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INTRODUCTION: QUICK AND SEXY

You might think that to turn a reader on, you need thousands of words, dozens of pages, to get into the thick of sex, to take characters right to the brink of being unable to hold back their lust before they let go in every sense of the word.

These 69 stories show that there’s power in quickies, both the kind that happen where there’s no time to lose in shedding one’s clothes and getting raw, naked, and intimate, and in tales that only take a few minutes each to read.

I wanted to edit The Big Book of Quickies for people who like plenty of variety with their erotic storytelling, who may not have hours to spend getting lost in literature but still want to get off.

The stories presented here span a wide range of sexualities, turn-ons, fetishes, kinks, settings, and characters. Some are tender and romantic; some are as dirty as can be. Some are set in the very real worlds you may recognize, while others dabble in the paranormal.

What unites these sexy stories is that while their word count are short, they don’t skimp on the erotic tension, desire, and intimate satisfaction their characters seek out. Whether they’re using sex toys, engaging in BDSM, bedding a stranger or a long-time love, these characters put their and their partners’ pleasure front and center. I hope they help you do the same.

Rachel Kramer Bussel


FORCE OF NATURE

Rebecca Chase

With her skirt flipped up behind her, the metal bench chilled her bare legs. She shivered even as sweat beaded the back of her neck. A breeze lifted her skirt and she gripped the hem to hide her lack of panties.

No one would catch them. It was going to be okay. Yet her future happiness rested on this one afternoon.

Leah checked her mobile for the tenth time. The message from Silas lit up the screen. “I’ll be there in five minutes.” It was a generic message between couples, but her husband’s terror filled every letter.

Were they going through with this?

They’d sneaked to Zina’s office every Wednesday, hoping no one from church caught them. Seeing a sex therapist was an abomination for some elders. Zina encouraged them to investigate their fantasies and embrace their hidden sexual identities.

But what if it didn’t work? The marriage would continue no matter what. They’d been best friends at church as children before falling in love as teenagers and marrying at eighteen. But could they live a sexless marriage their entire lives?

Two minutes to go.

“You’ve lived sheltered and repressed lives. You haven’t explored your desires. When you open that side of yourselves, things might change.”

Zina gave them a book of fantasies to read together. Late one night, Leah felt the rushes of something new in her limbs. Her legs shook, and pure need coiled in her stomach as heat pulsated between her legs. Silas read aloud a woman’s story of public play. A pink tinge climbed up his ears, and the sheet tented with his erection. As he read the story, Leah brushed his cock while she slid her hand inside her pajama bottoms.

Ninety seconds to go.

That night they’d finally consummated their marriage. It took years of believing what their parents had alluded to when marrying as virgins. “It will make sense when it happens.” But it hadn’t, and eventually, they contacted Zina. After a year of weekly appointments, they discussed their most intimate moments and researched the knowledge hidden from them when growing up.

Sixty seconds to go.

Leah gripped her phone tightly. The consummation was significant, although Silas came quickly and her pleasure was short-lived. What if that was a blip? The first flurry of sexual excitement hadn’t blinded her to their future. Should they find joy in having babies instead?

Silas slid onto the bench beside her on a quiet path near the river. The rule was they couldn’t speak. Communication wasn’t an issue in their relationship, but Zina encouraged them to attempt one of their fantasies and focus on what their bodies told them.

He ran his trembling fingers up Leah’s leg, leaving goose pimples in his wake. It was a tentative touch, yet fire burned between her legs. She opened her thighs and willed him higher. Birds cooed in the trees as Leah shifted against the bench and Silas’s hand reached under her skirt’s hem.

She stared forward, unable to make eye contact. It brought an added excitement that he was a “stranger,” so attracted to her that he couldn’t resist caressing her even in public. When she originally shared that fantasy, she believed he’d divorce her on the spot, but instead, his grin led to their second time. The frantic way he’d fucked her from behind offered promise.

Silas’s tented joggers caught her eye, and she brushed his cock to spur him on.

Leah gasped as his fingers grazed her pussy. Silas’s thumb rubbed her clit, and his fingers slid inside her. Voices in the distance carried on the wind as she kissed him hard. Instead of stopping, he clumsily thrust his fingers harder. The prospect of approaching strangers gave birth to the feral soul she’d hidden her adult life. She moaned into his mouth as his tongue slipped between her lips.

