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For SAM






INTRODUCTION: GIMME A SEC

Come here,” Sam says.

“I’m working.”

“This will only take a sec….”

I’ve heard that before. Because like me, Sam appreciates the power of a quickie. That heart-rushing, flushed-cheeks feeling of sudden sex, when the need overwhelms you. When no is not an option.

“Come on,” Sam urges, hand already on the fly of his faded 501s.

“Hold on,” I tell him, as I look back at the screen and type….

I’m going to make this quick. I have a thing for ultrashort smut. There is just something so damn sexy to me about frenzied fucking—I mean, frenzied fiction. Not only do I enjoy penning particles of porn, I adore reading them. This is why I have now edited four anthologies of ultrashorts, with stories ranging from a mere 75 words to 1,500, max.

What do I expect from a short-short? The same thing I expect from my lover: I want heavy petting at the stoplight. I want my panties torn off between the front door and the dining room. Forget reading the meters, I want there to be just enough time for the old “in and out.”

And I want you.

That is, I want you to lose yourself in the sizzle of a single sentence. In the hot liquid silver of a sexual strobe light. In that bright lightning flash, where talented writers reduce their sauciest stories to the few most mandatory ingredients: lust, heat, desire. Just add water.

Once you read these sixty stories of sudden sex—sex performed in a frenzy—you’ll know what I mean what I say: never doubt the power of a quickie!

“Coming, Sam.”

 

XXX,

Alison






LANGUAGE

Joey Juschka

 

 

 

 

 

Good, good?” I find myself uttering in broken German, wishing to know if she likes the way I urge four fingers into her.

She says something, but her response is not on the list of words I know.

(Yes, no, I you want fuck off, good?)

I hope it’s not a tomorrow maybe, don’t know, can’t decide.

“Good, good?” I ask again, just to make sure.

She mumbles, then groans, and I decide to put a long-reflected-on theory about life into practice: Always assume the positive.

Sex is good.

The positive of good is more.

I squeeze my thumb in with the fingers.

Her body stretches, arches, comes up from the bed, hangs in midair a moment, then comes back down full force upon my fist.

Beautiful.

That’s the language I speak.






ONCE UPON A TIME

Helena Black

 

 

 

 

 

Tell me a story,” he says rolling against me, “I can’t seem to sleep.”

“What kind of story?” I ask as he slides his hand up under my shirt.

“Once upon a time, maybe? You’re the writer. Make something up.”

“Once upon a time, then,” I tell him, kissing his neck. “Once upon a time there was a girl.”

“A girl?” he asks, teasing my nipples with his rough thumbs, and I arch against him, wrapping my legs around his thighs, pulling him closer to me. “Was there only a girl?”

“And a boy, of course,” I say, laughing.

“What did this girl like this boy to do?” he asks, slipping his other hand into my panties.

I press against him, so he can feel how wet I’m getting. “She liked to watch him with his friend.”

His fingers brush my clit softly, moving steadily downward  until he pushes them into me, sliding slowly, gently, more than anything teasing me, and each time I move to take him in deeper, he slowly pulls away.

“What did they do?” he asks. “He and his friend?” He pushes into me again, his rhythm quickening in response to my need.

I’m trembling now. “I don’t know what they did. I can’t think.”

“That’s too bad,” he says, pulling suddenly away from me. I beg him not to stop but he just shakes his head.

“Please,” I whisper, “please…” and he gives in a little, places his hand on me—his thumb gently pushing against my clit. The pressure is just enough to keep me aroused, just enough to remind me of what he can do.

“What did she like to watch them do?” he asks, and he warns me, “Make it good or I’ll stop again.”

“She liked to watch them together—naked, boy kissing boy—their soft lips, their pretty tongues, their muscles tight with need.”

“And what would she do then?” he asks. “Would she do this?” His fingers are moving again inside me. “Here, take my hand. Show me what she would do.”

I move my hand over his, guiding him deeper into me, and whenever he slides out, I push him in deep again. “She did this,” I say, playing with my clit, while he fucks me good with his fingers, “and this.” I rock against him faster and faster until I finally come.

He kisses me, and then tells me to rest. I wait in the dark a long time, thinking he will touch me, but he stays quiet beside me and doesn’t move.

