.

So she proposed an alternative.

“Let me be there for you,” she said. “When you need sexual release. That’s what you need, and I need a sense of purpose. It works for both of us.”

At first it seemed crazy. Then it seemed like maybe it wasn’t. Now — eight months into the arrangement — I can tell you it’s the best thing that’s ever happened to either of us.

It might be hard to understand from the outside. Let me give you some examples.

∞∞∞

The first time, I was watching TV and started getting turned on by one of the actresses. Nothing unusual — it happens to every man, you’re sitting there watching some HBO show and suddenly a sex scene comes on and you’re hard and there’s nothing to do about it.

Except now there was something to do about it.

I walked down the hall to Kelsey’s room. She was lying on her bed, talking to a friend on the phone — I could hear the friend’s voice through the speaker, some story about a guy in her chemistry class. Kelsey looked up when I came in and saw the bulge in my pants.

She didn’t say anything to me. She just said, “Hang on, let me put you on speaker,” to her friend. Then she peeled off her panties and spread her legs.

I climbed onto the bed and positioned myself between her thighs. She was already wet — she always seemed to be ready when I needed her, which was either incredible timing or a biological response I didn’t fully understand. I pushed inside her and she made a small sound — not loud enough for the phone to pick up — and then went back to her conversation.

“That’s crazy,” she said to her friend. “Did he actually say that to the professor?”

I fucked her while she talked about chemistry class. Slow, steady strokes — deep as I could go — while she carried on a conversation about lab partners and midterms and whether the TA was hitting on someone. Her voice was calm. Her body was anything but — tight and hot and clenching around me with each thrust.

“Yes!” she said into the phone. “Exactly! That’s what I told her!”

I emptied into her — pulse after pulse, deep inside her — and she didn’t miss a beat of the conversation. Just squeezed my arm briefly, a silent acknowledgment.

When I was done, I pulled out and pulled up my pants and walked back to the living room to finish my show.

∞∞∞

Another time, I got out of the shower feeling horny. Towel around my waist, still dripping, cock already half-hard from whatever fantasy had been running through my head. I called her name.

She appeared in the bathroom doorway. Saw the situation. Didn’t ask questions.

She knelt on the bathmat — the white one, the one she’d picked out at Target — and took me in her mouth. I held onto the bathroom counter and let her work. She was good at this. She’d had a lot of practice by then. She knew exactly how I liked it — the rhythm, the pressure, the way to use her hand on the base while her mouth worked the head.

When I was close, I told her. She took me deeper and ran her tongue along the underside and I came down her throat. She swallowed. Pulled off. Looked up at me with those big, dark eyes.

“Feel better?” she asked.

“Yeah.” I helped her to her feet. “Thanks.”

“Anytime.”

She went back to whatever she’d been doing. I finished drying off. It was like it hadn’t happened, except for the lingering warmth of her mouth.

∞∞∞

The third example is maybe the one that would make people the most uncomfortable. I don’t care.

I came home from a work dinner a little randy — too much wine, too much conversation about things I didn’t care about, and an overwhelming desire to come. Kelsey was already asleep — her light was off, her door was open a crack, she was curled on her side with the covers pulled up to her chin.

I didn’t wake her. Didn’t need to.

I stood over her bed and stroked myself. The sight of her — peaceful, beautiful, unaware — was enough. I worked my cock in the dark, using the memory of her mouth and her pussy and the sounds she made, until the pressure built and the orgasm hit. I came on her face — ropes of cum streaking across her cheek, her forehead, her closed eyelids.

She stirred. Not fully awake — just that half-conscious state where the body registers something before the mind does. Her tongue came out and licked the cum from her upper lip. Her hand came up and scooped more from her cheek, and she sucked it off her fingers.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she murmured, still three-quarters asleep. “Sleep well. I love you.”

“Love you too,” I said.

I walked to my bedroom and got into bed. My body was relaxed. My mind was quiet. The dinner, the wine, the long drive home — all of it had faded into a pleasant hum.

Some people might think it’s a weird arrangement. Having a free-use stepdaughter. Using her body whenever I need release, wherever I want, however I want. Some people might call it wrong.

But it works for me. It works for her. She has a sense of purpose. I have companionship — the physical kind, the kind I need, without any of the complications of dating or relationships or explaining to someone new why I’m still wearing my wedding ring.

She takes care of me. I take care of her. We’re a family.

As long as it works for her, I’m going to keep it this way. And right now — eight months in, with no complaints from either of us — it’s working just fine.
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