No longer an innocent couple, they’d become people in charge of their desires. Silas grabbed her hand as the voices neared and dragged her between the trees where she leaned hard against a thick trunk. Silas knelt before her and pushed her skirt to her waist. His pupils dilated as he dipped his head to her pussy. Footsteps neared them as he licked and sucked her clit, pressing his tongue inside her. They’d agreed that whatever happened, whether someone saw it or not, they wouldn’t stop unless one of them used their safe word.

Sweat dripped beneath her blouse and between her breasts. He’d never gone down on her before, but during clandestine whispers, he’d told her it was his fantasy. As he pushed one of Leah’s legs over his shoulder, her head lolled against the tree’s bark. She barely kept her eyes open but needed to see the people pass. She gripped his hair tight and ground her pussy against his face as arousal flooded her body. The tiny touches had already brought her close to climax, but the way Silas sucked on her clit while thrusting his fingers inside her forced her to the edge.

Silas’s fingers moved powerfully in and out of her. Her skirt bunched at her waist, causing tree bark to scratch her ass. She giggled at the idea of being sore while sitting on the church pew. She was flush with empowerment rather than bruised by shame. Silas grunted and hissed as he pinned her against the tree. Her raised heartbeat and the blistering ruptures of arousal in her gut revealed her orgasm was close.

Leah grunted her frustration, causing one of the strangers, a man with hair and eyes as dark as one of those from the sexual instruction video, to look through the trees. He licked his lips and locked eyes with her as she tightened her grip. A satisfied smile crossed his lips as he stared. Heat burned beneath her skin, lighting her flesh with the fire of animalistic need. Stars exploded behind her eyes. Her nails dug into Silas’s scalp as she came hard. The stranger’s pleasure burned Leah’s soul as he stood alone and stared at her panting, feral body; her sensuality displayed by the red flush of her skin. Sweat covered her skin, and her shaking legs warned her she might fall. It was like her body was full of lights that sizzled throughout her veins as her orgasm ebbed across her in waves.

Someone shouted in the distance, and the man replied, “Just coming. I thought I saw something in the trees. My eyes must have been playing tricks because it looked magical.” He gave her one last smile and ran to join his group.

“Someone saw me,” she said between breaths as Silas steadied her while holding her close.

“Yeah?” he replied with wild-eyed delight before kissing her hard and sharing the taste of her orgasm with her. “Did you like it?”

Leah nodded eagerly.

“We have so much to learn about ourselves, honey.” He helped her lower her skirt and took her hand before slowly leading her out of the trees and in a different direction from where the strangers walked. “I can’t wait to try the other fantasies.”

“What’s next?” Leah replied, licking her lips greedily.


MILE HIGH HOTNESS

Rachel Kramer Bussel

The flight was sold out, but Gina didn’t care; she had her sexy book, and had just used her Magic Wand. Freshly orgasmed was her preferred mode of travel; it made even the worst delays more tolerable.

Plus, she was going to see her partners, a couple who’d swept her off her feet, literally, at a stodgy corporate party on a Manhattan rooftop. Clyde and Marnie had started dancing, then sidled up to her, started flirting, and before she knew it, he was twirling her in the air. Then they’d discreetly whisked her off to a corner and whispered all sorts of filth in her ear. They’d left soon after and spent the whole night fucking in every possible combination.

Unfortunately, she’d had to head home the next day, but had promised to return as soon as possible. That had been three months ago, three months filled with very racy video chats and promises of more filth to come.

Gina glanced out the window, grateful she’d only brought a small carry-on, even if the TSA agents raised their eyebrows over the sex toys inside—a mini wand vibe, a curved metal G-spot toy, plus a purple glittery butt plug and lube.

She tucked the bag under her aisle seat, then sat down and closed her eyes. A smile danced on her lips as she thought about the sexy pair, Marnie with her bright red hair and wicked smile, Clyde with his handsome, serious face, silver hair, and piercing brown eyes.

She startled when a hand tapped at her shoulder, her eyes drifting open, then widening in shock. “What? Am I dreaming?”

Because there in front of her were the couple she’d been fantasizing about. Marnie laughed, then slid her hand into Gina’s mane of thick brown hair, tugging hard enough to make her moan. “Does this feel real or imaginary?”

Gina laughed, her pussy aching for more. “But … I’m coming to visit you.”

“And you will. We’re going directly to our apartment when we land. We had an unexpected casting call and decided to mix business with pleasure. Luckily, the seats next to you were open.”