“Are you awake?” I finally ask, rolling against him, slipping my hand into the back of his pants. I stroke his ass gently, and he pushes back against me, letting me slide a finger inside him. I  hear the hunger in his low, throaty moan.

“Tell me a story,” I whisper in his ear, and I kiss his neck, slip my finger a little bit deeper into his tight, warm hole.

“What kind of story?” His breath comes faster as he reaches for me.

“Make it a good one,” I tell him, “I can’t seem to sleep.”






EIGHT DOLLARS TO PARADISE

Thomas S. Roche

 

 

 

 

 

She parked a block over and walked up the little hill, crossed the street and entered the store. She was coming from work and her low heels click-click-clicked as she went.

The smell hit her right away: bleach, mostly, which smells slightly like come. There was some fruity urinal cake deodorant, too, and the cigarette smoke wafting from the big biker guy behind the counter. He took notice of her, but not too much notice, grudgingly said, “Let me know if I can help you find anything,” as if good-looking well-dressed women walked in here a hundred times a day. Maybe they did, but you’d never know it from the reaction of the eight or ten guys browsing the stacks labeled ANAL, FACIALS, SQUIRTING, LESBIAN, FAT CHICKS. At the sight of her, a couple of them scampered out, hitting the street like the place was on fire. The biker glanced after them and shot her a wry look, which she caught out of the corner of her eye. She headed for the wall of sex toys, but paused in front of the GAY shelf, where a well-dressed older  man with a goatee ran his finger over a shelf labeled TWINKS.

He looked at her, gave her the once-over, said “Good evening,” as if they were shopping for produce.

“Good evening,” she answered, and felt a little flutter at a facing cover that featured a hunky fireman face-fucking a cop. She took a deep breath—bleach and urinal cake—and moved on, back to the toy wall.

She scanned from top to bottom, bottom to top at first, but the wall was so vast that her eyes began to cross. She tried left to right, which was a little better, as the rows were more regular than the columns. There was no rhyme or reason to the organization; KING-SIZED DONGs mingled with LOVE BULLETs and CORKSCREW BUTTFUCKERs. She began to feel warm.

She’d just begun to ponder the REAL LIVE PUSSY AND ASS when she glanced to the left and saw the discount bin. Piled high with dildos of varying sizes, it had a big handwritten sign hanging over it: $8 DILDOS.

She quivered a little as she went over to the discount bin and began to gingerly feel up the various-sized cocks. They were all labeled things like HUGE and MAMMOTH and GARGANTUAN. She picked one up and felt a little rush. It wasn’t even labeled, just shrink-wrapped, the thickness of a Red Bull can, and perhaps twice as long. There was a little sculpted pisshole at the head and it had a handle and hilt, like a knife or a screwdriver.

An eight-dollar dildo.

The sleaze of it excited her. She fondled the shaft a bit, decided that was a bad idea, and took one last look around. The man at the gay shelf smiled at her.

A little unsteady, she walked to the counter, picking up a bottle of Slick-Luv on the way. She set down the dildo and lube next to the register. The biker crushed out his cigarette and said,  “Find everything you need, ma’am?”

“I think so,” she told him. “For now.”

He didn’t seem sure how to answer that, so he scanned the lube and punched in eight dollars: the discount dildo didn’t have a bar code.

The biker put the dildo and lube in a plain brown wrapper and stapled the rim shut with the receipt. “Come again,” he said.

She left the store and headed to her car at a leisurely pace. She had nothing to get home to, and that gave her an enormous feeling of peace. She opened the car door and tossed the bag on the passenger’s seat, atop her copy of the papers she’d just FedExed to Austin.

She started the car and headed for her new apartment, sighing happily.

An eight-dollar dildo—what could be a better divorce present for herself?






PAPER CLIPS

A. D. R. Forte

 

 

 

 

 

He opened his door. A half hour before, she’d said she would see him at seven for breakfast in the concierge lounge. Now, she stood shivering without a jacket in the hotel hallway.

“May I come in?” she asked with a smile.

He let her in and dead-bolted the door. “Is everything okay?” He had to make sure she was really all right, but he knew the question was unnecessary.

“Yes,” she said. She didn’t say anything more.

