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  Foreword


  Bix Warden


  Libraries are full of endless possibilities. Each book contains worlds within it where we can lose, or find, ourselves. We can discover things we didn’t even know existed, or follow our wildest dreams and most deeply held desires. And, as Jo Goodwin said, “A truly great library contains something to offend everyone.” Librarians are on the front lines of our freedom to read, to think and to look at anything and everything the printed word, the digital word and the Internet have to offer. They fight the good fight every day, to ensure that you can access whatever you wish, without judgment or censorship of any kind. Is it any surprise that Batgirl was a librarian by day? Barbara Gordon, head of the Gotham City Public Library and superheroine fighting crime by night. Librarians in the real world these days are as likely to have pink hair and tattoos as they are to fit the stereotype of sensible shoes and a cardigan.


  The best thing about being a librarian is that you don’t have to know everything, you just have to know where to find it. And for those who believe there’s no need for librarians in the age of Google, I give you this quote from Neil Gaiman: “Google can bring you back 100,000 answers. A librarian can bring you back the right one.”


  No wonder librarians are featured in the sexual fantasies of so many people. After all, the brain is the most important sex organ in the body. You don’t have to be a sapiosexual to recognize that, yes, intelligence is the sexiest attribute. Librarians, in my experience, are often both smart and sexy; they read widely and across many genres, from horror to science fiction to literary fiction and nonfiction. If it’s well written and thoughtful, a librarian is likely to enjoy it.


  You hold in your hands a volume that invites you to let your fingers stroll through an enticing virtual card catalogue. So much variety is on hand, so many different tales that all celebrate the erotic in a way that is indeed both intelligent and arousing. When you’ve finished these, if you still find yourself craving more, look no farther than the shelves of your local library. Erotica holds a proud place in our collections, and books of erotica are among the most popular items in circulation. Just tell them a sexy librarian sent you.


  Bix Warden


  San Francisco


  Introduction


             A short story is a different thing all together—a short story is like a kiss in the dark from a stranger.


  —Stephen King


  I can’t tell you how much this very sentiment appropriately describes the erotic fiction found within my private library. Every story I have ever collected over the years—read and reread—is, indeed, a very special kiss, although by now I don’t think we are exactly strangers anymore. It seems I never have enough, however, and like a honeybee to nectar off I go, hunting for more stories. I’m dedicated one might say, ever on the prowl. Fearlessly expanding my search to wherever my carnal nose may lead. Until I’m finally honing in on the next incredible erotic tale—that special kiss in the dark.


  To be honest, it actually makes me a little giddy when I know deep within my bones that I have located the perfect story for you, my darling patron. Much of my careful research is directed by your vast and varied tastes. While this journey of scouring the globe is my calling, I am your favorite Sexy Librarian and consider it to be an honor and a wonderful privilege to provide you with twenty-two stories taken from my own private collection in The Sexy Librarian’s Big Book of Erotica. Each story brings exciting new fantasies with every turn of the page. There aren’t words to describe the tremendous energy born of responsibility and respect that coursed through my veins during this quest as I sometimes made very difficult decisions to select the tales I felt you would enjoy the most. The truth is, I want to please you. I want you to smile, because once you begin the first story, that shiny little twinkle that suddenly appears in your eye…will be priceless. And I will get to say, I did that.


  Yes, finding stories for your enjoyment is my job, but it’s also my passion and it makes me feel good to feed your passions. Your joy is my joy and I am humbly at your service. I know that some days you want nothing more than to fall into a steamy Romance, a nostalgic Classic Fiction or a Fantasy because it helps you relax and discard the day’s stress like a used shirt. I also know that your mood changes and you don’t only want Fairy Tales, because your tastes and desires differ from day to day. It is no secret to me that some nights, nothing can get your blood pumping faster than reading a chilling Erotic Horror, a Supernatural Thriller or an explicit Sci-fi. And, on rare occasion, I know that you desire to be challenged to the very brink of ecstasy, teased and tweaked more than usual—you are a beautifully diverse being, complicated even at times. The only solution for untangling your intricate self is through reading a story with a well-disciplined, healing dose of BDSM that will help guide you into character and allow you to vicariously receive your very own overdue Spanking.


  It is impossible to ever just pick one kind of erotic story; there are too many delicious adventures just waiting to be had! So don’t worry, all of these stories are yours now, take them. Enjoy. These adventures will not simply sit on the page, they want to be. To prove that they can exist within you. They will get your juices flowing, make you grip the edges of the book with an irrefutable urge to read what happens next.


  On behalf of all of the wonderful authors that have contributed their time, talent and creativity to help build this library, I thank you. Thank you for simply picking up this book. We appreciate it more than you will ever know.


  I wish you well, darling patron, and of course happy reading.


  Your Sexy Librarian,


  Rose Caraway
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  Book Swap


  Rachel Kramer Bussel


  As a start-up owner and type A personality, I believe in efficiency, technology and innovation. I am always on the go and love any apps or devices that will help me work smarter and faster. I’ve been called a “tech goddess” and am the ultimate early adopter—except when it comes to books. I know, it’s a weird quirk, but even though I’ve tried every e-reader out there, when I sink into the glorious pages of a book, I prefer one with a cover that sparks my imagination, lush print on sleek paper, an object to hold and behold. When it comes to books, I’m low-tech. Lo-fi. Old school. I’m a completist, the type who arranges her books by author, buys first editions and hates creases on her pages. I read everything, from the acknowledgments to the dedications to the copyright page (you learn some surprising pseudonyms that way). Even in my office, which is otherwise ultramodern, my bookcase is a paean to my love of the classic written word.