She’d noticed that last night when she checked in, hoping they’d stay unoccupied. Gina rushed to stand up, allowing Marnie to slide into the window seat. “You sit in the middle. You look hot sandwiched between us,” said Clyde, loudly enough she was sure someone in the surrounding seats had overheard. Her face flushed, but she didn’t have time to revel in her embarrassment. Passengers were waiting to board.

She hurried into the middle seat, her mind racing as she grabbed her bag.

Clyde took the aisle seat, buckled his seat belt, then placed his right hand on her thigh, claiming her. “You look even more delectable than the last time we saw you, doesn’t she, Marnie?”

Marnie’s eyes took a leisurely tour, making Gina glad she’d worn a tight red T-shirt and black skirt in lieu of her usual leggings. “Oh, indeed.” Then Marnie leaned close and whispered in Gina’s ear. “I can’t wait five hours to get my hands on you. I hope you don’t mind.”

Gina turned and stared, getting lost in Marnie’s blazing blue eyes and wide smile, her red lipstick seeming to beg for her lips. They had to be careful not to offend anyone around them, but she hoped the couple could be discreet enough to pull this off.

“I’d be honored. I even brought some toys,” she said, plucking the bag from under her seat and handing it to Marnie.

Marnie opened the bag and surveyed the bounty. “Our Gina is prepared,” she said to Clyde, once again making Gina shiver by talking about her to her partner.

“The vibrator is silent. I thought I might need some relief. I’ve been so fucking horny since I met you two,” Gina whispered to Marnie.

Marnie handed the bag to Clyde, who perused it, then whispered in Gina’s ear, “Go to the bathroom right now before we take off and put that butt plug in. I’ll take it out later.”

Gina wanted to sink into a pure puddle of lust right there. This was beyond anything she’d imagined. She sidled past Clyde with the bag, her face once again heating up, even though she was sure nobody else had overheard the explicit command. She rushed into the bathroom, lubing up the toy, then sliding it in, grateful she’d worn it at home plenty of times so she was used to the sensation. She washed her hands, put the lube away, then headed back to their row.

This time, her whole body tingled when she brushed by Clyde. Soon the plane was taking off. She reached her hands out to each of them, their fingers stroking her palms. Nobody would be afraid of flying if they had companions like this, she thought.

Once they were in the air, the couple wasted no time in making sure Gina had their full attention. Marnie draped a fleece blanket across her lap, then slid her fingers under it, tracing their way up Gina’s thighs, raising the skirt until they reached her panties. In moments, Marnie’s warm digits were slick with Gina’s wetness, as Gina did her best to look like she was simply a casual, nonchalant passenger, eager to reach her destination.

Marnie’s destination, however, was one she was bound to reach even sooner, as her expert fingers twisted and pressed, seeking a treasure she didn’t need a pilot’s license to find. Gina’s breath caught as Clyde clamped a hand on her thigh, all three of them giving nothing away as they worked together to give Gina an orgasm she’d never forget.

Gina would have thought that trying to pretend this wasn’t happening would be challenging, but somehow, the impromptu acting came naturally. As her pussy throbbed with the pleasure Marnie was coaxing from her, and the pinches Clyde was giving her inner thigh, the rest of her seemed to melt into the seat, as if she belonged there.

She dared to meet Marnie’s gaze, the heat she found there blazing as equally strong as the heat between her legs. Gina’s eyes teared up, overwhelmed with so many sensations at once. Their party tryst was mere foreplay in comparison to the sexy couple getting her off in a middle seat of a sold-out flight.

They worked in tandem, not requiring Gina to say a word, but to simply enjoy the fingers plunging inside her and the ones dancing along her inner thighs as the plug burrowed into her ass, reminding her that her holes were theirs, for the moment.

As the plane soared higher in the air, Gina soared too, her stomach buckling as Marnie touched her right where she needed her to, zeroing in on Gina’s needy wetness, coaxing her G-spot until she couldn’t hold off any longer. She blew out a long breath as wetness flooded her, making Marnie’s digits twist even further while Clyde pinched her delicate skin.

It was going to be a long flight. Gina couldn’t wait to see what other delights were waiting for her along the way.


THE PAIN AND PLEASURE OF A WALL SIT

Lou Kane

Danny hated working out.