They stood just within the doorway, an arm’s length apart in that dark space, wall on one side, the mirrored surface of the hall closet on the other. He was aware that the T-shirt and pajama pants he wore—home clothes—somehow stripped away unfamiliarity between them.

She walked away and into the middle of the room, watched him sit on the corner of the bed with his legs dangling to either side and his hands braced on his thighs.

“I want to do this,” she said. “If that makes sense at all…”

“I understand.” Although he didn’t, not entirely. Not yet.

He gazed from her tightly clasped hands up at her face, looking for answers, hoping to read there what he should do first. He found knitted brows and bitten lips and cheeks spotted with scarlet.

“Should I…should I undress for you?” Glittering green eyes begging for approval.

“Yes,” he said, with a deep breath, relaxing now into this role he knew decently well. Enough to be what she needed.

She started to take off her blouse and paused with it halfway down one shoulder, bra-strap white against her skin.

“It’s…it’s because I know you…you’d…”

She didn’t say the word trust.

“I know.” He smiled. “I want to. I’m honored to.”

Relief flitted across her face at his words. He knew she didn’t feel so presumptuous, so brazen anymore. Because now she knew he wanted her.

He studied her as she took her clothes off, trying to memorize every little detail of seeing her naked body for the first time: the dimples in her flesh and the lines of her bones under it, the exact pucker of her small nipples, the way the red-gold of the curls between her legs matched the hair tucked behind her ears perfectly.

“Pinch your nipples.”

“What?”

He didn’t bother to answer, and after a moment or two she raised her hands to her breasts. She gripped each nipple and pinched until the flesh of her fingers went white. Then, looking at him, she released them and did it again.

He paid attention to the intensity of those pinches.

“Are you wet?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said, very softly, but her voice was neither breathy nor high pitched. Sure of herself again.

“Good. Pinch them again. Rub them a little. Show me how much you enjoy it.”

She did; finely shaped, red-golden brows arching together, lips caught between her teeth. She was delightful, unjaded yet shameless. A natural.

“Like…like this?” she asked, stopping to swallow and gather her thoughts halfway through the sentence.

“Yes, just like that.” He smiled. “Now come here,” he added, having to make an effort to keep his voice commanding and not let any note of desire slip through.

When she stood before him, he turned her around and let the tip of his erection press into the curve of her ass. She was soft like he’d expected, no firm tone to her, but nothing artificial either. She turned her head a little to the side and put her hands behind her back, wrapped them around his cock, and stroked it through his pants.

“Tie my hands,” she said.

Not a request or an order, just a simple statement of fact, a reminder in case he hadn’t thought of it or had forgotten. He didn’t ask if she was sure; he simply slid away from her to find one of his ties. He didn’t like to use ties, they smacked of cheap smut novels and they weren’t secure: they slipped and knots loosened. But she was here, asking for him, needing him where he’d never in his life imagined she would have been. So he’d have to improvise.

He doubled the tie, wrapped it around one slender wrist and passed the ends through the loop. She held her breath. Smiling to himself, he put the loose ends around her other wrist, realized she was so tiny there was too much hang, and crisscrossed the silk to bring the ends around again. He tied the knot twice, and she took a deep breath.

She could perhaps get loose if she put effort into it, but not  easily. Not before he could stop her. He saw her twist her hands a bit, testing the knot for herself, and saw her reach the same conclusion. At that, he put his hands on her arms and kissed her neck under the short, sweet-smelling curtain of hair.

A half-stifled cry escaped her lips. With bound hands, she caressed his hard cock again, and he had to close his eyes, will himself not to respond. She was so exquisite, so forbidden to him. But here she was.

He cupped her breasts for a moment, then her belly and her pussy. Red-golden curls tickled his fingers. He tried to think of something worthy of her, something creative, something he’d never used before.

He thought of the paper clips in his briefcase.

It was almost a kind of artistry, fitting the loop of silver metal around her nipple. Coaxing and tugging the soft flesh that seemed reluctant to accept its imprisonment between the thin blades of wire. Working the clip downward so that her nipple was caught in the very middle of the inner loop where it was tightest. Squeezing the ends of the loop even tighter so that she gasped and jerked back a little.

He kissed her cheek, kissed her forehead, rubbed her arms because she was shivering again and cupped her face between his hands, looking into her pretty green eyes until she nodded:  Okay, go ahead. Carry on.

