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Rachel sighed as yet another mind-numbingly dull shift
started. Night security at an office building in small-town
Minnesota — how she, a well-educated woman in her forties, had been
reduced to this, she’d never know. She kicked her feet up on her
desk as the bank of televisions on the wall flickered through the
dozens of security cameras positioned throughout the
building.

This building held an architectural firm, an accounting
firm, and a handful of medical professionals. Who in their right mind would
break in?

I shouldn’t complain, she decided. After all, they’re paying my salary.

However, she’d been at this job for three months now and hadn’t had one
eventful night. No one even set off the alarm accidentally. Every
night for three months she’d sat in this chair for eight hours,
taking the occasional stroll through the building when her legs
needed some exercise.

But the frustration tonight was about more than the tedium
of work that was beneath her and so terribly dull.
It also marked a
month since she last had sex. It had been a one night stand — she
had been enjoying a beer at the pub down the street from her
apartment and a young man who had to be ten or fifteen years her
junior started hitting on her. Normally, she’d brush off such a
juvenile suitor — what she wanted was a man of wisdom, age, and
experience. But her sex life until that night had been as empty as
it was now, so she gave in.

He had fucked her hard and fast, with exuberance and energy
and stamina that all of the older men seriously lacked.
Though she had felt
relieved when the young man left, feeling that someone her age
shouldn’t have done such a foolish thing, she now felt wistful
about the experience. She longed for another one night stand — for
that’s all these fresh, young men were good for — just to get that
intense fucking again.

She realized then that while thinking of that man, her hand
had fallen to her crotch and she was rubbing herself through her
slacks. She
jerked her hand away like she’d touched a stove element.
Masturbating? At
work? God, I must need it bad.
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