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         Jane Wilson knows that it goes against her principles, what is right, her friends and especially her role as a mother—but she can't stop herself. And she doesn’t want to.

         She looks at the picture in front of her. She sent him a friend request on Facebook. He accepted it, and now she can access his profile, his status updates and most importantly—his photos. The picture tells her that it is probably taken that spring. His light brown hair is slightly messy, and he is wearing a white t-shirt that fits loosely over a body that she knows is fit. He is smiling. A boyish smile. As if he didn’t have a care in the world. He is smiling at her with that carefree smile.

         She closes her eyes. She brings two fingers down in between her legs and starts to circle her clitoris. It feels good. Her body shivers, and with a pleasant tingling sensation, the horniness builds up inside of her. She brings his penis closer. Lets him penetrate her with the help of her own fingers. She gasps. Her vagina, as well as her heart, starts to pulsate the moment she enters herself with her fingers. She slowly speeds up. He fucks her with an unmistakable force. She leans her head back and gives in to an orgasm that makes her dizzy. Her fingers are covered in her own juices, and she imagines herself licking his sperm off her skin. All this to a picture of him. She imagines their bodies reaching the ultimate pleasure together.  He might be forbidden fruit. But it feels so good.

         Nick is the best friend of her son. Her son, David, lives in a flat that he shares with Nick. They are the same age, and they study engineering physics together. Jane lives by herself nowadays. David is her only child. Although she knows that he is an adult now and that he is more than capable of taking care of himself, she can't stop herself from visiting him at least a couple of times a week. He never asks for help, and therefore, it's up to Jane to decide when she should stop by and when he might need a hand.

         Sometimes she stops by to help him put up some new curtains and sometimes she stops by just to help him clean. She is indeed a bit of an overprotecting and overly helpful mother, but to be completely honest, she also does it because she has nothing better to do. Since the day, when she divorced David’s father, Jane lives on alimony that gives her the freedom not to work. It was nice in the beginning; it was a freedom that she had longed for. But it was also somewhat overwhelming.

         She quit her job as a substitute vice principle and decided to do something else. The only problem was that she had no idea what this something else was. So, she spends most of her time in her home, cleaning and tidying up, reading, tending to her garden and redecorating the living room yet again. Things like that. Trivial things, she realises more and more as the days go by. And then she sees her friends, of course. They meet up every Thursday to talk. And then one day, it happened.

         For a long time now, Jane had looked at Nick as a very attractive young man. He is fit and charming, his hair is slightly curly, and there is a sparkle in his eyes, the kind of sparkle that always makes her knees weak. He is always very polite, almost boring, in her presence but the sparkle in his eye tells her that there is more. It tells her that there is something more there, hidden behind his smile and his altogether good behaviour.

         Time after time, Jane found herself feeling attracted to him. Instead of ignoring her feelings and pushing the thoughts away, she started to fantasise about him. She brought Nick’s body to her own. The power she felt doing this, the wonderful and overwhelming orgasm, made her thirst for more. Although she knows that she is a lot older than he is, she can't stop herself. She could be his mother. After all, he is David’s age. And he is David’s friend. She knows that it’s risky. She knows that she is risking a lot playing this game. But she can't help it. She must have him.

         And this is where it all starts. Her journey to find that something that she could fill her time with instead of the trivial things that take up her days now. Joy, lust and desire—packaged in one. This is where she realises what it is all about.

         Jane bought something for her son, it's only an excuse to see him. This time she actually called to make sure he was home, something that she normally doesn't do. Maybe it's her subconscious that acts that way in an attempt to create a chance to maybe, maybe bump into Nick alone. She knocks on the door. She waits for a couple of seconds. It feels like an eternity. She is surprised to see that it isn’t David who opens the door. He knew that she was coming.

         Instead, Nick is standing in the doorway. And he is not only standing there, but he is also basically naked. He is only wearing a pair of white briefs, and they fit tightly around his fit and tan body. In one hand, he is carrying some kind of workout equipment. She realises that he must be in the middle of a weightlifting set. He is a bit sweaty, probably a result of muscles working hard to expand and stubbornness that demands harder and tighter movements.

         “Hi Nick!  I brought something for David, he knows that I am coming. And this time I wasn’t going to surprise you.”

         She smiles at him in a different way than she normally does. She doesn't think twice about it, she just lets it come. It is a slightly asymmetric smile. A smile that is anything but innocent, just like Nick's eyes.

         “A friend called him, Mrs Wilson. He needed to help him with something, but he said he would be back as soon as possible. Didn't he tell you?”

         “No, he didn’t. Or wait...”

         She picks up her phone to check for messages. For once, David has actually sent her one. “I’m an hour late, let's meet up at three instead.” Of course. Always with these quick decisions. He always changed plans at the last minute like this and Jane always tried to adjust to make everyone happy. But this time she is not disappointed. She quickly replies to David and tells him that it’s okay to meet up an hour later. She knows what this means. An hour is not enough time for her to go back home just to return again. This will give her just enough time to spend some time with Nick. She puts her phone away.

         “Can I come in?”

         “Of course. I am just working out...as you can see. But I can pick it up again later. Come in, have a seat.”

         Jane sits down on one of the chairs by the kitchen table. Besides the kitchen area, the room also has a bed, a sofa and a TV. David's room and a bathroom are located in the other part of the flat.

         Nick sits down on the edge of the bed without saying anything. Jane looks at him. She lets her eyes wander over his body, from top to toe. He really is sexy. He is masculine and fit, but he doesn't look any older than what he is. A young man. A desirable youth. Unlike in the picture that she masturbated to in her bed the other day, his chest is exposed now. Now she can clearly see his chest and his stomach.

          It is obvious that those muscles have been flexed and relaxed again many times as part of a vigorous exercise routine. He seems slightly insecure. Maybe he doesn't know what to say next. It is almost as if he is deliberating if he should go for it, or not.