  It’s why, even though I had plenty of work I could be doing on my flight from New York to Charlotte, I wasn’t planning to use the airline’s wireless service. Instead, I’d packed three beloved books, with room in my bag for more (even on a short trip, I like to have choices). Part of the joy of travel for me is visiting a new bookstore and reveling in its quirks and charms, plus asking for recommendations. I’ve found some of my most cherished books that way.


  I settled into my window seat, smiling to myself as I pulled out my battered copy of one of my favorite novels, A Concise Chinese-English Dictionary for Lovers by Xiaolu Guo. I’d discovered it on a staff pick table in a London bookstore and been intrigued by its red cover featuring a naked woman turned to the side, decorated by artful green leaves that evoked, to me, Eve in the garden. It took me a while to get into the first time I read it, though, but it had been well worth it. Sometimes the best books, like the best sex, require a little extra effort. Now I reread it every year to remind myself of that London trip, and of narrator Z’s discovery of language and love and passion. To transport myself. I actually look forward to flying for some solo time, away from beeping gadgets and urgent emails. I thanked my lucky stars, and the airline, that the seat next to me was empty, and settled in with my book. I never wait until the plane takes off to start getting lost in the story.


  So I was swept up in the scene where Z goes to a peep show, when a man settled himself into the aisle seat. That I didn’t mind, as long as he didn’t take the middle one and infringe on my personal space. I was about to bury my head back in my book when I actually paused to check out my seatmate. He was ripped and tan and young looking—I pegged him for college age, or just out of school. He had a tribal armband tattoo, visible above his white V-neck T-shirt, and sexy blond stubble along his chin. More than any other characteristic, stubble is what does it for me. I was a goner then and there, grateful for the first time in months that I was single. Even if nothing came of it, I could still look. Yes, I’m forty-two, but to me one of the joys of middle age is being able to sample men from a range of life experiences, younger, older or my peers. I’m not picky about age, as long as a guy can keep up with me—in bed and out.


  When he smiled at me, I just gave him a little grin in return. I’ve learned over the years that I have the best luck when I let the guy do the talking. If he didn’t chat me up, I’d be more than happy to revel in my reading material. Which is exactly what I did, consuming those beautiful words as if they were a chocolate mousse melting on my tongue. They satisfied me in almost the same way. Once I finished that chapter, I shut my eyes as we coasted at cruising altitude, placing the book on the empty seat next to me and resting my eyes for a moment to relive the vivid imagery. I’ve been to strip clubs, but never to a proper peep show, but I feel as if I have from Guo’s words. I adjusted my seat as far back as it would go and relaxed fully, letting all the tension of the workweek melt away. That’s when I felt a tap on my shoulder.


  “Excuse me, sorry, I know you’re resting, but I wondered if you wouldn’t mind swapping books for a few minutes. I’m reading this for school”—he made a face, indicating that The Fountainhead wasn’t exactly his cup of tea—“but yours looks like much more fun. Could we trade for a few minutes? I’m Joel, by the way.” My face burned for a moment, because if he were to flip back past my bookmark, he’d know the scene I’d just read had been more than simply “fun.” Did I care? Well, yes. Sure, I wasn’t above reading even risqué books in public, but even when you’re on the subway or in a café or on a plane, reading is still one of the most private and intimate pleasures a person can enjoy. The times I’ve read racy passages out loud have been with lovers who I specifically knew would appreciate the words. This young man was someone I was forced to sit next to, and no matter how hot he was, he was about to know exactly what I’d been absorbed by.


  Still, I wasn’t about to say no; not only would that make him more curious and probably pester me, but also it really wasn’t a big deal. So he knew I was reading a scene featuring a woman watching another woman at a peep show. It’s a free country, right? Plus, maybe I’d be pleasantly surprised at his reaction. “Brianna,” is all I said before passing over my tattered paperback. While he dug right into Z’s story, instead of reading Ayn Rand’s classic novel, I let my eyes dart over to him. He’d flipped ahead to the passage I’d just read. I couldn’t help but smile when I noticed his eyes bulge; I’d bet he’d never been to a peep show or strip club. Maybe he was even a virgin, but that would’ve meant he’d surely turned down many a girl, because he was mesmerizing. I turned my head so I wouldn’t be able to see him as closely; I know nothing makes me more nervous than someone watching me read. Instead, I stared out the window at the beautiful clouds below us, but rather than simply wishing we were there already, I savored the moment.


  I must have shut my eyes, because I felt another tap on my shoulder. “Fascinating. I’d be interested in reading the whole book.” He smiled at me, his deep-brown eyes probing mine. He didn’t say a word about the erotic scene I’d been reading; he didn’t need to—his eyes spoke for him, although I couldn’t quite translate his desire. I often try to figure out what a guy will be like in bed well before we’re headed there; it’s a little game I play, but Joel wasn’t cooperating. I couldn’t tell at all whether he’d be selfish or selfless, a top or a bottom, the kind of guy who likes to fuck fast and hard or one who wants to take his time. As I smiled back, I realized that not knowing was drawing me to him as much as his stubble or strong arms or beautiful skin. I wanted to find out what was happening behind that gaze.


  He handed the book back to me, and I returned his to the empty seat between us. Joel kept his hand in my lap, silently asking whether I wanted company. Part of me wasn’t sure—he was so much younger than my usual bedmate. I didn’t want him to fall for me, or to be with someone who fumbled around between my legs rather than giving me exactly what I wanted. “Have you ever been to a strip club?” is what I asked Joel. I was curious; his answer could tell me a lot about him.