Then he worked his art on the other nipple.

She went pale, but she held firm, chin up, gaze never faltering from his, and he was proud of her, charmed, enchanted. He had admired her for so long, worshipped her silently and desired her, never speaking of it except sometimes to look at her a little too long. Never dreaming of being able to do this, to serve her in this way.

A third clip went around her clit, and it was tricky this time  to fit the metal on flesh made slippery with arousal. But kneeling before her, frowning at his task with all the concentration of the sculptor or the potter, he secured the clip and heard her exhale with relief at the work being done and her realization that she could bear the pain.

He took her to the window and pressed her to the cold glass. Outside, flurries of snow spiraled in the city’s lights, drifting down to the pavement far below. He undressed and wrapped his arms around her body. She tensed and then pressed into his embrace, let him pull and tug and suck at the clips, while she alternately moaned and hissed and arched under his hands and his mouth.

When her downy curls were dark and wet with arousal, he turned her to face the night and slid his cock into her: easily, deep. They fucked with her adorned nipples clicking against the glass and her forehead and his hands smearing it, blotting out the snow outside. They fucked and his come ran down her legs and she cried out his name.

He never used gags; he loved the power of sounds, of cries, of the things said that would never be said otherwise.

After, he took her to his bed and massaged her breasts when he’d taken off the clips; kissed the flesh he knew would be stinging and burning and throbbing with dull pain now, kissed away the water at the corners of her eyes.

She wrapped her untied arms around his neck and kissed the line of his jaw, his neck, his chest. She pressed her mouth to his soft cock and then her cheek with her eyes closed, and he trembled. He didn’t deserve this. She was too perfect. And she didn’t belong to him.

She never kissed his mouth.

He folded her into blankets and gave her the warmth of his body to fall into while she slept knowing she was safe, knowing  she was adored. He lay awake in the darkness and thought of the taste of her and the taste of metal lingering on his tongue.






MADRID

Nikki Magennis

 

 

 

 

 

I wore my red shoes. Your hair was glossy black and tangled, melting into the night, leaving only a glitter of teeth.

You kissed me at dawn, took me to the house where you slept. A cousin’s, you said. “Seventh heaven,” you said.

There were no sheets on the mattress. We fought our clothes, came out naked, fell on the floor. The silver crucifix round your neck hit me in the face as we fucked—fast, urgent, silent. Your skin was gold and slippery.

Afterward we waltzed through empty streets. The world was asleep, and we were dreaming in color.






HANDS ON

Ariel Graham

 

 

 

 

 

Slow down!” he barks when he sees her in the halls. She is running, flat out. Just because it’s high school doesn’t mean they can’t act with some kind of decorum.

She glances around as if he might be talking to someone else. “Do you know who I am?” she asks.

He doesn’t care. She’s young, beautiful, thinks she can break the rules. “Just don’t run in the halls,” he says, and goes into the office with the sign that reads PRINCIPAL over the door. He thinks he hears a sarcastic, “Yessir,” behind him, but he doesn’t turn.

 

“Look out!”

He spins, just before she catches him broadside. This time she’s wearing those idiotic skating tennis shoes. He’s pretty sure they’ve been banned from school.

“I’ve spoken with you before,” he says. “This sort of behavior cannot continue. If we have another run-in, you’re going to be punished.”

“Promise?” she asks.

He blinks. She’s a brunette, a hint of red in her hair, curvy in all the right places. She’s going to be trouble for some guy. Can’t be him. He’s looking for propriety, not a jail sentence.

“That’s inappropriate,” he says.

She smirks. “I certainly hope so.”

Before he can say anything, she’s gone, swallowed by the masses of kids moving from class to class.

She’s going to be a problem.

In his office, he fiddles with his ruler, his pens, thinking about the day. Conference with parents of students so bad the guidance counselor refuses to meet with the family. Conference with parents of students so good he’s planning that pleasure for himself. Staff meeting—meet the new teachers, one in biology, the other in English. What he really wants is a new football coach, but that he’s not getting.

And someone to handle discipline, he thinks, as he steps out of his office and two burly seniors bowl into him, knocking him back. It’s not like he’s not in good shape. After the staff meeting he’s heading to the gym, biceps and triceps tonight and then a couple miles on the treadmill, shower, and home to that stupid empty apartment and another night of cheap Chinese and television.