         “How is single life, Mrs Wilson?”

         Did he just say that?

         “It’s Ms Wilson now, Nick.”

         She can feel a tingle in her chest. A tingle as much as a movement. She meets his eyes, and there is that sparkle, the sparkle that is everything but innocent and ordinary. He means every word. He wants to know. And she decides to give him an honest answer.

         “I wouldn’t say it is going great. Many of the men my age are way too boring for my taste. I don't want to be like them. I feel young, way younger than I am. And I don’t want to be with someone who is boring. Or too old.”

         “Maybe you should start dating.”

         “You mean, like you and David? No, I don't think that's for me. I don’t want to date, Nick. I like it fine on my own.”

         “Well, there you go then. Then you have everything you need?”

         “I don't. I don’t miss complicated relationships or dating and risk feeling disappointed, excited, or all of those things at once. What I miss is sex. I want sex and no obligations.”

         They are silent. Had she said to much? She had just let all of those thoughts inside her head break out and run wild. Just like that. She looks at Nick. Before she has the chance to make sense of the situation, her thoughts are interrupted by his voice:

         “Maybe I can help you with that.”

         She instinctively stands up. She pulls her hand through her long, dark hair. She focuses her eyes on him. He is still sitting down with his legs slightly spread. He leans back and shifts his weight to his arms.

         “Do you think so, Nick?”

         Her voice is calm and steady.

         “Yes, I do. Let us try, and you’ll see.”

         His confidence is high. He is confident in his approach. Confident in his ability. She understands that there is no doubt in his mind. He knows that he can satisfy her in a way that will bring her pleasure. And there is no doubt in her mind either, not even the slightest. She can feel the horniness vibrate along her thighs, through her vagina, up into her stomach and chest and all the way out in her lips. She thinks about it for a couple of seconds. She knows very well that she shouldn't do it, that it is wrong in more ways than one. But she is overpowered by how horny she is. The power of her lust is uncontrollable. And her vagina hungers for him. Finally, finally.

         She walks over to Nick. Close. She positions herself between his legs. He leans back even further, still supporting his weight on his arms. She can feel his thighs pressing against her knees. She is wearing heels and is noticeable taller than him.

         “So, you want to fuck me, Nick?”

         Her voice is as steady as before.

         “Yes, Ms Wilson. I do. You are the hottest MILF I know. And I’ve fantasised many times about what it would be.”

         “MILF?”

         “Mum I’d Like to Fuck, Ms Wilson.”

         She smiles.

         “And you would do it...well?”

         “Better than well. I would do all I could to make you cum, to give you the best orgasm ever.”

         “Oh yeah? How are you going to do that?”

         She grips his hands. She pulls them to her thighs, lets them wander along the backside of her legs, up towards her ass. She takes his head in her hands and brings it to her chest. She strokes his hair, massages his hairline above the neck. He grabs her buttocks in a way that oozes confidence. He wants her. And she will have him.

         “Let me...let me show you, Ms Wilson?”

         “You may.”

         He stands up. He takes her hands and spins her around. Then he leads her to the bed and places Jane in the same position that he was just in. He kneels in front of her, between her thighs. He folds her skirt up over her stomach. She is not wearing underwear; they make her feel trapped. She leans her head back, lets out an intoxicated gasp. He brings his face towards the inner parts of her, towards her vagina. He kisses her clitoris with hungry lips and with a tongue that is rough and smooth at the same time. Jane puts her feet and ankles on his shoulders. He comes closer. He kisses her pubic mound.

         Carefully, he begins to penetrate her. He starts slowly with careful and exploring movements. Then more and more. Deeper and faster. His tongue explores her vagina in a slow and steady pace. He knows what he is doing. The heat and the wetness make her insides vibrate. She is infiltrated by his tongue, his body and skin, and she wants more. She spreads her legs and uses her feet to pull his head closer. He eats her hungrily. She moans. She gasps. Her vagina pulsates, and her blood is on fire. It feels so good, so incredibly good.

         After a while, she feels the need to satisfy him and to give him the same pleasure that he is giving her. She gets up on her elbows, stands up and carefully pushes him down on the bed. Her actions take him by surprise, and she can see both delight and confusion in his eyes. The mattress bounces when he lands on it. Does he want to be dominated? She feels the lust take a firm grip of her loins. She wants to dominate him. Own him. Have him.

         She kneels in front of him and pulls down his white briefs so that they rest around his ankles. She is met by an impressive cock. A beautiful cock. A smooth, soft, nice cock. She brings her head forward and kisses Nick along his thick, pulsating erection. She kisses him little by little at the same time as she locks eyes with him. She can see the pleasure in his eyes. How he is torn between absolute pleasure and the thought about doing something forbidden, something unreal. He feels absolute pleasure when she kisses his cock and teases him. Most of all, he wants her to take his erection in between those beautiful, moist lips. But she lets him continue. She wants him to wait. She wants him to twist and turn in frustration and desire.

         So she continues.

         She kisses him slowly towards the base of his penis and his balls. She takes his balls in her mouth. First one and then the other. He loves what she is doing to him. She is still looking straight at him. He leans his head back and falls into the soft mattress. Completely powerless. Overpowered by the strength of pleasure. After a while, she can't wait any longer. She knows that he wants nothing more. And she can feel the wetness between her thighs. She wants to feel him inside of her soon. Soon, very soon, she needs his cock in between her wide open and pleading thighs.

         She opens her mouth, and her lips fit perfectly around him. So tightly that no air can seep through. His pre-cum has started to escape the tip of his penis. She recognises the salty flavour at the same time as all men taste different. She sucks him hard from the start. She starts at the tip of the penis and then she brings his whole erection, his cock, deeper down her throat. She can barely breath. Still, she wants to continue. She is so horny that she is about to explode. Nick moans as she sucks his cock. He moans the loudest when she reaches his base and when his balls stroke her chin. The sounds that he makes can only derive from the greatest of pleasures. He is overwhelmed by what she makes him experience, what her lips are doing to him.