  “Once, but it wasn’t really my thing. The women weren’t, anyway. I’d rather get a lap dance from a woman I can touch and taste and smell than someone who’s doing the same thing for every guy with twenty bucks in his pocket. What about you?”


  Guys my age would have surely stumbled through an answer, whether they’d done it or not. I know because I’ve asked a few times—either they’re too embarrassed to fess up, passing it off as a bachelor party thrill, or they know more about their favorite stripper’s moves than their last girlfriend. Joel was direct and unassuming as he parried my query back to me.


  “A few times. You get treated a little better if you’re a woman who’s really into it.”


  “And you are? Into it?” He leaned closer to ask, though it wasn’t so much a question as an excuse to move closer.


  “Yes, when there’s chemistry. That’s the most important thing to me—chemistry. But I bet you’re too young to understand that.” I couldn’t resist, plus I was half-sure it was true. How could he get what I was talking about?


  “I know more about chemistry than you might think. You’re just too chicken to find out exactly what I know. I dare you—when we land, I dare you to try my chemistry.” He made “chemistry” sound like a dirty word, a synonym for “cock,” practically. I looked down and saw that his was hard, pressing against his jeans.


  “You want it, don’t you?” Joel continued. “Or maybe you want to watch me get a lap dance, want to watch a naked woman strut her stuff for me.”


  “Maybe,” I managed, even though the answer was more along the lines of “definitely.”


  Suddenly I had a vision of Joel getting more than a lap dance; what flashed through my mind was a woman down on her knees, sucking his cock, while I licked her from behind. I couldn’t help the sigh of longing that escaped my lips. I’ve never had a great poker face, which sometimes takes away from any cool, calm demeanor I’m trying to project.


  “Or maybe she should give us both a lap dance. I know we can’t touch her, but maybe if we go in a back room, I could spread you open for her to watch. She could tell me what to do to you while you just sit there and take it.” Where had young Joel learned such things? His words weren’t innocent, but they warred with that gorgeous, baby face. “Do you have any toys with you?” he asked, the words landing like silk against my skin. He was technically still in his seat, but he’d lifted up both armrests and leaned as far over as he could. “I want to use one on you.”


  I stared back at him, unexpectedly speechless. I’m not a woman who’s often lost for words. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I asked.


  “I did, but we broke up a while back. For the record, she dumped me. I’ve been waiting for the right woman to come along.”


  “How long is a while?”


  “Two months.”


  “You’re seriously telling me a guy who looks like you hasn’t gotten laid in two months.”


  “For that, I’m going to spank you.”


  “You’re going to spank me for complimenting you?” I was amused, but also very turned on. I love men who throw off my center of gravity, who look sweet and almost innocent and turn out to be secret sadists (or ones who look tough and stern but not so deep down want to be tormented).


  “I’m going to spank you for rubbing it in. And then I’m going to make you suck my cock. And I’m going to have you dance for me rather than a stripper; I don’t want to wait to feel you across my lap.”


  I didn’t have a snappy comeback, because I was no longer in charge. “To answer your question, I don’t have any toys on me.”


  “But you do have this,” he said, picking up the paperback. “I’m going to spank you with it, and maybe if you’re good, I’ll use the belt I have packed in my bag. And you’re going to call up room service and ask if they have any adult toys you could purchase.”


  Somehow, in swapping books, it was like we were swapping roles, like I’d transferred every hint of erotic power over to this wunderkind. Whether we actually did those things or not, I was in. All in. It was so unexpected; I just sat and stared at him until he placed the book back in my lap and whispered, “Now close your eyes and think about how it’s going to feel to have my hand on your ass and my cock in your mouth.”


  I did just that, trying not to squirm too much in my seat. I jumped, startled, when the flight attendant came by to take our final drink orders. Joel ordered a beer, while I asked for an orange juice. When it arrived, I took a few sips, but was so jittery I worried I’d spill it. “Drink up,” he ordered me. “You need all the energy you can get for what’s about to happen. I won’t have you conking out halfway on me.”


  I loved the way he immediately took control, but I also loved that he’d waited to see if I’d responded to him taking charge. I have plenty of bratty sub in me, but I don’t just let that side out for any guy, especially not ones who think all women should immediately bow down and take orders. That’s the opposite of hot. Joel—Joel was everything I look for in a lover, and my body was already primed to respond to his every word. Sometimes, it’s that easy—and I’m that easy.


  He left me alone for a little while. I’d just settled into a daydream about kneeling on the floor with my hands bound behind my back when we started our descent. Joel grabbed my wrist, his fingers locked tight. He kept it there the whole ride, which earned us a knowing look from the female flight attendant who came around to make sure our seats were in the upright position and our seat belts were buckled. As we hurtled to the ground, Joel leaned over and whispered, “Show me your panties. Just for a second. Don’t make a scene, just show me what color they are.”


  That made my red panties very, very wet, a fact I was pretty sure Joel found out in the brief moment I showed him what lay between my legs. I blushed fiercely, not because I’m shy, though—I was just amazed that in such a short time span, Joel had managed to have me at his mercy, ready to eat out of the palm of his hand, if he ordered me to. “Do you have checked luggage?”


  “No,” I replied.


  “Good, because if you’d made me wait even longer you were going to get punished for it.”


