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It’s just gone 12 when he reaches the door. For a moment that feels like an aeon, he wonders whether or not he should ring the bell. He knows this isn’t where he should be. But something is compelling him to be there. That part of him that compelled him to text her ten minutes earlier, to ask if he could come around. That same part that surged with excitement when her single word reply, yes, appeared on his phone within seconds.

He's barely nineteen. Old enough that he can walk the streets alone at this time without attracting any undue attention, but young enough that he has to creep around when leaving his house for fear of waking his parents. Now here he is, once again, on the doorstep of a woman who, for all he knows, might be the same age as his parents, possibly even older. He doesn’t know. He doesn’t care. He just wants to see her. He knows it’s wrong in so many ways, but he wants to see her again.

The door gently slides open, and there she is. Black high-heeled shoes. Dark stockings. Black silk robe falling just part her knees, hanging open just enough to give a hint of the lingerie underneath. Long brown hair spilling down over one shoulder. Dark eyes smouldering in the low light. Full lips spread into a sensuous smile. Claret-polished fingernails, one hand clasping a crystal tumbler of bourbon, the other gently grazing the wood of the doorframe. He wonders whether she got herself all done up like this in the time since she got his text. He likes to imagine this is just how she happened to be sitting around the house anyway.

“Took you long enough,” she smiles. “Come on in.”

He takes a quick glance back over his shoulder at the dark and empty street, as if he expects someone to be watching. Then he accepts her invitation.

The clack of her heels echoes through the hallway. As he remembered, it’s all varnished floorboards, dark hard wood, shiny metal and glass. Everything exudes taste, class, maturity. It’s a far cry from the sock-strewn mess of a bedroom he left a few minutes earlier, with its dust-lined shelves, half-drunk soda cans and peeling video game posters. That’s why she could never come to him, even if his parents weren’t home. It would always be him that came to her.

No. Not always. Because this was going to be the last time. He’d already silently promised that to himself; and to the girlfriend who no doubt slept soundly that moment a few miles away, untroubled by any concerns about his fidelity – or his satisfaction.

She leads the way into her dimly-lit living room. The air smells faintly of perfume and alcohol, as candles flicker, a tall lamp in a far corner glows gently, and – look at that – a few crackling logs burn orange in the fireplace. Just to complete the picture, some classy jazz, all piano and brass (he doesn’t know, it’s a different world to him) plays at a modest volume. The curtains are fully drawn. No one else is in the house but the two of them.

“Join me for a drink?” she asks.

“Sure,” he replies. “Guess I’ll have whatever you’re having.”

She nods gently, picks up another tumbler from the cabinet at the side and pours him a neat two fingers of the dark gold liquor.

“Sip,” she gently but firmly reminds him as she hands him the glass.

He nods in understanding, slightly embarrassed. They gently clink their glasses.

“So,” she sighs. “Do you want to tell me what you came here for?”

He lifts the glass to his lips, reminding himself not to knock it back in one.

“To talk,” he replies. “Just talk, that’s all.”

She raises an eyebrow. “Oh really.”

He nods. “Really.”

She smiles, and motions to the sofa behind him. “Very well. Sit.”

He does as he’s told. She sits directly opposite him in a large leather armchair. A dark, intricately patterned rug lines the floor between them.

“What is it you want to talk about?” she asks.

He sips his drink again. Despite her clear instructions, the glass is already close to empty. He dusts off his scruffy old T-shirt, wondering if he should have made a bit more of an effort.

“It’s just...” he begins. He stalls. He keeps on stalling.

“Why don’t you let me guess,” she says, breaking the silence. “Things aren’t working out with the little girlfriend.”

He eyes her closely. Part of him is angry to think he’s so easy to read. Part of him delights at how well this older woman seems to understand him.

“There’s...” he stops, and takes a breath. “There’s just nothing between us, you know what I mean? She says she likes being with me. She says she wants me around. But when we’re together, I don’t feel anything. And when we’re apart, I don’t feel anything either.”

Her eyes narrow a little. “You didn’t leave her to come here tonight, did you?”

He shakes his head. “She’s home. She had things she had to do tonight. She’s got things she has to do tomorrow.”

“So you missed her?”

“That’s just it. No, I didn’t. I don’t. And if that’s the way I feel when I’m not with her, then – well, I’m not really with her at all, am I? There’s no damn point.”