         “And now what, Nick?”

         She holds his cock in her right hand as she is still on her knees, looking him straight in his eyes. His cock is so hard. She can barely close her hand around it. She can feel his blood pulsate through his skin.

         “I want to fuck you, Ms Wilson.”

         Before she knows it, Jane is suddenly on her back on top of the bed. His grip is firm, confident and fast. Her arms are stretched out over her head, and her palms are open towards the ceiling. Nick is on top of her and helps her off with her clothes, it only takes a couple of seconds. Now both of them are naked, and he presses against her skin. She lets her thighs fall to the sides to let him get as close to her as possible. He puts one hand on each of her hips and rubs her clitoris and her labia with an erection that is both hard and wet.

         “With or without a condom?”

         He is out of breath as he says it. He can barely speak because he is so turned on, and he doesn't want to waste time on anything else.

         “Without.”

         With the help of his right hand, he penetrates her with his pulsating cock. She is wet and tight. He glides in quickly and deeply towards her most intimate center. Her body moans. Her vagina, her calves, her arms and her thighs surrender completely to lust. Nick fucks her deep and at a pace that is both wonderful and satisfying. She receives him with spread legs as she presses her pelvis towards him. He thrusts his body against hers. His fit, tanned, young body.

         She grabs his waist and tries to get a better grip of his buttocks to pull him closer, even deeper, but she can't really reach. He realises what she is trying to do and leans his upper body over her stomach and at the same time as he fucks her, he moves closer and closer to her. He starts to kiss her breasts in the same rhythm as he is thrusting his cock into her. Her body is radiating, radiating with energy. When he kisses her nipples, it tickles and creates electrical tensions in her. She gasps in between the jolts.

         “Let... me... ride you... Nick.”

         He wraps his arms around her, and together they roll around on the bed and switch positions. Now he is the one on his back, exposed, underneath her and in between her legs. She arches her back, pleased with seeing him underneath her. The sight makes her very horny. She brings her right hand in between her legs, pushes two fingers into her vagina and feels how close she is getting to climax. Then she takes a firm grip around Nick’s cock and carefully guides it to her opening. She lets him penetrate her and fill her with a sensation that makes her whole body feel divine.

         Jane rides him fast and hard. She moves her body up and down. She tenses her thighs and moves up and then down again. She slides to the tip of his penis and then all the way down to the base, without losing control. He holds her by the waist. With confident and hungry hands, he holds her body in place so that he will not slip out of her. To feel the combination of their two bodies moving together like this is as important to him as it is to her, and all he wants is to continue.

         He is getting close. His moans grow more intense. He is already lost for words, all that is left is the sounds of their bodies moving together, heavy breathing filled with lust and want to take and to feel. But not now, not yet. She wants to prolong the pleasure a little bit more. She doesn’t want it to be over, not yet. She positions herself even closer to him. Now she can reach every millimetre of his cock. When he fucks her, he fills her up completely. He helps her to speed up. She fucks him with wild and intense movements. She is still hungry.

         Jane pushes her body out so that her entire being swallows his erection. His cock becomes hers. He falls into a trance and loses track of time and place. All he can do now is to embrace the pleasure. To moan and gasp for air. Give. She feels absolute pleasure. Total desire. But she is not there yet, not completely.

         “I want you to take me from behind, Nick. Would you like to?”

         “I want nothing more...Ms Wilson.”

         And then she gets on all fours and lets Nick stand up to position himself behind her. She is on her knees with her legs spread wide apart, and she supports the weight of her upper body on her hands. Nick stands on the floor, next to the bed. Jane moves closer to him, spreads her legs even wider to make sure that he will be able to enter her really, really deep. And fill every available space.

         Then he starts. And this is when she reaches an indescribable sensation. The most complete, the greatest. The sensation that rocks her insides like never before. The sensation that creates waves within her at the same time as is sends jolts of heat throughout her body and through every organ inside of her. She embraces the feeling, this storm and this threshold that is bringing her closer to the uttermost fantastic sensation. The sensation is so nice. She cries out. Words that are no longer words. Sounds that are a pleasure.

         He rams his cock into her. Harder, harder, harder. And deeper, than before. The lower part of his stomach, his navel, slams into her ass again and again. He holds it in a firm grip. He presses her against himself.

         “Spank me!”

         The words that escape Jane's lips come from a woman that is no longer who she used to be. A woman who has let go of all of her inhibitions. A naked, honest and free woman. Her. A woman who wants him. A woman who wants nothing more than to feel a young man's body fuck her hard from behind. And now, spank her.

         Nick spanks her, and it makes her skin vibrate. She can feel that his hand leaves a red mark. It hurts. And she wants him to continue.

         “Again!”

         He does what she tells him. She can feel his cock stiffen inside of her. She doesn’t want to wait any longer. She can't wait. They are getting there; they are closing in on the inferno—the grande finale.

         When she cums in an orgasmic scream. The orgasm is as many words as it is juices that squirt from her vagina. The sensation swirls, slams, throws, pulls and spreads out. In all directions. In every part of her. And it comes again and again and again. It doesn't stop. It continues. The whole world stops. The universe explodes, grows and becomes massive and eternal. Then it deflates, relaxes, calms down. Comes back.

         Nick cums too. He empties his warm seed all over her spine. He moans as the orgasm washes over him.

         Then he lies down next to her. She changes position, lies down on her back and they both look up at the empty, white ceiling. They are still catching their breaths. They stay silent. They are filled with calm and the satisfaction coats all their senses. After a while, their breathing calms down. Their breaths go from gasping to even, and finally, slow. Normal.

         “That was the best...ever, Ms Wilson.”