The salt lick of his skin after and the burning muscles during. He did it because he needed to; since he’d started taking T, there was too much energy to burn off without concerted effort. He smirked. At least now his girlfriend couldn’t keep her hands off his biceps.

“Want help?”

As if summoned by his thoughts, Barbie stood in the doorway of the small study that doubled as their exercise room. Tiny, with ebony hair tied into a bun, and big, brown eyes, she didn’t exactly look like her namesake. Only, Danny knew all it took was one smile and everyone understood why she’d kept it.

“I don’t know,” Danny said, shaking out his arms and grabbing the dumbbells he’d set at the edge of the mat. “You know I get whiny.”

“I bet I can find a way to make it more fun.”

Barbie stepped inside the small room and slid to the floor. Legs spread and wearing nothing but a thin, white T-shirt and running shorts, she made for a distracting view. Danny’s cock responded in short order, and he grinned.

“Pretty sure you already are,” he said.

Barbie’s gaze flicked down to his blessedly black shorts, and he wondered if she’d planned the outfit with that in mind. The thought only made him harder.

“If I’m helping,” Barbie said, light and playful and decidedly not acknowledging his hard-on, “you’ll need to wear less.”

Danny swallowed hard. “Why?”

“So I can see whether you’re doing it right.” Barbie smiled, wide and guileless and aware of how hard he was getting after all. Black shorts or not. “You can keep your underwear. And your shoes.”

Danny hesitated but set down the weights to pull his shirt over his head. A breeze through the window ghosted over exposed skin, and he shivered. He would’ve felt less naked if she’d made him take off all of it. He thought she probably knew that.

“Remind me to help more often.” Barbie’s hungry gaze traveled across the expanse of Danny’s bare stomach and chest. “It’s good to be reminded of just how hot my boyfriend is.”

Danny blushed as desire shot down his limbs. He loved when Barbie looked at him with that predatory glint in her eye. “I—”

“Jumping jacks to start. Thirty of them. Count.”

One hard look set Danny into motion, arms and legs moving in concert as he counted, “One, two, three—”

“Wider,” Barbie said, and the boredom underlining the word went straight to his cock. Danny looked away before he got distracted enough to lose count.

“Good,” Barbie said when he reached thirty. “Now arms. Grab the dumbbells.”

Over the next hour, she ran him through a routine that pushed him to the brink of exhaustion. He was spent and entirely aware that the sorest part of him hadn’t even been touched by anything other than Barbie’s demands and boredom and desire. He bit his lip, hard.

“Ready for your last exercise?”

“Fuck, yes,” he said before he could stop himself, exhaustion and desire clawing at his self-control. His stomach tightened.

Barbie’s gaze turned flinty. “What was that?”

“Yes.” He bowed his head, still panting. “I’m sorry.”

“Better.” Barbie’s smile turned sharp. “We’ll end with my favorite, of course. Wall sit.”

“How long?”

“Until I tell you to stop.”

Danny swallowed. That could be a long time. He was already so tired, his muscles quivering with each new set, his cock twitching at each new command. He didn’t know how long he could last. He wasn’t sure what would happen if he didn’t.

“Any moment now.”

“Sorry.” Danny aligned his back against the plaster, spreading his feet the width of his hips. He slid down until his thighs were parallel to the wood floor, even though each inch brought more pain and more need. He was so desperate to do a good job. He was so desperate for her to touch him.

“Lower.”

“I can’t,” Danny said, the whine growing in the back of his throat along with the burning in his thighs. He sounded pathetic, but he knew she liked it. It made her as wet as it made him hard. “I’ll fall.”

“You won’t.” Barbie shook her head and pushed herself off the floor to stand directly in front of him. She smelled like vanilla and there wasn’t a hair out of place and god, he wanted her so badly. She bent down to bring their faces level. “Not until I tell you that you can.”

“But I—”

“No, no.” Barbie said, wearing her favorite smile. The one for when she was in control and making him hurt. Heat pulsed in his stomach while lactic acid churned in his legs. He was going to collapse if she didn’t let him stop, and the scene would be over before he came, and—

Her hand. Her hand was on the front of his briefs, stroking him. She must’ve felt how hard he was by the sharp inhale of breath, the way her palm pressed into him. Her strokes were slow and steady, and he was going to finish before he was allowed if she wasn’t careful.

“You’re done when I say you are,” Barbie whispered without slowing. “Isn’t that right?”