The students apologize. It’s not like the principal’s a small man. They’re just growing jocks bigger these days.

Jocks bigger and girls prettier and more dangerous. He catches sight of her in the crowded hallway. He needs to stay away from her. He’s hard just thinking about her and that will never do.

And she seems to be skating again.

The conference with the parents of the really bad student goes really badly. Not a surprise. They’re middle class, affluent,  trying to get ahead so hard they’re leaving their kids behind. Boy and a girl and he’s reminded himself who the students are by looking at the yearbook pictures. Oh, yes, the kid most likely to become a serial killer and his sister, the girl most likely to. He’s seen them around. Now he’s seen the parents and they’re lost, confused, hopelessly in over their heads and somehow fooled into thinking a second Lexus will solve their offspring’s problems rather than exacerbating them. He wants to shout at them. The kids need more time with their parents, not more things. That, and a good spanking.

She skates past his office again and he thinks she really does  need a spanking and counsels himself not to think that. She winks before she’s out of sight.

The conference with the really good student’s parents goes poorly, too. The couple is confused, lost, hopelessly in over their heads and somehow fooled into thinking a second Lexus will solve their marital problems and having their kid go off to state college will be enough. He wants to shout at them to get their divorce, have their respective affairs, and forget the damn car long enough to concentrate on their kid, whose IQ is somewhere in the stratosphere and whose self-esteem is in the mud.

The brunette runs by his office, looking harried and late. It makes him glance at his watch and abruptly terminate the meeting that’s going nowhere anyway.

He’s nearly late to the staff meeting, and so is she. She skates through the door at the last minute and winks at him before taking a seat in the back.

He blinks. She’s staff? And when he looks again he can almost make out crow’s-feet around her eyes, a laugh line that appears when she grins at him.

The school secretary who believes she’s the social secretary makes introductions. The new English teacher, Mr. Tribble, or  something that sounds an awful lot like “Tribble,” and so does the English teacher; the kids are going to eat him for lunch. And the new biology teacher, Miss Thomas.

“Call me Liz,” she says. “Everyone does.”

Her first name is Claire according to his records. He smiles. She definitely has a problem with authority. He’ll have to see to that. He’s trying to run a high school here. He needs to work with discipline, decorum. Desire.

“I’d like to see you after the meeting,” he says.

“I’m sure you would,” she says, but no one pays any attention. It’s a staff meeting, after all. Still, now he’s going to have to meet with the new English teacher, too. Damn. Her fault. Well, they can discuss that, too.

He closes the door behind her. She stands facing into his office even though he’s behind her. She seems at ease in her tight skirt and incongruous thick-soled tennies that hide those skates.

“Miss Thomas,” he says.

“Call me Liz,” she says. “We’re going to be working together.”

“Isn’t your name Claire?”

“What of it?”

He raises his eyebrows and she grins.

“You have trouble with authority,” he says.

“You don’t have authority over me,” she responds.

“I beg to differ.”

“I love a man who begs.”

He’s standing behind his desk now, facing her, and she’s not backing down. She’s not even sitting down.

“Look, in-line skates and skate tennis shoes and running in the halls—they’ve all been banned.”

“I’m not a student,” she says, but she looks like one, fresh and young, those crow’s-feet giving her face a hint of character  and managing, somehow, to make that character look devious.

“If you were a student, we’d be facing a serious discipline problem.”

Now she moves. Her hips sway in that tight skirt. Those ridiculous shoes make her look like she’s clomping. “What would you do about it?”

He swallows. “I’d have to discipline you.”

“Make me stay after school?” She’s moved to his side of the desk now. Her hands are just below her waist, twisting the fabric of her dress a little, but reaching subtly to him.

“I believe in more hands-on discipline.”

She gives him a mock-startled look. “Corporate punishment has been banned in schools.”

He laughs. “Corporal. And you keep reminding me you’re not a student. I think the rules are different.”

She spreads her hands in a So? gesture. And licks her lips. The insolence! He needs a football coach and he’s getting—her.

He’s definitely getting her.

“I’m going to spank you,” he says. “I believe in hands-on punishment.”