“But she doesn’t feel that way?”

He sits back, tries to unclench his shoulders. “I don’t know how she feels. Like I say, she tells me she’s happy. She acts like everything’s great. She gives me little kisses and says goodbye and walks away without a care in the world, and I watch her go and I... I don’t know if this sounds strange, but I try to feel sorry to see her go. I try to tell myself that I’m going to miss her when we’re apart. Because that would mean there was something there.”

She sips her drink. A small sip. “So how do you feel when she kisses you?”

He ponders this for a second. “Usually disappointed. It’s always so basic, so quick, almost chaste, the way someone might kiss their parents. There’s no passion, you know? No longing, no need.”

She sighs sadly. “That doesn’t bode well for your sex life.”

He gives a slight chuckle. “It certainly doesn’t.”

She casually uncrosses her legs. He gets a brief glimpse of her black lace stocking tops.

“She still doesn’t have much of an appetite, then?” she asks.

He shakes his head. “He share a bed three or four nights a week. When turn out the light, I reach over – she turns on her side, her back to me, and she’s asleep within a minute. And if I try to wake her, she’s not happy.”

“Is it like that every time?”

He bites his lip. “We make love sometimes. But when we do, it’s just... again, you know, it’s lifeless. It’s always the same. We go through the motions. And it always feels like she’s just doing it to shut me up, and can’t wait to get it over with.”

“So what motions do you go through?” she asks, bringing her chin to rest on her hand. “What do you do the exact same way every time?”

He swallows. Her eyes don’t move from his.

“We lie in bed,” he begins. “We kiss. She lies on her back. I stroke her up and down. She just puts her arms around my back. I put my hand in her underwear, play with her a little. She never gets that wet. Then she stays lying down, I get on top of her, we go for a couple of minutes and it’s over.”

“Does she say anything to you while you do this?”

“If she does, it’s just to tell me to hurry up, or not to be too loud.”

“And do you only ever use your fingers on her pussy? Don’t you give her oral?”

He trembles slightly at hearing her say pussy.

“I’d like to. She won’t let me. I’ve only done it to her once or twice, and she says she just couldn’t relax.”

She nods sadly. “Some women can be that way. Self-conscious, inhibited.”

“And I try not to judge her for that,” he explains. “She says she’s not being that way to hurt me. She says it’s just her, that she’s just not comfortable with that kind of thing. But it’s hard not to feel I must be doing something wrong. I mean, if she’s not comfortable with me, still, after we’ve been together as long as we have, then surely there has to be something I’m not doing right.”

“Possibly,” she agrees. “But from what you’ve been telling me, the two of you don’t have much chemistry. It sounds like you both have very different wants; different needs.”

She twirls a stray lock of dark hair around one finger. He slouches. They both closely watch one another.

“Does she ever stroke you? Give you oral?”

He chuckles again, even more bitterly than before. “I’m lucky if she touches it with her fingers for anything longer than five seconds. She certainly never uses her mouth. I mean – I’m not shallow or anything, I realise there’s a lot more to relationships than sex, but I just don’t get it. If she doesn’t want sex, why does she even want to be with me? But as soon as I say this to her, I’m the bad guy, I’m pressuring her. But I don’t want to put pressure on her. I don’t want her to do anything she doesn’t want to do. I just...”

She nods with understanding. “You just want to be wanted.”

He inhales deeply. “Is that really so wrong? Am I really a bad person for feeling that way? I don’t know; I don’t think so.”

She sips from her glass once more, then sits it down on the floor by her feet, still wearing her high-heeled shoes. She returns slowly to her elevated position, allowing him a long, lingering look at where her robe gapes open across her torso.

“Desire is natural,” she says. “Craving intimacy is natural. It’s one of the basic pleasures available to us all. Unfortunately, some people insist on repressing those impulses. Perhaps it’s down to guilt, shame, insecurity, notions of morality. In some cases, the impulse simply isn’t there. And in other cases, it just comes down to whether or not the sexual partners in question really connect. From the sound of things, there isn’t much of a connection there between the two of you.”

He shakes his head and says, “No. There really isn’t.”

There’s no sadness in his eyes or in his voice. His gaze doesn’t move away from her.