  I had a feeling whatever punishment he’d concoct would be more pleasure than pain, but I smiled back. We landed smoothly; Joel opened my seat belt before I had a chance to, running his hand briefly between my legs. Not for the first time, I wondered if we’d have struck up a flirtation—or whatever this was—if someone else had been seated between us. I had a feeling the answer would’ve been no, unless we’d managed an airplane ménage à trois, which even for a hottie like Joel might have been a challenge.


  I let him lead me along, grateful to simply follow. I shut off my overactive mind so I could focus on what my body was telling me, which was that I was ready for whatever Joel threw at me. That was good, because he started in the cab, after giving the cabbie the name of his hotel—he didn’t even ask mine, but I realized quickly that they were both downtown, so it wasn’t an issue. No sooner had the driver begun our journey than Joel was cornering me in the backseat. His fingers pinched my lower lip, making the rest of me sing with excitement.


  “I’d try to find a strip club but all I want is to see the parts of you I couldn’t make you show me on the plane,” he muttered as he teased my lip. Joel shifted his hand from my lip to behind my head, pulling me close, but not close enough. When I tried to bridge the gap between us for the kiss I was dying to feel, he pulled back. “You have to earn a kiss, Brianna,” he admonished. “Show me those wet panties again.” He managed to say this in a much louder voice, one I was pretty sure the cabbie heard because he swerved slightly and quickly righted the vehicle.


  I hiked up my skirt as briefly as I could, but he wouldn’t let me pull it back down, instead leaving my panties on view for several seconds, though they felt like several minutes. He rubbed his fingers against my panties, pinching me for a moment before letting the skirt fall over his hand, which then rested against my hip. He’d moved so he was sitting right next to me, while I simply waited to see what he’d do next. I didn’t have to wait long before he was tugging on my lip again, this time with his teeth. By the time we reached his hotel, I was swollen, aching, putty in his hands.


  I was so aroused I could barely carry my shoulder bag. Seeing this, Joel managed to carry my bags and hoist me in his arms and into the hotel. “You need your energy, remember, to be my slut for the night.” Who knew four little letters could be so charged? It wasn’t so much the word, though, as the way he said it, like “slut” meant a magical princess who’d be treated to all sorts of sexual delights, if only she behaved. He ceremoniously placed me on a couch in the lobby, told me not to move and went to check in.


  It would’ve been humiliating—if it wasn’t so exciting. I couldn’t remember the last time a man had treated me with such certainty that I was his, through and through. Of course I wasn’t really Joel’s—I barely knew him. We weren’t in a love story like Z’s, but I knew I wanted him. I knew that for however long we were together—an hour, a day, or possibly more—I truly was his, and I wanted him to treat me this way. Thankfully I’d managed to convey that to him on the plane, and now my job was simply to sit and obey orders. I was far enough from home that I didn’t care if anyone caught on to what was happening between us.


  Joel returned and pulled me up, tugging me close enough to feel the hardness beneath his jeans. “I’m very tempted to drag you into the bathroom right now and make you take care of this, but we have a whole suite waiting for us. I’m going to carry you to the room, and you’re going to let me. Think about what you’re going to do to my cock.” No sooner were the words out of his mouth than Joel had picked me up—both our bags in one hand, the other wrapped around my ass—and carted me to the elevator. In this position, I could focus properly on his erection; being so close to him was making me unbearably aroused. So I shut my eyes, a necessity in case anyone was watching me and wondering what a woman my age was doing draped over this man’s shoulder, and thought about how hungry I was for him—all of him, not just his cock.


  If we’d managed to get it on while en route, I think ultimately, as hot as it might have been, I’d have been disappointed. Making me wait for him gave me extra time to let my imagination roam. As the elevator rose, an image of me kneeling, naked, with my hands tied behind my back, flashed into my mind. Joel was holding his cock in his hand, but he wasn’t feeding it to me—no matter how much I begged, stuck out my tongue and even drooled at his command. Instead he was slowly sliding his fist up and down, letting me see exactly how hard he was.


  I was so lost in my fantasy that when we exited the elevator I had to remind myself where we were. In my head, I was already poised to do anything for a taste of that precome tempting me from the tip of his cock. We entered the room and Joel threw me roughly onto the bed. While normally my first thought upon entering a hotel room is figuring out where the nearest outlet is located to plug in my phone, I barely even remembered I had a phone. I had more urgent devices to turn on. “I don’t know whether to rip your clothes off or make you dance for me.”


  Wisely, I didn’t say a word, letting him mull over his options. Instead, he brought my fingers to his zipper. “Slowly,” he cautioned. I moved as slowly as I could, but it was a challenge. I’m used to getting what I want, and he’d already denied me for so long, but I knew if I tried to rush him, I’d only provoke the opposite effect. I shifted my gaze from what my fingers were about to reveal to his face. He offered me a sensual, wicked smile as his fingers covered mine and, together, we eased the zipper down.


  “This what you wanted?”


  The gorgeous hard cock that greeted me certainly was, but when I started to place my hand around it, he batted me away. “I’ll tell you when you can touch me. Right now you’re going to give me a lap dance. Hurry up.” Joel slithered out of his clothes, pulled the covers back and sat on the bed, completely naked, his erection proud and inviting. I stood on shaky legs. “No music, just you dancing for me,” he coaxed in a quieter voice. My heart was pounding a beat loud enough to guide me as I started with my skirt. I faced him, hands at the zipper, before simultaneously tossing my head back so my breasts brushed his face as I popped the button and let the skirt fall to my feet. I turned and bent over, baring my ass to him, getting into the spirit of it, especially when he pulled me gently back toward him and let his cock rub against my slit.