         And she agrees. She agrees one hundred percent. To do this made her feel. Made her live. To do this made her long for the orgasm. Made her act out her lust. Her wild animal, her goddess. Made her long for his cock. Made her come closer and closer to it only to be devoured by this fantastic sensation. His cock. Their bodies. The symbiosis between the two of them. Jane closes her eyes and smiles. A genuine smile. Finally, she has experienced what she has always wanted to experience but never had. To be with someone like him. Someone a lot younger than her. Someone who couldn’t be more forbidden. And who fucks in a way that only a hungry, horny youth can. And the best of all? This is only the beginning.

         From now on, she knows what she is looking for. From now on, she knows how she will spend her days. She won’t wait for something plain and ordinary. She won’t mess around in a garden or waste her time changing curtains that might as well be left as they are. She won't look for an older man—a man her age—to settle down and live a mediocre life with. No, she will fuck. She will fuck young men like Nick. She will fuck them with the same power and devotion that she fucked him with.

         And this is where it starts. Her passionate adventure. Her journey with young forbidden men and their nice, strong and curious bodies.

         She hears a sound from the door. Keys? Jane and Nick look at each other, and with fear and panic in their voices, they say at the same time:

         “DAVID!”

         
            Elena Lund
      

            The Intern 
      

         

      
   


   
      
         He is standing in one of the corners of the brightly lit room. The buzzing of quiet voices bounces in between the walls, and a jazz quartet is playing jazzy covers of modern pop songs. It sounds awful, if not even inappropriate for a gallery opening. Or maybe it’s just Linda who “has a negative outlook” and “is way too critical”, as her colleague had called it. It doesn’t matter. She’s not here for the music, and it’s not very hard to ignore the band playing Taylor Swift in the wrong tempo when the ceiling lights make Lucas’s shirt almost see-through.

         He has a glass of Prosecco in his left hand, and he has barely touched it. Although he is standing far away from her, which makes it impossible to hear what he says, she can see that he is really into the discussion he is having. He makes big gestures with his right hand and points to the art and the ceiling. He is talking to a middle-aged woman in boots and with her brown hair in a tight bun. If she says something funny, he will form his hand into a handgun and pretend to fire it her way.

         It is a fascinating gesture, almost lame, but when Lucas does it, it looks charming and attractive. The woman with the bun and the boots is probably the artist of the enormous pieces of fabric that hangs from the ceiling. The material is dyed in all the blue nuances of the ocean, and it looks like it falls slowly and calmly. It is beautiful and relaxing, which makes jazz music feel even more wrong. Lucas’s tie is tied loosely around his neck, and it is evident that he had the theme of the art show in mind when he picked it out.

         But it is way too green, and Linda considers if she should go over to him and tell him later that night. She could sneak up behind him and place her hand on his lower back, not hard but with enough force for him to feel her hand against his skin, through his shirt. When he turns around, she will smile and say, “How nice of you to try to match the art. It’s a shame it’s the wrong nuance.” They are the same height when Linda wears high heels, so she will be able to look him in the eyes without tilting her head.

         When he is not quite sure what to say, Lucas will blink twice with his long and magical eyelashes. Like an animal or a child in a pageant. Linda will keep her hand there on his lower back until the spot where they almost touch becomes hotter than the rest of his body. But now she is standing fifteen meters away from him, so all she can do is watch him, just as she has done since her internship started. It sucks that she has gotten herself into this situation. So completely blown away, longing for an older man with authority.

         But at least she is an intern, and she doesn’t work there, so in theory, he isn’t her boss. So, it could be worse, she thinks. It definitely could be worse because at least she is sure that he is interested in her too. They have touched each other four times since Linda started her internship. Their first touch was when Linda’s mentor showed her the lunchroom on her first day earlier that spring. The kitchen was lit up by the early morning light, and one of the big windows were wide open but outside the air stood still, so the room was pleasantly warm.

         Linda remembers thinking it was a gorgeous lunchroom. Not that she had seen very many, but still. Big and open, with a kitchen island and more beautiful china than is needed or even appreciated at work. Lucas was standing by the coffee machine. She saw him from behind, he wore a dark green shirt with the sleeves rolled up, and his dark blonde and curly hair fell over his collar. Smooth and full.

         “Lucas”, said the mentor and cleared her throat.

         Strangely, you could tell in the way she cleared her throat that she had a tremendous amount of respect for Lucas. He was holding a half-empty cup of coffee and the way that his big hand gripped the tiny handle of the cup almost looked absurd. The muscles showed clearly on his forearms.

         “This is Linda”, the mentor said and made a flowing movement with her arms Linda’s way. “She is our new intern for the graphic design department.”

         First, she noticed his eyelashes. They framed his brown eyes like shadows. His eyes were soft in a way, inviting and open. They looked surreal in his otherwise chiselled face and as a contrast to his stubble that brought out his strong jawline even more. There was no denying that he was super hot.

         “How fun, hi.” He said and reached his hand out to her. His voice was dark but melodious.

         “Linda,” Linda said and shook it.

         The second time they touched, Linda came out of the toilet, Lucas was coming around the corner by the printing machines. There was no possible way she could have avoided the collision, and she almost bounced against him. For a second, she was embraced by his body, the heat from his chest, his scent—a discrete note of sweat and his perfume. Dry and warm, sandalwood, vanilla and birch tree.

         “Oh, I’m sorry”, he said, “Are you okay?”

         She nodded.

         “Yes, I’m fine. I’m sorry.”

         “Well done with that thing you did for Instagram,” he said. “That was you, right?”

         And Linda nodded her head.

         “Yes, thank you.”

         The corridor was unusually narrow, and one of them would have to step aside so that the other could pass. Neither of them did.

         “So how is everything?” he asked and put his hand on the wall, he was leaning against it.

         He probably didn’t try to block her way even more, but he did.

         “Good,” she replied. “It feels excellent, and how is everything with you?”

         This made Lucas laugh, a bubbly and pretty high-pitched laughter. Linda smiled slightly without showing any of her teeth and raised her eyebrows. A reaction that made Lucas clear his throat and swallow as if he was suddenly aware of his uncontrolled laughter. He tried to swallow it. Tried to hide it. She could see his Adam’s apple move as he licked his lips before he answered her.