“You don’t seem too upset about it,” she observes.

“Not upset, no,” he agrees. “Just...”

He tails off, his gaze intensifying on her.

“Just... frustrated?” she finishes.

He nods. “Yeah. That’s the word I was looking for.”

Her eyes darken. “So that’s why you wanted to visit me tonight.”

He smiles. “Is that so wrong?”

She smiles back. “Well, what do you think? You do have a girlfriend. And of course, I’m so much older than you are.”

His eyes narrow. “How much older, exactly?”

She laughs lightly. “You know very well a gentleman should never ask such a question.”

“Do I look like a gentleman to you?”

Her eyes scan him up and down: his tight jeans, the strong chest under his T-shirt.

“You certainly look like a man, at least,” she replies.

“And you look like a hell of a woman,” he murmurs.

They smile and stare at one another. It’s a game. It’s time for someone to move things along. It’s just a matter of how the next hand is played.

He drains the last drop from his glass. “So what were you like at age nineteen?” he asks.

She raises her eyebrows a little. “Oh, I don’t remember agreeing to this,” she sighs, with what he’s pretty sure is mock-indignation. “You wanted to talk, so we’re talking. I never said I’d answer personal questions.”

He smiles cockily. “I’m pretty sure you’re not my therapist. And I’m pretty sure conversation usually goes both ways.”

“My house, my rules,” she asserts. “If you want to ask a question about me, I want something in return.”

He shrugs his shoulders playfully. “Name it.”

Her eyes narrow, and lower to his chest. “To begin with – your shirt.”

His eyes widen, along with his smile. The volume on his heartbeat gets turned up a few notches. 

“I take off my shirt and you answer my question?”

She drags her teeth gently over her lower lip, and nods.

His smirk doesn’t leave his lips and his eyes don’t leave hers as he sits up from his relaxed position on the sofa, throws off the jacket he was still wearing, and lifts his scruffy T-shirt up over his head, letting it drop haphazardly to the floor.

Her lips gently part as she takes in a deep breath. Her eyes drift down with languid pleasure to take in every inch of his toned and fully exposed torso, his strong arms, his firm midsection, the fine dusting of hair across his chest. The tip of her tongue pokes out to whet her lips at the sight.

“Mmm, youth,” she sighs.

He laughs softly, then looks at her expectantly.

“Well?” he says.

Her eyes flicker. “I’m sorry, am I supposed to remember what the question was?”

He laughs some more. “What were you like when you were my age? When you were nineteen?”

She uncrosses her legs and stretches out a little in her chair, studying him with thoughtful eyes. She might be reminiscing. More likely she’s playing up her role.

“In many ways I wasn’t so different as to how I am now. Same height. More or less the same colour hair, although it didn’t come out of a bottle back then. More or less the same build, although things didn’t sag and droop quite as much as they do now...”

“Oh, you can cut that out right now,” he asserts. “You have an absolutely beautiful body, and you know it.”

Her eyelashes bat, and her cheeks flush a little. He suspects it’s part of her game. He’d be surprised how much of her reaction is genuine.

“Thank you. That’s very nice to hear, especially from a handsome young man like yourself. But if you think I’m something now, oh boy, you should have seen me back then. I was tight in all the places where it mattered, nice and thick and firm everywhere else. Everybody used to stare: boys, girls, teachers, everybody. I don’t know how many of them really wanted me or how many of them just hated me, but I know I felt them all in awe.”

He's never heard anyone talk about themselves in such terms before. In any other woman, he could imagine such words conveying nothing but off-putting smugness, misplaced over-confidence. But coming from her lips, he has no doubt she’s speaking the truth.

“I believe you,” he says. “But I didn’t really mean what you looked like at my age. I mean what you were like. Your personality, your nature.”

Her eyes narrow. “Hmm... I don’t know, I think that counts as another question.”

He glares back in a manner he hopes conveys mock-indignation. “There is absolutely no way that counts as another question. However, because I’m generous that way...”

He leans down and unties his shoes, removing them along with his socks.

She raises her eyebrows. “Look at that, I got a two-for-one deal.”

He shakes his head. “Shoes and socks only count as one, any self-respecting strip poker player can tell you that.”

She laughs softly. “So what was I like at age nineteen?”