Danny swallowed past the desire and pain warring inside him. “Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

Danny closed his eyes, breathed as deeply as he could. “Yes, Barbie.”

She smiled, her rhythm unchanging. “Now get lower.”

Danny gritted his teeth. He’d do anything to keep her hand on him, but it was too much. He couldn’t ignore his body’s limits forever, even if he was desperate to do so.

“Good boy. Doesn’t that feel nice?”

“Yes,” Danny whispered. It did. He wanted to come so badly, but if he came, he wouldn’t be able to stand, and they’d be back where they started: Barbie disappointed and him ashamed.

He breathed through it until pleasure sharpened into pain. She was touching him exactly how he liked to be touched, and he couldn’t stand it. His cheeks were wet with tears he couldn’t remember crying, and he couldn’t stop that either. Barbie’s face filled his vision and she was smiling so wide and he wanted to give her everything and—

“You’re done. Now come for me.”

One last stroke of her fist and Danny shouted his release, legs quaking until he collapsed into a boneless pile against the wall. He was distantly aware of the sheen of sweat covering his skin, the cool air moving against it, the smell of rain beyond the study window. Barbie held him, stroking sweat-slicked hair off his face to kiss his forehead.

“Look at that,” Barbie said. “An entire hour and my workout averse boyfriend didn’t complain once. Told you I could make it more fun.”

A croak of a laugh escaped Danny’s raw throat. “That’s certainly one word for it.”

“You didn’t like it?” Barbie asked, concern threading her voice as she pulled away.

He shook his head, squeezing her hand. “It was great. Promise. Maybe just give me a couple days to recover before round two.”

Barbie smiled, and it was all pearly whites and red lips. “Deal.”


THE FIRST RAPTURE

Lorraine Tramain

Divine. It was the only word that could describe the mesmerizing vision appearing from the vast thicket across me. The afternoon sun kissed his honeyed skin and raven hair. The droplets from the waterfall’s mist shone on his muscled arms and legs as he walked through it. His curved lips curled up into a kind, inviting smile.

Was that truly meant for me?

I shrank away when he stopped before me, pulling my legs up on the rock, suddenly inexplicably self-conscious of my naked body. He reached for me. I flinched when he caressed my jawline. Despite my fear, my pulse quickened at his tantalizing touch and spicy scent.

“You needn’t cower from me, Lilith,” he said. “I mean you no harm.”

How did he know my name? Wait … was this my new mate? Adam and I had separated nearly a year ago, and I assumed he’d begged for a new woman after I refused him. It seemed likely the Lord would grant him the lion’s share of the Garden and this, but why bestow a favor on me as well? Was I no longer an apostate?

Intrigued by the thought, my eyes roamed the man’s naked features again, appreciating them even more up close. Adam couldn’t compare to him. He was nowhere near as strapping or lean or … I swallowed when I noticed how well-endowed the stranger was, feeling a sudden rush of heat.

“I see my human form pleases you.”

I averted, blushing at his grin. What had possessed me to stare like that? And why did I feel this … aching? Hold on.

“What do you mean by ‘my human form?’ What are you?”

“Look closer, Lilith. You know what I am. Who I am.”

I glanced up and caught the darkest eyes I had ever seen. They were the color of obsidian, impossibly black. Dangerous, yet enchanting. Then it hit me. These were the same eyes that haunted me in my dreams, my thoughts, my every waking moment.

“Lucifer.” His name fell from my lips in a whisper. “You came.”

“Of course I did. Did you doubt my word?”

“No!” I exclaimed, taken aback by the accusation. “I just didn’t dare to hope for it. You’re an archangel, and I’m … merely human.”

“Merely? My dear, I believe it’s high time you learned what humans are capable of.”

Lucifer got down on one knee. He held my gaze captive as he grabbed my ankles and pulled them toward him, making me slide closer. My legs opened. The celestial moved to kneel between them, sneaking his hands up to grasp my hips. There was no escaping him. I wasn’t sure I even wanted to.

“Do you remember what I told you?” His deep, suave voice made me melt. “About the true difference between animal and human, which the Lord kept from you? About what Adam failed to give you when you lay with him?”

I nodded, unable to speak.

“I won’t fail,” he promised.

Lucifer leaned in, lingering but for a moment, and then his mouth collided against mine. My eyes widened in surprise, but I didn’t pull away. My body relaxed as our lips remained connected, and I shut my eyes to embrace the warmth infusing within me. I wondered if this could be that thing he mentioned in our last conversation. What was it called again? Ah, yes—a kiss.