  Emboldened, I stepped right between his legs as I undid the buttons on my blouse. They’re more decorative than anything—I only needed to undo one to slip it over my head, but I chose to take the long route. Our faces were inches apart by the time I wriggled out of the top, my nipples almost peeking out from my bra. I tossed the blouse unceremoniously onto the bed, then shook my hair against his face as I unhooked the bra. I shimmied out of it, my hard nipples passing by his lips. I was glad he’d given me this assignment, because it helped sate my desire for his cock for a few minutes. I was thinking about him admiring me, wanting me, touching me, kissing me, rather than me devouring him. When I moved to take off my panties, his hands met mine and together we pushed them down to my ankles.


  “Leave them there,” he said as a finger brushed against my wetness. I stood, trapped between Joel’s firm, muscular thighs, trembling as he acquainted himself with my wetness. “Put your hands on my shoulders.” I did so, grateful for the support as Joel’s fingers sought out my clit. I’d been watching, but shut my eyes when he sank those wet fingers inside me. I tightened around him, my nails digging into him as he was soon fucking me hard. I didn’t know how many fingers he was using, but I felt full, tight, hot and ready. “Go ahead, show me how much you want me,” he said, answering my unspoken plea to come.


  My body responded instantly, nails digging deeper into his back, thighs shaking against his, as my climax drew his fingers deeper inside me. I’d thought I was ready, but the shock of it had tears racing to my eyes. My orgasm was a comet racing through me, exploding loud and hard and beautiful. His other arm wrapped around me protectively as it subsided.


  I was shaky, but the energy whipped back into me when he said, “Now fetch me your book and get across my lap.” I rushed to retrieve the novel, handing it to him gingerly before climbing across his lap. There’s nothing to take the years off like settling into such a submissive pose. Whether he was going to “punish” or “pleasure” me with my spanking, I felt far younger than the face that stared back at me in the mirror. “I’m going to spank you the way I was thinking about on the plane. I so wanted to take you over my knee right there, let the passengers behind us get a view of this beautiful ass. So we’ll just have to pretend we have an audience.” I could picture it, easily, as the first blow from his bare hand landed. He knew exactly where to strike each cheek—clearly he wasn’t the innocent virgin I’d imagined at first.


  “If it’s too much, say ‘ground.’ Okay?”


  “Yes,” I sobbed as he pinched my ass while waiting for my reply. Then the spanking resumed in earnest. I noticed that if I tensed my ass and tried to prepare for it, he just did something else—pinched my inner thighs, massaged my anus, trailed the back of his hand along my slit—until I relaxed. Then he let me have it. Joel made each smack count, the consecutive blows making my pussy so tight I wanted to scream. When I did, in fact, let out a yell, Joel said, “If you make so much noise that security pays us a visit, there’ll be no more spanking, and you won’t get my cock inside this very wet pussy.” I shut up, letting the sound of each blow echo in the room and in my ears.


  I’d have thought the book wouldn’t have that much of an impact—after all, I’ve been spanked with paddles and floggers and rulers and the like. But Joel had a magic touch, or maybe I was just so sensitive from his hand, because the spanks from the book made me whimper again. With one hand holding my lower back firmly in place, he slammed the book against the fleshiest part of my ass until I was shaking. Finally, he dropped the book on the bed and delivered two of the hardest spanks I’ve ever received, using what felt like every muscle in his body to make my asscheeks sing with pleasure and pain.


  He lifted me up so I was back between his legs, even more wobbly and aroused than before. “Now you get this,” he said, finally placing my hand on his cock. When he said it, for a second, I didn’t even want him inside me; the orgasm had been that good. But my hand around his hardness reminded me that I did still need to feel him there. He fetched a condom from his jeans and guided my fingers once again as I unrolled it onto him. Joel dragged me to the end of the bed, hoisted my ankles onto his shoulders, and speared me with his cock.


  A moment before, I’d almost refused him—not because I wasn’t turned on, but because all my senses were overwhelmed. I’d never been taken to such an erotic extreme, then made to wait. Joel probably could have gently licked between my legs and made me come again, so the blunt impact of his hardness, combined with the way he grabbed my ass and fucked me for all he was worth, had me spasming again almost immediately. Maddening tears formed in my eyes—tears of lust and desire, but even more, tears at finally having met my match in a lover. Joel fucked me the way I’d dreamed of being fucked—not just with his cock, but with his whole body, his mind, his soul. He didn’t just pull out and ram back into me—although he did plenty of that. He offered me something more than just the promise of our airplane-flirting; he gifted a part of me back to myself I hadn’t realized I was missing, a part I’d found in books and fantasies, but never completely in the flesh.


  I wanted him closer, next to me, as near as he could get, but I didn’t want to pull away or tell him what to do. I sat up as much as I could in that position, and he pressed down, the sweet ache in my thighs causing another ache where he was buried deep inside. “Open,” he commanded, though I already was, open to him in every way. He pushed my thighs apart and bent over me, moving close enough to bite my lip again. With my lip trapped between his teeth, Joel came with a final, forceful thrust.


  I didn’t want to let him go and break the spell. Instead I looked up at him through filmy eyes. He stared right back, that beautiful face softened by what we’d just shared. He eased his cock out of me, but immediately replaced it with two slow-moving fingers that knew just where to go to make me come again. This time was quieter, but just as intense.