He smirks. “Yeah. Literally the first question I asked. You totally robbed me out of an item of clothing.”

“What can I say, I play dirty,” she replies, eyeing him intently. “And I did back then too. There were plenty of girls I knew at the time who were a lot like that girlfriend of yours: inhibited sexually, uptight, apathetic even. But me; I was more on the... capricious side. I was curious, and impulsive. I had a hunger for experience. I knew there was a lot out there to be seen, heard, felt, tasted” – she really enunciates these last two words – “and I was ready to take a chance on any new and exciting thing that came my way. Sex was a big part of that.”

He eyes her up and down. “So, when did you lose your virginity?” he asks.

She stares him down for a moment. He sighs, stands, unbuttons his tight jeans and pulls them down off his legs, revealing a pair of blue and red striped hipster briefs which fit snugly against his muscular thighs and sizeable package. Her eyebrows flash up in amused interest at his choice of underwear, and he takes his seat once again.

“At age fifteen,” she replies, “to a boy my own age.”

“And what was it like?”

She stares him down, her dark smile broadening.

“Oh, come on,” he says. “That does not count as another question.”

“My house, my rules,” she says again. “If you don’t like it, you know where the door is.”

He smiles at her for the longest moment, then takes to his feet once more, slips the shorts down to his ankles and steps out of them. He stands before her fully nude in the low warm light of the fire and candles, his prick long, his well-groomed balls hanging low.

“You better give me vivid details galore for this,” he says with a self-satisfied grin, and takes his seat once more.

She sighs gently, and leans forward in her chair. “It was mid-August. We’d been seeing each other and fooling around for most of the summer. For the first few weeks we’d meet up in the afternoon, wander the streets or sit around in the park, then find some quiet spot to make out. Just clumsy kissing at first, both of us using too much tongue. Then gradually we got a little bolder. First he started touching my bottom a little. Then I let him touch my breasts for the first time. It didn’t surprise me how much that excited him, but I was surprised by how much it excited me.”

His eyes run up and down her body. “Were your breasts as big then as they are now?”

“That’s another question.”

“I suppose it is. I don’t have anything else to take off. What would you have me do now to get more answers?”

She licks her lips. “You can start touching yourself.”

He says nothing. They gaze intently at one another.

He runs his right hand up from where it rests on his thigh, and reaches up to touch his thickening, lengthening penis.

“Start slowly, now,” she instructs. “Slow and gentle.”

He continues to stare into her eyes, but she can’t help glancing down to see him brush his fingertips lightly up and down the smooth length of his shaft.

She leans forward a little more, allowing her robe to fall open just enough to grant him a good view of the black lace bra which clings tightly to the full flesh of her breasts, their weight straining against the fabric.

“No, I wasn’t quite so big-breasted back then as I am now, but mine were still bigger than those of all the other girls my age. It’s funny, but I almost didn’t notice at first how much larger than everyone else’s they were, until I noticed the boys looking.”

She runs her eyes – and her hands – down her torso to her hips.

“My waist was a damn sight narrower at the time, too, and my bottom was tight and peachy. As I said, everybody stared. But up until this lucky little boy, nobody got to touch.”

She accentuates this last word. His fingertips start to curl up under the head of his cock, as the shaft continues to lengthen and thicken.

“I liked the feel of his hands on my breasts so much, that I told him if we went somewhere even further away, somewhere we could be absolutely sure no one would see us, I’d let him kiss them too. Well, he just loved that idea, and he pretty much dragged me as fast as he could out to this little spot out on the far edge of the park, where it meets the woods. There was a small clearing there with just enough room for a couple of people to sit. The ground was dry, and there was an old tree with a side that had gone smooth and flat, probably from the number of young people like us who’d sat against it over the years.”

“And there’s a little stream that runs right ahead of it,” he interjects. “A field of corn lies just ahead.”

Her eyes light up. “You know that spot? It’s still there?”

His eyes darken. “Are you asking me a question now?”

She gasps in what he’s quite certain now is mock-indignation. “Oh well,” she sighs, “I suppose it’s only sporting to play along.”