         “Everything is fine.”

         “Good,” Linda said, almost whispering. Her voice was hoarse and slow. Then she pointed behind Lucas.

         “Can I squeeze through?” she asked.

         It took Lucas half a second to move. He let his arm down from the wall and took a step to the side. It was as if he flinched.

         “Thanks.” She said and walked past him.

         She inhaled deeply — sweat and birch tree.

         Their third occurrence of touch was when Lucas handed Linda a bunch of A4 size papers in his office. Linda didn’t need to pick them up at his office. But she realised between her desk and the storage room that she was passing Lucas’s office for once. Her actions after that were not so much of a choice as they were an impulse, it felt like her body acted of its own accord when she leaned in through the open door, knocked three times on the door frame.

         “Lucas! All good?” she asked with way too much authority.

         His office chair made a squeaky sound when he turned around, and Linda felt relieved that his perplexed facial expression—with a deep wrinkle between his dark eyebrows—changed into a smile when he realised it was her. A big, genuine smile.

         “Linda,” he said. It was not a statement and not a question. It was almost like he just felt like saying her name.

         It sounded smooth and almost wet in his mouth. He stressed the “n” for a lot longer than most people would, as if he didn’t want to stop saying it, and he kept the consonant in his mouth for far longer than what would be seen as socially acceptable. They stayed quiet for a while, but she didn’t take her eyes off him. He rested both his hands on the armrests of the chair with his elbows pointing upwards, as if he was planning to stand up but decided that it would be weird and as if he didn’t know what to do with his hands now.

         “I’m alright,” he finally said.

         “Do you have some A4 size papers?” Linda said.

         “Yeah,” he said.

         They both fell silent again, Lucas was still gripping the handles of his office chair, watching her as she stood there in the door. His face looked relaxed but a bit confused as if he didn’t understand what she was doing there.

         “Can I... have some?” she said after a while.

         Lucas laughed nervously again, and he rolled his eyes and apologised for being so dumb.

         “Yes, oh my God, of course.” He said and stood up from his chair so that it rolled away behind him and crashed into a table.

         The sound of plastic crashing into plastic was louder than she had expected and Lucas got a hold of the spinning chair.

         “Whoops,” he said and pushed it back to its original spot again.

         Linda watched him curiously when he dug some papers out of one of the drawers of the big and dark desk. Her hand touched him when he handed her the papers. Warm and dry.

         “Thanks, Lucas,” she said and left.

         The fourth, and last occasion of them touching was in the staff meeting last Tuesday. The CEO, the programme manager, the curator and Lucas sat at the front of the table. The other employees had MacBooks and notepads in front of them. Lucas led the meeting with confidence, and he looked sceptically at his staff as they went around the table, sharing their ideas. He had probably never been as sexy as he was then. Except for when he lost control of his office chair because Linda was looking at him a bit too long.

         She has noticed that he never looks her in the eyes during the meetings. She imagines that it is because he is scared to lose control of himself if he does. Or maybe it’s not her imagination. She was one of the last people to leave the room, and in the corner of her eye, she saw Lucas sitting at the table. Slowly and carefully, she took three steps backwards. The empty cup of coffee from the beginning of the meeting was standing next to his computer, and she was going to ask him if he wanted her to take it for him.

         So, she put her hand on his back and Lucas flinched, turned around quickly and knocked over the coffee cup in a sudden movement.

         “Whoops,” said Linda and giggled.

         “Linda, hi,” he mumbled.

         And she didn’t plan to say it, but he looked so innocent and beautiful when he put the cap back on the table again.

         “You really can’t behave, can you?” She asked.

         The moment the words left her mouth, she regretted them. But he wasn’t angry or surprised, he just opened his mouth and let out a burst of high-pitched, uncontrolled and short laughter. It was more like a giggle, or maybe a whimper. And a slight blush spread under his stubble and up towards his long eyelashes. So she stayed in control of the situation, grabbed his coffee cup.

         “Let me take this.” She said.

         Then she sat there, staring at her computer for ten minutes without even pretending to do anything. All she could do was to repeat that whimpering laugh over and over in her head. The more she thought about it, the more it sounded like a moan. An impulsive and genuine exhale like that only happens as a result of shock and pure desire. In her head, he made that sound again and again as she stroked him over his thighs, over his dark blue jeans. The sound was a combination of him being so horny, and her touch felt so good.

         His erection was so hard that it hurt inside his tight jeans and of this being nowhere near enough. But he wasn’t allowed to unbutton them. Only she could unbutton them. She wanted to lean so close to him that he could feel her breath on his lips and say, “say please.” She stood up and walked to the bathroom. She looked at herself in the mirror as she did it. She pulled her tights down to her knees and leaned against the wall. With her skirt pulled up to her hips, she let the index finger and the middle finger of her right-hand slide into her vagina.

         Wet and warm, and she started to finger herself slowly against the wall. This wouldn’t take long, she could tell straight away. She imagined Lucas standing in front of her, leaning against the sink. He was also touching himself. The top buttons of his shirt were unbuttoned, and she could see how tiny drops of sweat gathered by his collarbone. His Adam’s apple moved when he licked his lips and swallowed. His pink lips were shiny and soft. She tried her hardest to focus on those small details that made him so damn sexy.

         The thick hair that fell into his face when he was finally allowed to grip his cock. She pictured them locking eyes as he jerked himself off hard and decisively. Just as she let her fingers slide in and out of her pussy and over her clitoris. Hard and decisively, in fast circles. She had to support herself against the sink with her free hand. She could feel the orgasm building up inside of her. Her knees trembled. She imagined that Lucas would grab her breast, hard. She pictured the desire in Lucas’s eyes when he could finally touch her.

         “Linda,” someone says. “Do you want more Prosecco?”