She backs one step away from him and he catches her by the wrist, pulling her back to her side of his desk. Her mouth under his is hot. Her tongue sneaks into his mouth. Without warning he pulls away, spins her back to face his desk, and pulls her skirt up to her waist. She’s wearing a lacy thong, thigh-high stockings. He strokes one hand between her legs and her skin is hot, nearly burning. The lace is wet with her desire, her inner thighs dewy. He tears the fabric moving it away and slides two fingers along her slit, feeling the wetness, the slippery want, and then he yanks her skirt all the way up, tucks it in the waistband out of his way, and topples her over his desk.

“Spread your legs,” he whispers in her ear and she strains,  muscles cording, hands holding the far side of his desk.

The wooden ruler is lying on the blotter. He takes it up and steps back, one hand on the flat of her back. “Count,” he says, and brings the ruler down, a flat, satisfying thwack against her cheeks.

“One,” she says, surprised, her voice high. She jumps, tries to twist, and he’s on her, two, three, four, half a dozen blows before he turns her back to face him, her hands going to his zipper, his hands reaching to pull her close, pinching her ass where it burns bright red, massaging the punished globes roughly even as she frees him from his pants and heaves herself onto the desk and then forward, onto him.

“I hope you understand now,” he says. “Am I going to have a discipline problem with you?”

“Oh, I hope so,” she says, and wraps her legs around his.






FANS

Michael Hemmingson

 

 

 

 

 

I have three fans blowing on me,” I say.

“You and your groupies,” she says.

We’re talking on the phone. It’s an unbearably hot summer this year in southern California.

“I like that image,” she continues, “three of them taking turns blowing you. Or maybe the other two are each licking you like kittens.”

“Ah, now, that would be nice. But it would be nicer,” I say, “if you were—”

“I have the air conditioner on,” she interrupts. “You should invest in an air conditioner, so much better than a fan. Guess what I’m wearing?”

“Don’t torment me.”

“Nothing,” she sighs. “I’m wearing nothing.”

“You’re naked.”

“That’s what ‘nothing’ means.”

“Tell me more.”

“I won’t do phone sex with you.”

“Tell me about the life and times of your vagina.”

“My pussy is prime,” she says, and I hear the smile in her voice. “Prime pussy, and don’t you wish you knew, and then your balls wouldn’t be so blue.”

“I mean, tell me what you’re doing,” I say.

“Writing. I’m writing a story.”

“What kind?”

“This and that.”

“You’re writing about being slutty, running around town with every guy, dating every guy, bed-hopping…”

“I’m writing about pussy,” she says, “I’m writing about eating pussy.”

“I see.”

“You know, women eating women…”

“You’re a fake, a fraud, writing all these lesbian stories when you’re not even a dyke, or bi—you don’t eat pussy, you’ve never  eaten pussy.”

“You don’t know that.”

“You said all you ever did was kiss other girls.”

“That was a while ago. Things could have changed since then.”

“Tell me.”

“You wish.”

“Tell me who you went down on.”

“You’ll have to read about it.”

“The only pussy you have ever tasted is your own, on some guy’s cock after he pulls it out and comes in your mouth.”

“My life is not a porno movie, as much as you might fantasize.”

“Tell me what you’re doing right now.”

“My leg is on my desk and I am looking at my toes,” she  says slowly, “and thinking of foot fetish sex, maybe foot-fucking, maybe a guy doing the money shot on my feet.”

“Sticky toes.”

“I want to do a coffee-table book about my feet,” she says, “call it Les Pieds du Moi. It would be a series of various men, young and old, handsome and ugly, fat and thin, American and foreign, worshipping my feet—pictures, you see, photos, this is a coffee-table book, with short-short stories and poems by me about my feet and their worship.”

“At the end,” I say, “there are pictures of them all jacking off on your feet, fifty men all coming on your toes.”

“Messy.”

“A glaze.”

She laughs.

“You’re not naked,” I accuse.

“Yes, I am.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“I’ll take a picture and email it to you.”

I wait all night for the email but the .jpg never arrives. Instead, I jack off, thinking of random feet, toes, naked bodies in hot apartments, and her mouth, jacking off in her mouth, now that’s what I want a photo of, but all I have, tonight, this hot night, is my imagination as my fans blow on my flesh and keep me cool.






End of sample
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