She stands, tugs at the loose knot that is barely holding her black silk robe closed as it is, then she lets the robe slip off her shoulders and fall to her feet, fully revealing the vintage style bra and garter belt that hug tightly to her womanly curves, accentuating the heave of her bosom, the swell of her hips, the thickness of her thighs encased in nylon, the height of her heels lifting everything in just the right way. A thin, almost transparent black triangle covers the gap between her thighs, and judging by the thin straps that stretch out on either side, it’s a thong.

His hand wraps around his now fully erect member. He knows he needs to keep the grip and the pace gentle, but it’s hard to fight the urge to just jerk the hell out of it.

“I asked you a question, boy,” she firmly reminds him.

He smiles, enjoying that small degree of power. “Yeah, it’s still there. Spent quite a bit of time at that spot myself when I was about fifteen, mostly sat with friends drinking whatever cheap booze we could get hold of. Not with girls, though. Or at least, not doing what you were doing. On which note, please continue. The two of you headed out there because you were going to let him kiss your breasts.”

She nods, taking her seat once again, and – trying to seem nonchalant about it – runs the edge of one hand gently across the top of her chest to further draw his gaze, not that his eyes need much persuasion.

“So I lay back against that tree, looking all around to make absolutely sure no one else was nearby. I told him to keep an eye out too, but I don’t think he was really trying. He was a little too anxious for me to lift my top up and let him see what was underneath.”

He starts to tug a little harder at his length. He spreads his legs a little, and reaches down with his left hand to gently cup his balls. They’re heavy and full against his warm palm.

“I didn’t take my top all the way off at first,” she continues. “I just pulled it up high enough to give him a nice, full view of my tender, swelling breasts in one of those awful cheap white cotton bras which was all my mother would buy me. Not that it put him off at all.”

He sighs. “I can’t imagine it would have put me off either.”

She raises an eyebrow at this. “Oh really? You mean to tell me that if I was sitting in front of you right now in some generic, cut-price, plain white cotton underwear, you’d like that as much as you like what I’m wearing now?”

“Of course I like what you’re wearing now, but I like what’s underneath them even more. Clothes don’t make the woman.”

Her smile fades a little. “Perhaps not, but they can help distinguish the women from the girls.”

“I move that we abandon this line of conversation and get back on topic. I want to hear about your breasts getting kissed for the first time.”

She takes a breath. The mood is in danger of taking a nosedive. She realises she has to up her game a little. She runs both hands up her waist and pushes up her breasts, prompting the heft of them to spill up over the top of the bra whilst not yet letting them escape completely. The rhythm of his masturbation lets her know things are still on track.

“My breasts might not have been as big as they are right now, but they still felt pretty huge to me at the time. Full and heavy against the flimsy little soft white cotton bra that struggled to keep them in. He stared at my cleavage with his mouth open for a minute, and I wondered if he was going to do anything at all. So I asked him, ‘what are you waiting for? Isn’t this what you wanted?’ And then, because the feel of his eyes on me got me so excited, I felt a little bolder – so I slipped my hand into the cup of my bra, and I scooped out one breast completely.”

She does likewise.

“His eyes got even wider when he saw my nipple. And he kept staring at it as he crept in closer, and closer still, until his face was right up against my cleavage and the softness of my breasts brushed against his cheeks. Then at last he kissed me there, and I was surprised by how gentle he started out.”

She traces one finger from high up her breast, gradually down to her dark areola.

“He started kissing up here. His kisses were warm and tender, and slowly he laid a trail of them down the slope of my breast, pressing his face deep into their soft, heavy flesh until his mouth reached my nipple. I thought for sure he’d suck it really hard straight away, but he didn’t. He kept kissing, very gently, and with each kiss his mouth opened a little wide until my nipple slipped further in between his lips, getting wetter and more erect by the moment.”

One fingertip runs circles around her stiffening nipple.

“Then I felt his tongue come out to lap around it in little circles, and oh my God, it felt good. His mouth was so lovely and warm on my breast, and his gentle licking and kissing motions were sending shockwaves out through my whole body. Then at last he started to suck it, and by then it flet like every nerve ending in my body was on fire.”

He is gripping himself tighter. His cock throbs in his hand and he feels the fire building with every tug. He wants to go faster and harder but he’s forcing himself not to.

“Then all of a sudden,” she continues, “I realised how wet I was. I’d been wet before, of course, and I’d played with myself plenty of times, but I’d never felt that way with someone else; no other person had made me feel that way before.”
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