His tongue prodded my lips. I parted them, allowing entry to find my own. I hummed as we whirled around each other, though not in protest. It felt too good to have any objections. I nearly forgot I needed air to breathe, but fortunately, Lucifer reminded me by gently nudging me back.

My core was throbbing in a way it never had before, and I was … wet? How? Why? I searched for answers in his onyx eyes. There was something about them that should have terrified me. An unnatural power lurking beneath the surface that warned me he could tear me apart if he wanted to. But by all the angels in Heaven, I wanted him to!

Lucifer teased my skin with his lips as he descended. My breath was stripped from me when his mouth latched against my mound. He continued moving down, and suddenly, his luscious tongue lapsed between my folds. I bit my lip. Another decisive stroke, and I closed my eyes. I buried my fingers in his raven hair as he sucked and licked, over and over again, making me lightheaded. Oh, what was he doing to me?

One of his hands left my hip. My eyes shot open as I felt two fingers push and curl inside me. A surprised gasp escaped me. Lucifer’s laugh vibrated against me. I grew feverish from the dual stimulation of his fingers and tongue. Something built up in the pit of my stomach—no, lower still. A knot, growing tighter each second, begging for release.

Then the rising exhilaration stopped. I looked down in confusion, panting. The sight of Lucifer sitting on his knees and licking my juices off his fingers ever so slowly snapped something inside me. I pounced, straddling him down in the grass. I regretted it instantly as his long, thick shaft pressed between my wet folds. It nearly drove me to insanity.

“Go on,” he dared me. “You know what to do.”

Somehow, I did. The tip of my fingers ran down his chiseled chest and abdomen to his cock. His lips parted in a silent gasp when my hand closed around him, kneading and stroking him. He grew harder. His head tipped back. The way he groaned made my heart flutter. God, I needed to feel him now!

I positioned myself, intending to take him in at ease because of his size, but the archangel acted before I could. Lucifer pushed me down by my hips, impaling me on him. I yelped at the pain, seeing spots before me. He sat up, murmuring sweetly, and allowed me to rest my hands on his shoulders until I recovered.

Gradually, and under Lucifer’s guidance, I began to sway. He placed one hand between us, his thumb rubbing against a sensitive nub just above my entrance. I moaned loudly and moved faster, my breasts bouncing up and down against his chest, yearning for that friction. Our mouths crashed together, our tongues fighting for control.

Suddenly, Lucifer drew back, a predatory expression on his face. He pushed me off, spun us around, and rammed into me again. I cried as my walls stretched beyond what I thought was possible. My legs wrapped around his waist. He pounded in on me, drawing the lewdest sounds from me as I met his every thrust. My nails clawed at his back. He growled in response. I arched my back, tilting my hips, and then the knot finally gave way. I screamed as my body shook uncontrollably, set ablaze by the most intense sensation yet. It was so powerful, so consuming, so … glorious.

As our entwined bodies continued in our play, I finally understood. The difference between animal and human, and what Adam never even considered for me.

Pleasure.

Ecstasy.

Rapture.


HER DUE

Allison Armstrong

“Ma’am, I’m home!”

Upstairs, Chloe hears Ethan taking his boots off then, moments later, the sound of the kitchen tap.

“Tea?” Ethan calls.

“Yes, please!” Chloe answers, confident her boy will know which tea she expects. Ethan’s been serving her for fourteen years—longer than they’ve been married. For all she still struggles with being demanding, he learned years ago: ginger before dinner, chamomile before bed.

Chloe smiles, going back to grading papers. She scribbles her final comments on the essay, noting down the grade, before the creaking steps tell her Ethan’s at her door.

“On the coaster, please,” she says, unbuttoning her sleeve and adjusting her wrist brace without looking up. Chloe dresses for warmth—plaid skirt over silk slip, cardigan over blouse over camisole, fluffy slippers over lilac compression socks. She rebuttons her cuff and tugs her sweater into place.

Ethan sets the teacup at her elbow and Chloe notices the Brazil nuts he’s thoughtfully placed in the saucer. Her heart melts a little.

“At my feet,” she tells him.

Ethan does as he’s told, leaning his back against her chair, before settling one of Chloe’s feet in his lap. This, too, is familiar. Something they do so often that he doesn’t need to be told. Ethan eases the fluffy slipper off Chloe’s foot, pressing the heel of his hand into her arch.