         It is Maria, Marianne or maybe it was Malin from the office. She is the receptionist. Linda looks down at her empty glass, somewhere during her fantasy about her masturbation, the closest thing to making love to Lucas that she will ever experience, she must have finished her Prosecco.

         Linda nods her head.

         “I would love some, thanks.”

         And even if she really would love another drink, she says it mostly to make the receptionist M disappear for a minute. It feels like it is obvious how extremely horny she is. Like people would be able to smell the desire on her skin. But when she places a hand on her cheek, it is cold. Nobody will notice. Nobody except Linda who is standing here with an empty glass and with a pulsating, wet vagina. She feels a physical longing for Lucas now. A tingling sensation all over her skin. She wants to put her hands on his biceps and let them move down along his arms. Down to his waist. Down to his hips.

         “Linda,” the receptionist is back. “Are you okay?”

         Linda doesn’t say anything, because, behind the flow of the fabric that is hanging from the ceiling, she sees how Lucas excuses himself and walks away from the artist with her hair in a bun. He walks in the direction of the bathrooms. It has to happen now. She can’t take it anymore and if it all goes south, her internship is over in two weeks, and she can easily avoid him during that time.

         “I’m okay, I just have to go to the bathroom,” she says and takes the glass from the receptionist.

         Her heels make a clicking sound as she walks across the floor. Nobody will probably notice, the volume is loud now, and it’s a very popular gallery opening. Linda makes her way past the big pieces of fabric. She was right. She sees Lucas walk through the corridor that leads to the bathrooms. There is no rush, she thinks. She takes a deep breath and slows down her pace. The plan is to round the corner at the same time as Lucas leaves the bathrooms. Or, at least to make it look like she is turning the corner.

         What she does is to stop in the middle of a step just after the last corner, with one of her feet forwards and her eyes fixated on the bathroom door. Twice she starts walking just to realise that it is someone else that emerges from the bathrooms. All she can do is smile, nod her head in a greeting and get back into position.

         The third person that comes out of the door is Lucas. When he sees her, he stops, and Linda completely forgets to pretend she is going to the bathroom. She stares at him with her foot frozen in her fake position, and he stares back at her. They are alone, and there is nothing to lose. She finishes her Prosecco and puts the glass down on the floor. She walks over to him with quick and confident steps. Close enough to ask the question, far away enough for him to walk away if he wants to. He doesn’t walk away.

         “Linda,” he says quietly, almost whispering. “What are you doing?”

         She whispers “Lucas,” and she means I am doing exactly what you think I am doing.

         He quickly looks behind her, it’s empty, he can’t bring himself to look her in the eyes, but he doesn’t move. Out there everyone keeps drinking Prosecco, they can’t see them from here, but they can hear them. The music is almost completely drowned out by voices and footsteps. For a short moment, she closes her eyes. She can pick up Lucas’s breathing easily. He breathes through his mouth. Now she opens her eyes and places her hand on his cheek. Warm, but rough from his stubble.

         Linda strokes him under his eyes with her thumb, pulls her fingers over the long shadows created by his eyelashes. The lights in here are also strong—white and exposing. She puts a lock of his hair in between her fingertips, as she has longed to do for so long. She holds the lock of hair between her index finger and her middle finger for a while. It is soft and shiny. Before she lets it go, she places it behind his ear, strokes him there with her thumb and lets it rest in the soft space behind his earlobe. The space is shaped perfectly after her thumb as if it was meant to rest there.

         Lucas licks his lips, and that—the look of his pink tongue outside his mouth, his slightly wet lips, it is too much, and it is a sign. She can’t be this aroused before they have even kissed. So Linda leans in. First, she simply presses her lips against his. Her thumb is still resting behind his ear, then she opens her mouth and lets her tongue slide in and separate his lips. It is easy, and his tongue welcomes her as if he has been waiting for her for a long time. He tastes sweet of the Prosecco, and Linda’s fingertips find their way into his curly hair, it is warm and slightly sweaty.

         Each kiss is faster than the other, as soon as his lips leave hers to take a breath, she needs them back. Linda pushes her tongue in, lets it glide over his. It feels like she is thirsty, she wants to have it all at once, she wants to make out with him like this forever. His tongue meets hers as if he wants to taste it all at the same time. She feels Lucas’s big hand on her hip as he pulls her closer. When she lets the palms of her hands land on his chest, she can feel that it is warm and firm. She moves her hands over his shirt, over his chest.

         His nipples are stiff underneath the thin fabric of his shirt. When she moves her hands like this, he loses track of the kissing for a moment and his lips, soft and wet, glides over hers. She feels his teeth against her upper lip. So she does it again. She lets her thumbs move slowly over his nipples. She kisses his throat, gently at first. Then with her tongue. Kisses him along his neck and licks him behind his ear. She places the tip of her tongue on the soft skin there and lets it wander over to his earlobe, takes it in between her teeth and bites it.

         His mouth is placed just by her ear, he moves his hands over her hips, up to her waist, to her back. His deep breaths leave her ear moist. When she bites him, he whimpers. A moan with his mouth closed as if he didn’t want to make that sound but couldn’t help himself.

         It is not easy for Linda to pull away from him, she exhales, and the exhale is loud and quivering. Her lower lip is trembling. Lucas is leaning against the wall; his hair is a mess, and he is blushing. He has never looked so good, never been as attractive. The way he looks at Linda makes her lose all her self-control. His eyes are shiny, filled with desire. Nobody has ever looked at her that way before. It is a primal look, and Linda looks at him the same way. In the next moment, he has opened the door to the accessible toilet.

         Imagine that it happens like this. Lucas, with his designer shirts and big office, his polite and respectful way of saying a good idea, I’ll think about it rips the door to the accessible toilet open, with his hard cock pulsating in his pants, ready to have sex with her, the intern, in there. It is perfect. The moment the door closes, she presses her whole body against his. Now she has his thigh in between her legs and his hipbone close to her vagina. She kisses him again. Straight away with her tongue, almost violently.