  The bathtub was big enough for both of us. He filled it with strawberry bubble bath and sank inside. “Wait,” he said before I got more than an ankle in. “Bring the book. Read me a story.” So I fetched the novel that had brought us together, settled into the tub next to him and picked up where we’d left Z, not minding when the pages got dusted with bubbles. I planned to slip the paperback into his bag, with my phone number, before we parted. But first, we had a tub—and each other—to enjoy.


  [image: ]


  


  Sensate Silicone


  Lillian Douglas


  A medical miracle. Researchers taking home paychecks from the DOD found a way to link the human nervous system to the electrical pulse of a computer. It figures: life-enhancing technology brought into the world by an outfit trying to build better bombs. There was no way of telling how long they kept it under their helmets, but once out the news splashed across the news magazines. No such thing as lost limbs anymore. No such thing as cerebral palsy, MS. Neurological disorders were headed for a rout. Headlines shouted possibility from every street corner.


  Some glorious people out there were aiming slightly lower. Amid the excitement about long-sought cures for terrible diseases, LiveVibes hunkered down, their minds in the same gorgeous old gutter. Down in the muck, they produced a miracle of their own.


  This is where I come in. Jane Isley, porn star and sexpert, known to my friends in and out of the adult industry as the Dildo Queen. I’d done some work for LiveVibes in the past— strictly R&D, but certain circles pay premium for my endorsement—and we’d come away mutually satisfied. Me in the literal, sexual sense; their fake cock-skin is top of the line. And their money’s plenty green. So when the phone rang Thursday noon, I was on a plane Friday morning out to Portland.


  Business class and a limo waiting on the other end. LiveVibes had come into some more substantial funds than I remembered. In the limo waited a suit and a lab coat, the suit under strict orders not to leak product specifics until I’d signed a nondisclosure and the lab coat dying under her professional veneer to burble and gloat.


  “You’ve never seen anything like it,” the lab coat promised gleefully, her inner third-grader surfacing for a romp, which I minded none. She had perky little almost-tits and a wide-open smile; a bit of a fox. I got a little growly between the legs stealing glances down her shirt (Why the bra? I wondered) and had to swear to myself I’d use her during the session as brain-fodder. Small girls can be so vicious—and who’s hotter than the chick working to build the better dildo?


  Forms signed and my lips tightly zippered, we strode down the hall from legal to development. The lab coat led and chattered. We attracted loose blue jeans and khakis until we’d snowballed into a respectable procession. Throw in some office equivalents of the pitchfork (staplers?) and it could’ve been a revolt.


  “You’ve never seen anything like it,” the lab coat promised for the thirty-seventh time, just as she pushed open a door at the end of the corridor.


  The buildup, as I knew was inevitable, left me disappointed. It took a modest helping of self-control to avoid breaking the enthralled silence by telling the assembled crowd that I actually had seen something very much like it. It was just an average-sized fake cock. In fact, worse: an albino cock with varicose veins and blackheads.


  I suppose I did not look sufficiently impressed, so the lab coat’s face went somber as she delicately (as if the thing could feel—as if it were connected to some invisible albino man) lifted the dildo from its tastefully rumpled bed of white terrycloth and held it up for my inspection. It still looked like another fake cock. Except for the thick wire attached to a small suction-cup looking thing dangling from the base.


  “What’s this?” I asked very seriously, indicating the bit that didn’t seem to belong.


  She deliberately misunderstood me. “This is the next generation in phallus substitution.” How euphemistic. “A breakthrough. A quantum leap.”


  I tire of marketing without information, so I bent slightly at the waist, bringing my nose to its silicone head and taking a whiff. “Smells like a dildo,” I said. Our audience of khakis and blue jeans (mostly male, some of whom were hot enough to glance at twice) chuckled at this, and the lab coat very nearly snatched the Great White Dick away from me.


  “It is to a dildo what your skin is to a leather jacket,” she announced triumphantly. I was still confused. She sighed and sacrificed grandiosity for clarity. “Sensate silicone. It can feel.”


  “It can…what can it feel? Like it knows how to touch me?” I wasn’t playing anymore. I really just did not understand.


  “No, like you can feel it,” she said, exasperated. Her dramatic unveiling, clearly strictly scripted in her own mind, had been thoroughly destroyed.


  But I finally got it. And immediately disbelieved. The implications were far too sci-fi for my little brain to swallow without choking a little. So I did what comes naturally in such a situation.


  “Of course I’ll be able to feel it. What else is it for?” I tried to play it as deadpan as possible, and the overflow crowd chuckled appreciatively; I know the sort of jokes a sex-industry corporate culture spawns. The poor lab coat stood silently, playing the adult. I relented. “Nerve extenders.”


  “Exactly. The same technology that allows people to…”


  “How does it work?” I interrupted. For a tech she sure liked pitching.


  “Well,” she said condescendingly, “that’s a little complicated, but…”


  “I meant, how do I put it on? How do I connect?”


  “Oh. Sorry,” she blushed slightly. “You wear it in a standard harness and attach the interface to your…” The blush deepened. But she was a professional, and it was a matter of pride to beat back childish embarrassment at such a vital word. “Clitoris.”


  “The interface?” I asked, indicating the suction cup. I caught it on its nearest pendulum pass and inspected its interior. She nodded. “And that’s it?”


  “Yes. The clitoris has as many nerve endings as the entire penis. It was simply a matter of extending each as best we could.”


  “Wow,” I wowed, impressed but still a bit incredulous. “When do I get to try it out?”