“Mmm,” she murmurs, finally looking at him.

Her handsome boy, the first wisps of gray threading through his blond hair, is wearing the dark jeans and sage green shirt that Chloe approved this morning. She watches him find the thick moisturizer she keeps handy on the bookcase and wonders, idly, if his interns know about the ivy tattooed across his chest, or the chain inked around his right wrist. Ethan eases her sock off, careful to avoid catching the scaly skin of her shin, and cups her foot in his strong hands.

She runs her fingers through his hair.

“How was your day?” she asks.

He leans his head against her knee, and works moisturizer into her skin, massaging her sole gently. Chloe always forgets how much stress she holds in her feet until Ethan starts working on them. Her toes crack as he flexes her foot, and she lets herself whimper as the tension eases. Ethan tells her about the name change clinic, the press release, and the dozen other things that Chloe knows he’s wearing himself out on. She pets his hair, reminds him of her rule against overworking.

“I know, Ma’am,” he says, brushing her skirt back just enough to kiss her knee.

A thrill shivers up Chloe’s thigh and, careful of her brace’s Velcro straps, she tangles her fingers in Ethan’s hair, knuckles firm and gentle against his scalp. She’s rewarded with the soft rush of his breath warm against her knee.

Yes.

His fingers unerringly find the spot on her sole that never fails to make her gasp. When he presses into it, heat blooms between her thighs, and her pussy softens into wetness against the silk of her slip. She knows exactly what he’s doing, and gives Ethan’s head a quick shake, to let him know she’s onto him. It’s not that she hadn’t planned for this kind of interaction, she’d just expected to start a few hours from now.

Three papers left …

There was a time when Chloe couldn’t have let herself have this without treating it like a reward: for hitting her dissertation word count, for making Ethan come more than once. But that was then.

“Someone wants a snack,” she comments, making a decision.

“I am hungry, Ma’am,” Ethan admits, pretending sheepishness, while massaging that spot a little deeper.

Chloe’s eyes flutter closed.

“Say please,” she reminds her boy, making him wait.

“Please?” Ethan asks, lips against her knee.

Chloe eases Ethan’s head back, forcing him to meet her eyes, throat bare. She watches him swallow.

“Use your words,” she says.

Ethan’s pupils are blown wide and dark, and his plush lips are parted.

“Please, Ma’am, may I eat you out?”

One hand still in Ethan’s hair, Chloe eases her skirt up past mid-thigh, taking in the way he stays for her, the way he looks at her, adoring for all his impishness. That adoration takes Chloe’s breath away.

I am so blessed to possess you, she thinks, lifting her skirts, the smell of her wet, naked pussy already pungent in the air.

Ethan doesn’t move, but stays, waiting for Chloe’s invitation.

“Good boy,” she murmurs, pride warm in her chest.

Only then does she nod her head and give him her permission.

Ethan is quick to obey, crawling eagerly between her legs.

Good boy, Chloe thinks, guiding him to her, hand gentle on the nape of his neck. You know what to do.

She moans when Ethan’s tongue finds her, stroking slow and firm before slurping her clit into the heat of his mouth. Chloe presses him to her, breathing hard and flexing her hips as he laps and sucks, making her groan. She settles her bare foot low on Ethan’s back. Ethan’s always had a great ass, and it’s easy for Chloe to work her toes down the gap at the back of his jeans. He whimpers when she finds the cleft of his ass, and the sound makes Chloe shiver, makes her pussy clench under his tongue.

I know, my boy, she thinks. I know how much you like having your ass played with.

She works her toes just a little deeper, enough to remind Ethan that he’s her territory, then reminds herself that this is for her, that it’s okay for her to enjoy receiving this, to accept it as her due. Ethan suckles Chloe’s labia, his tongue thrumming against her clit, and she relaxes into the rhythm of his mouth, letting herself gasp, moan, make all the noise she wants.

Her hand firm on the back of Ethan’s neck, her foot planted proprietorially on his ass, Chloe pumps her pussy against his eager mouth, toes curling against Ethan’s ass. Low in her belly, the pressure builds until everything starts to clench and roll. Chloe crushes Ethan’s mouth against her, buries him in the smell and taste of her, grinds her pussy against his tireless tongue, and comes, howling, into his open mouth.