         For a moment she places herself so that she can press her vagina against his thigh. She puts all her weight there. She grinds against him once, twice. Lucas’s arms grip her waist, he moans into her mouth, and she swallows it. The sensation explodes down into her vagina, into her thighs, her knees. This feels fucking fantastic. The stimulation is strong and tingling, Linda has to grab Lucas’s ass not to fall on the floor. Both of them could probably reach orgasms like this.

         In her ear, Lucas’s mouth is only millimetres from it now, she hears him moan, and she feels his erection clearly against her thigh. She takes a deep breath and takes a step back. Finally, she is moving her hands along those arms, just as she had been dreaming about since that morning in the lunchroom. Slowly downwards. When she reaches his hands, she grabs them and pulls him back until they end up by the sink. They position themselves so that he is leaning against it. Linda moves his hands to the edge of the sink and squeezes them.

         When she lets go of them, he leaves them there. This is a fantasy that they have both built up during these last two months, and she is in complete control. She can see in his eyes when he looks at her—on his open mouth, pinker than usual and almost swollen now, on his chest that moves up and now, fast and out of breath—that he adores her. And he surrenders completely now. She quickly removes his tie and unbuttons his shirt. He is warm and firm underneath the palms of her hands, and she lets her thumbs play with his nipples underneath his shirt.

         He doesn’t have a lot of chest hair, only a dark shadow of curly and sweaty hair. He is fit, but not too fit. When she takes his shirt off, he has to take his hands off the sink, and he reaches out for her. She pushes his hands away and makes a clicking sound with her tongue.

         “Not yet,” she whispers. “Can you behave?”

         He nods.

         “Say it.”

         “I can behave,” he whispers and blushes slightly when he says it. But he moves his hands back to the edge of the sink.

         He grips it so hard that his knuckles turn white. Linda kneels in front of him. Puts her face against his crotch, exhales and presses her lips against the fabric. Grabs his thigh and squeezes it. Moves her hands up and grabs his cock through his pants. He gasps, and his legs twitch. She takes her time with the belt before she finally unbuttons his pants. His cock is so hard that it basically slaps his stomach when she pulls them down — swollen and willing. She is so close, but she doesn’t touch him yet. She pulls his pants down all the way and asks him to step out of them.

         Now he is entirely naked, Linda is still fully dressed. First, she kisses him next to his erection, then on top of his pubic hair. She takes a deep breath and puts her tongue out to let it wander downwards. She licks the base of his penis. She opens her mouth but doesn’t take it in her mouth yet. She circles the tip of her tongue around the tip of his penis. A drop of sperm is glistening on there. She collects it with her thumb and looks up, into his eyes, when she puts it in her mouth. His hair falls into his eyes as he watches her.

         “Turn around”, she says.

         And of course, he turns around. His ass is strong and soft under Linda’s hands. She grabs his buttocks and spreads them. She can hear him gasp just before she leans forward and licks him there. The scent is both stronger and more discrete here, less perfume but a lot more Lucas. She starts by letting her tongue wander from his balls and upwards, past his anus and to his lower back. She does it twice, no three times. Then she slowly licks him around his anal. Lucas whimpers above her, she can feel him leaning forward as he arches his back to give her better access.

         She touches the base of his cock, but she is not jerking him off. She moves the tip of her tongue in circles before she finally presses it harder against him. Inwards, closer. This makes Lucas moan. A light and hoarse moan. A sound that shoots straight into Linda’s pussy, it’s a desperate and rough sound. Just as she forced Lucas to keep his hands on the edge of the sink, Linda forces herself to keep her hands on Lucas’s ass. She squeezes it, strokes it. All she wants is to make Lucas sound like that again, and all she wants is to touch herself.

         Her legs are weak, and her pussy is pulsating. She can feel how wet she is, sensitive and electric. She can feel it in her thighs and her skin. When she pushes her tongue deeper into him she has to bend forward. The tiny movement creates friction from her stockings and she is so aroused that the tiny stimulation sends a wave throughout the lower part of her body. She can’t take it much longer and judging by Lucas’s uncontrolled and loud moans. He is getting close too. Linda stands up. She is happy that she has her hands on Lucas. Otherwise, she would fall.

         What she sees in the mirror makes her legs even more unsteady. His cock is just above the sink, and she can see his whole naked body. The sweat that is gathering in the hair of his chest, his strong and flexed arms holding the sink, his red cheeks and his lower lip that is marked from her biting it. She wonders how loud she would have been if they weren’t in a public bathroom. She can only guess, and the thought of it sends another wave of yearning throughout her already energetic body. She holds him from behind and presses herself against him with her fully dressed body.

         He arches against her. She touches his cock lightly with her fingertips, his balls. She grabs them and massages them softly with her thumb. Then she brings her hand up to his face. Lucas meets her eyes in the mirror as her fingertips meet his lips. He opens his mouth and lets Linda put her index finger in it. His tongue welcomes her finger, he closes his eyes and sucks it gently. He is blushing, and a thread of saliva hangs from her finger when she pulls it out.

         She grabs his hips and takes a step back, brings her right hand down and back and looks into the mirror, Lucas nods his head. He is still wet from her saliva down there, her finger slides into him without resistance. It is so tight and so warm. She pushes in her finger to her knuckle, out and in. His cock is so hard that it almost lies flat against his stomach, a new drop of sperm has appeared at the tip of it, and he pushes himself back against her. Her finger slides in all the way and his chin drops.

         “Linda,” he says.

         And she loves it when he says her name. This is worth a reward, so she pulls back her hand. Turns around and reaches for her handbag. She picks up a jar of Vaseline, opens it quickly and puts a generous helping of the cream on her finger. He spreads his legs wider when she closes in on him. It looks like he does it without thinking, and he blushes, even more, when he realises what he has done. Linda smiles.

         “Say please”, she says.