  LiveVibes had kept the room nice and warm, so disrobing was rather pleasant. As usual, I fought back a slight remnant of old shyness as I turned to face the mirror. Somewhere behind it lurked the eyes of the lab coat, a couple of extras and a camera, all certainly watching intently. To solidify her victory, my exhibitionist self licked her lips slowly. And then pinched my right nipple, just for effect.


  I stepped into the harness with that odd-looking white cock dangling in place. They’ll have to do something about that— don’t want the world’s first bionic cock to look like the Borg. It might remind people what it really is, which is a little creepy. I stared pointedly into the mirror, trying to give the lab coat her movie moment, and then crammed my hand down into the harness and connected the interface.


  Something changed.


  Not drastically, no epiphany. Just…different. Like during puberty when you crash into lamps and door frames because your arms and legs weren’t so long yesterday. Like…well, I had to give the lab coat that: like nothing else. I drew the moment out, wetting my fingers from a bottle of lube they’d thoughtfully provided on a small metal table. Thinking again, I slipperied my whole hand. Widening my legs, performing for myself in the mirror, I made a bad-girl face, reached down and grabbed my cock.


  And holy shit.


  It was like a cool mouth had stretched my clitoris like a piece of saltwater taffy and swallowed it whole. This is what it felt like? But then ideas with words attached were pushed aside by something much larger.


  I proceeded to treat myself to the best hand job I’ve ever given. The sensations were so subtle. So drawn out, with so much extra space. Like being fucked gently with no direct clitoral stimulation, except more tactile, more real. I swore like the Virgin Mother. The softest, most awed fucks you can imagine. I traced myself (for that’s already how I thought of my android dick) up and down with two fingertips. I caught the head in the ring formed by my thumb and forefinger and squeezed a one-two beat. I played and played until all I could do was pump myself exactly as I’ve seen guys do, my hand a hard, purposeful cunt pushing back, back, back around my hard cock…


  And I came for the first time as a faux-man, my free hand pressed up against the mirrored glass, bucking my hips in a wild frenzy, my face taut and rigid (as the tape would later reveal), grunting like a gorilla. I collapsed back onto the cot in the corner, which thankfully was more comfortable than it looked.


  “Jane,” came the lab coat’s voice through a small speaker on the table. “You okay?” I flashed a tired thumbs-up her direction and laid my head back down.


  I jerked off three more times that day. All for the camera, all in different ways. These extra orgasms were hard to finagle; the lab coat had been so thrilled by my initial assessment (“Uhhhgnhh!”) that she was set to declare victory.


  “You should have seen yourself,” she gushed when I’d dressed sufficiently for her to enter my small heated sex chamber. “You really went nuts.”


  “Yeah,” I agreed. “I suppose I did. But there were problems, too. Like the nerve tips go too far down the shaft—I can feel the harness chafe.” Which was true, but I definitely had ulterior motives. “I think I should try again without the harness just to see how it would work.”


  She relented and the next orgasm was on my back, holding my beautiful new dick in one hand while I stroked with the other. No thoughts, no heavy fantasy, nothing but the sensation. That’s rare for me; I tend to have so many orgasms that I generally need an active brain to get all the way there.


  I dressed again so she’d come back, and came up with another excuse. I hadn’t tried it without lube. She couldn’t see why this was a problem—in her experience, I suppose, guys never beat it without some sort of slippery. I related a few choice stories, and she allowed me more time with what I had by now decided was my new toy.


  Obtaining a second day of testing was more difficult. I had to play a little hardball, threatening to withhold my five stars from LiveVibes’s packaging until I’d really tried it out. “Jacking off is well and good, but do you really think that will be the best use your customers find for your little device?” I said, trying to make the cock sound diminutive and controllable.


  “Well, no, I guess,” she wheedled.


  “Damn right. It’s going to be dykes fucking their girlfriends, straight chicks banging their boyfriend’s asses, stuff like that.” When trying to intimidate a woman who can watch a naked woman please herself through mirrored glass but can’t walk into the room when she’s still undressed, nothing works like a little vulgarity. LiveVibes allowed me to call in a couple of associates from Portland and invited me to stay in a fancy hotel on the company dime. I declined and slept on the cot, guarding my faux phallus like a mother bear.


  In the morning it became clear that the majority of the males in the building had seen my prior work. On the way to the bathroom to use my toothbrush and wash my face, I heard several glowing commendations for this or that blue film. One kid— twenty-two at most—was bold enough to compliment my cock-sucking technique specifically. I suggested he be in the men’s bathroom when I was finished with my morning toilette to gain firsthand knowledge whereof he spoke.


  When his eyes had rolled back down into the normal position and with the tang of semen in the back of my throat, I walked back to my room to await Alyssa and Damien. I wasn’t too careful leaving the lavatory and an older man with a substantial belly caught me on my way out. It didn’t bother me much to think of the kid being sacked for fraternizing on the job—the cheeky little fuck deserved it, talking to a movie star like that.


  My Portlandish pals arrived just after noon. I’d just finished some pretty good Chinese takeout, so their timing was as good as it gets. We greeted with the usual hugs: Alyssa’s warm and lingering, Damien’s crushingly hard, mine in return as lascivious as I could manage.


  The suit brought back his releases and nondisclosures while the lab coat made trebly sure that they were comfortable being filmed, my repeated assurances that we’d been through this together several times notwithstanding. Finally, the flurry pushed out the door and behind the mirror, we were alone.