Thighs twitching at the brush of Ethan’s breath against her pussy, Chloe relaxes. She extricates her toes from Ethan’s jeans and lets out a long, slow breath, easing her grip on the back on his neck. Only then does Ethan pull away, wiping his mouth and resting his cheek against her knee again.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” he says, gazing up at her, eyes twinkling.

“You’re welcome, my good boy,” Chloe answers, stroking his hair.

“Is there anything else you’d like?” he asks.

Chloe drags her attention back to the few remaining essays.

“I should be done in an hour,” she says, leaning forward. “Have dinner on the table for me then.”

She tilts Ethan’s chin up just a little too far and pushes her bare foot between his thighs. His breath turns ragged, and Chloe smiles.

“Don’t think I’m finished with you yet.”


SAVING THE ARTS

Em Farris

Her makeup was taking longer than usual.

Jay switched to securing the topknot that revealed her undercut and sighed as she dropped a bobby pin. Fox must have heard, because they called from the bedroom, where she’d left them curled up, mullet plastered to the pillow. “I know you look gorgeous.”

Fox had hosted a drag fundraiser for their theater company the night before, and stayed to make sure the performers had a safe way home. Jay had been there for Fox’s opening act, a glam rock tribute, but left early to practice their speech for today and go to bed.

She heard Fox groaning as they got out of bed, then yawning as they came in to kiss the top of her head.

“I’ve heard your speech. No councilor could cut arts funding after you hit them with it. They’ll apologize for proposing it and give you an increase instead. Whether your eyebrows are sisters, twins, or distant cousins.”

That was going a bit far, but her speech did kick ass. She had several convincing points, including examples of youth mentorship programs that would disappear if the proposed budget went through and data about thriving arts scenes attracting tourism and investors.

Jay smiled, and saw her brow unfurrow in the mirror. “Say more nice things.”

“You’re sexy when you’re in charge.” They winked.

“Not like that! I need to focus!” But she felt herself relaxing as they chatted and the rest of her face went quickly.

“Wow,” said Fox, when she was done. She stood so they could look her up and down and when they met her eyes, she saw their expression shift deliberately from admiring to leering.

“Absolutely not,” she said, catching the unspoken invitation. “You’ll have to fuck me after I talk them down from a fifty-five percent cut.”

Fox dropped to their knees in an exaggerated imitation of reverence. “All hail Jay, savior of the arts!”

She rolled her eyes and turned back to the mirror, but Fox found her gaze in the reflection immediately. Their goofy smile faded to a smirk and their head tilted to the side and back as they settled into a familiar pose, knees spreading wider. They raised an eyebrow and repeated in a throatier voice, “All hail.”

Jay froze, feeling a noise stick in her throat.

“We cannot play Goddexxes right now,” she said.

“Why not? I bet I could make you come without getting a hair out of place.”

Jay felt a whimper rising up but she swallowed it.

“You still have last night’s dance floor all over you,” she said, leaving out that Fox’s stank was extremely appealing at the moment. “We don’t have time for you to shower and fuck me.”

Fox was not deterred.

“Then we’ll get creative. We can do it without smudging any makeup or transferring any glitter.” They ran one finger down the back of her bare leg. Jay shivered as they brushed the back of her knee and squeezed her calf before leaning back into their kneeling position, thumb now tucked into the band of their boxers. She couldn’t stifle her gasp.

“Bet I could make you come with just my fingertips.”

Jay swiveled to look at Fox directly. They bit their lip and said once more, breathily, “All hail.”

Jay glared. Fox had had her at the first “all hail,” but she forced herself to take three breaths to build tension, something she’d learned in a topping workshop. She let her shoulders square. Finding her phone on the counter without breaking eye contact, she pitched her voice low to set a timer using the voice assistant. She turned the screen to show Fox the clock counting down.

“I’ll allow you to try it,” she said. Looking to the side as if suddenly uninterested, she stretched out her arm, examining her nails. Then gave their “go” phrase, trying to affect the manner of one indulging an overeager acolyte. “You may worship.”

Out of the corner of her eye, she caught Fox smirking.

“Oh, may I?” they asked, taking their hand from their waistband and dragging it up their torso. Jay watched as they licked their thumb with a flourish and cupped themselves through their underwear.

“I said I was going to use my fingertips,” they said. “I didn’t say on who.”

Jay made a sound that came out half moan, half
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