         So Lucas looks at her under heavy eyelids.

         “Please.” He whispers.

         And who is she to refuse him, she lets her index finger slide into him again, her finger slightly bent and faster this time. Harder and more exploring. She grabs his waist again so that she can be as close to him as possible. She wants to be absorbed by his sweaty body. His body doesn’t resist at all when she puts her middle finger into him. She uses all of the force in her wrist to reach as deep into him as she can and finally she can feel his body twitch, an electrical wave throughout his body.

         She makes sure that her fingertips keep massaging that exact spot inside of him, and then she fucks him faster and faster against the sink. His upper lip is sweaty now, and Linda wants to lick it off. His dick is even more swollen, and it has taken on a deep pink nuance around the tip. She can see that he is close.

         “Can you cum like this?” she whispers.

         Close, close to him and next to his ear.

         He shakes his head.

         “Look at me”, she demands.

         And he looks into the mirror. His eyes are shiny.

         “Please,” he begs. His voice is hoarse and destroyed.

         “Please what?”

         “Please let me touch myself.”

         Linda answers by pushing her fingers deeper inside him. He whimpers closes his eyes again.

         “Soon.”

         She pushes her fingers hard into him four or five times more before she pulls them out. He turns around. He feels very weak in his legs, weak in his mind. Linda kisses him, wet and without control. She digs her hand into his hair, bites his lower lip before she pulls away from him. She guides him down to his knees with her hand. As usual, he follows her without any questions. Linda throws her high heels off and pulls her skirt down together with her stockings. Puts her hand in his hair again and tilts his face up. Guides his mouth to her vagina.

         She throws one of her legs over his shoulder, and he grabs her and puts his mouth over her pussy. The first touch of his tongue is so nice that she presses herself violently against his face. He answers by squeezing her thigh harder. He licks her with fast movements, hungry and desperate. He takes her clitoris between his lips and sucks it hard. Her hand pulls his hair, closer and harder. The orgasm is building up so fast. Her hips move in a rhythmical movement against his face. His tongue glides over her clitoris and in between her labia, touches her opening and then back again.

         It feels so good. She can feel a drop of sweat trickle down her spine. Her whole body is vibrating, she feels dizzy and ecstatic. She can’t believe she is still able to stand up. When Lucas starts to circle his tongue around her clitoris she can feel the orgasm building up in her whole body, she hears her breathing grow deeper and more frantic, Lucas’s tongue slides into the opening of her vagina, and without any self-control, she thrusts herself hard against him. Rhythmical and wild. Then she cums.

         It doesn’t matter that they are in a public bathroom and that people can hear them, she doesn’t care. Nothing else matters. She opens her mouth, and she lets herself scream, there is nothing else to do. It doesn’t matter that she has been horny and ready for this since the start of the gallery opening, the intensity of the orgasm still comes as a shock to her. Her body has longed for this for so long. Lucas’s pink tongue that keeps licking her with hard and short movements.

         His curly hair, finally in her closed fist. Her arms shake, and she is so sensitive now, she can feel every lick over her swollen clitoris down to her knees. She lets herself sink onto Lucas’s lap. His hard cock pressed against her thigh. When she grabs it, he opens his mouth and she puts her tongue in it. She jerks him off firmly and decisively. She wants to memorise the feeling of his weight in her hand, the exact smell—sweat, pussy and that perfume that she loves. It doesn’t take long. She feels how his cock grows even bigger, how his breathing becomes fast and whimpering.

         “Cum for me,” she demands.

         And he does. He spills all over her hands and onto his thighs. She will memorise this feeling too. When they kiss each other the taste of champagne is gone, now he only tastes of her. When she stands up, she pretends that she does it with ease, that she is in full control of her body. Lucas sees through it, and she knows it. He looks up at her through long and glistening eyelashes. I guess this means that we have touched each other five times now, she thinks.

         
            B. J. Hermansson
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     My name is Cecilia. I always get these impulses. Whims that provoke and steal my attention until I don’t have any other choice but to dedicate my undivided attention to it. What the impulses are about depends. It can be anything, really – a certain subject, such as modern dance or croquis. I spend days, even weeks, doing this. I learn, exploring everything there is to discover, until I feel like I know it well. I almost master it. When I reach that point, I’m done. I am finished and need to move on. Days, weeks and months pass, and soon my next
     
      need
     comes to me. Because that’s really what it is – a need that is impossible to stop. I need to dedicate myself to something. I need to spend time and energy, and perhaps most of all, spend myself.
    

    
     But these periods pass.
    

    
     They always do.
    

    
     All of them, except for
     
      this one
     
    

    
     It started when I was 16 years old. I remember it as if it was yesterday – an epiphany. I can picture it so clearly. The colors, the details, the sensation. I can picture it as if it was a photograph. A photograph that shows and tells the story of me.
    

    
     His name was Joel. He was 36 years old. I was friends with his daughter, Miranda. We had known each other since first grade. Joel had been in my life for a long time. But this time, this day, something changed. And it was an urge that still, after all these years, hasn’t died out.
    

    
     He came straight from work and wore his suit. He put down his briefcase and greeted us in the kitchen, where he hung his jacket on one of the chairs. He was polite as always. Told a few classic dad-jokes that feel more like torture than fun, and we wished that he would stop it.
    

    
     All of a sudden, I imagined him kissing me. I imagined him gathering me into his arms, pushing me up against the kitchen island, spreading my legs and thrusting inside me. All the while, his upper body was pressed against my body, and his cock was throbbing, pulsating, pushing inside me.
    

    
     I had recently lost my virginity, and it was beautiful and felt good. But now, I saw Joel. His masculinity. I saw what he had to offer. I saw what our bodies could do together. When that thought raced through my head, I couldn’t let it go. Couldn’t stop looking at him that way. I was watching his movements when
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     

     
     

    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy Experience is Sexy - A Collection of Erotic Short Stories.

    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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