  “So what is it?” Alyssa asked nonchalantly. “What’s this amazing product we’re here to help you sell?”


  “You’ve never seen anything like it, sweetie,” I replied. I took my pants off. I’d been hiding the dick along the inside of my left thigh, fully harnessed, interface clipped to clit, ready to go. I imagined I could hear a cry of dismay through the glass.


  Alyssa had seen me pack heat enough times the sight left her unimpressed. “It looks like a dildo,” she said.


  “It is a dildo,” I said.


  “Makes sense it would look like one, then,” Damien piped up, never one to leave an unnecessary joke unmade.


  “But not just any dildo,” I added with a wink before pulling off my shirt.


  Damien gave me the same obvious up-and-down he gave me every time. “God, you look good with a cock,” he breathed. Alyssa chuckled at the weakness of her man. “Don’t mind him, he’s just easy,” she said.


  I was now horny enough to be through with the preliminaries. “Alyssa,” I said firmly, “I want you to suck my cock.”


  “Yes ma’am,” she replied with a joke in her voice, and sank to her knees before me. Damien knew when he wasn’t needed, so he stood and watched. I tried to be stoic about it. When she grabbed my dick like a microphone and looked up at me smiling, I think I managed to act like a woman whose dildo was being manhandled, a woman playing a role. No sensory involvement.


  But when her full, soft lips slid over my head and started down the shaft, I couldn’t help but gasp. Alyssa withdrew, gazing up at me with a cocked eyebrow. I was shaking, but I didn’t say anything. Still watching my face, she very seriously stuck out her tongue and ran it from the base of my dick to the head. I made noise again, through clenched teeth.


  “If I didn’t know better…” Damien began.


  “You can feel this,” Alyssa stated.


  “Yes,” I managed with difficulty, because on the word ‘this’ she’d clutched my mottled white member with more intensity than was really required.


  “Holy shit!” she hooted, laughing. Damien joined in. When she’d recovered her poise and remembered my request of several moments ago, he joined in as well, dutifully finding my nearest nipple with a soft tongue.


  “That’s just…what I said,” my voice finally eked out. Alyssa’s oral abilities, at least where male anatomy is concerned, put mine to shame. Not only has she mastered tricks and skills I’ve never tried to learn (like taking a man deep down her throat), but she genuinely likes the activity itself. I enjoy the power and the feeling of pleasing someone; she likes having the actual dick in her actual mouth.


  That translates to quite the ride for the man. Or, in my case, the technologically-enhanced woman. She dotted my T’s and crossed my eyes, repayment in kind for the numerous thrashing, kegel-squeezing, yelling-out-for-mother cunnilingual orgasms she’d gotten from me over the years. (Now there’s something one does with one’s mouth that I can get into.)


  I came with Damien holding most of my weight, flopping about like a Raggedy Ann-or-Andy. I’m sure on the tape it looked fake, I was so melodramatic.


  “Shit,” Damien breathed.


  “Shit indeed,” I managed, stumbling weak-kneed back to my cot. Alyssa stood and gazed at me intensely. We were silent for a moment. Alyssa shook her head.


  “I’ve got to try that thing.”


  “Buy your own,” I teased, then put my serious face on. “Are you wet, girl?”


  She shrugged. “Not sure,” she said as if the question were beneath her.


  “Check her,” I directed Damien. He reached over with his middle finger, ran it slowly up her clean-shaven cunt. “Not enough for what you have in mind,” he replied, licking his finger. “Change that,” I said. “Give me a second to recover and turn me back on.”


  Damien dutifully did as he was told. Kneeling on the floor, her left leg supported on his broad shoulder, his tongue working her clit, he got Alyssa trembling. I found myself stroking my cock without thinking.


  “That’s good enough,” I said. “How do you want it, Lys?”


  “Mmm,” she replied thoughtfully, extricating herself from Damien’s clutch. “From behind, I think. That’s always seemed like the most masculine way to fuck a girl. Now that you’re built like a man you should fuck me like one.” She strode over to the mirror, placed her hands low on it, bent at the waist. Stuck her ass in the air and gyrated lewdly.


  “You want me to be your man, huh? Damien might feel a little threatened.” I tried to disguise the effect her little dance was having on me.


  “I don’t mind,” he murmured, as entranced by the show as I was.


  “Don’t try to pretend that this is about me being satisfied,” Alyssa taunted. “It’s you that wants to get her pole wet for the first time.”


  “Yeah,” I said, placing the head of my dick at the opening of her pussy. “Yeah, it is.” And then I fell into her.


  How did I not know? With all the experience I’ve had with cunts, my own and others’, you’d think I would’ve known, but I had no idea that such softness existed. Softer than velvet or silk, more slippery than soaped skin. The inside of Alyssa, where my fingers had been so many times—how did I not know?


  I moved very gently, very slowly, locked in the sensation. Alyssa groaned as I have heard her groan before, a collision of satisfaction and increased need. I realized that this was no different for her than the many times I’d fucked her with silicone.


  But it was day-and-night different for me. Within three strokes I felt myself careening close to the chasm. This is why men have such trouble, I thought. I looked at Damien and found his gaze fixed on my face. He looked away, suddenly shy.


  “Sorry,” he muttered. Then, by way of explanation, “I can see everything you’re feeling.”


  I turned to my own reflection, saw eyes wide in wonder, brow sternly crinkled in pleasure. To Damien’s reflection, I managed, “is this…really…what this is like for you…?”


  He smiled nostalgically. “Not anymore.”
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