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I scrunched  down  at  my  table  and  made  myself  small  over  my  keyboard.  I heard the female voice squeal, I heard it laugh. I heard the keys rattle in the door. I  heard  the  murmur  of  Reed’s  voice,  the  staggering  and  stumbling  pair  of footfalls coming down the stairs behind my head. I even heard the clomping stop halfway,  the  moans  and  squeals  start  up  again,  muffled  this  time,  and  then  the resumption of the steps — his soft shoes, her pumps or heels or platforms. All clickity-clacky down the steps in any case, approaching me closer and closer.

I leaned closer into my screen. If I could crawl through it, I would have. 

I  didn’t  know  Reed  would  be  bringing  girls  down  into  our  shared  basement apartment  so  often,  or  that  he’d  “hang-out”  with  them  in  our  living  room  so much. I thought that when he laid claim to the much bigger of the two bedrooms by  noting  that  he’d  likely  be  using  it  more  than  I  would  use  mine,  snicker snicker,  that  giving  me  a  corner  of  the  living  room  for  my  office  meant  the shared space would be more respected. My bedroom barely fit my narrow single bed, much less a desk for school work.

To  be  fair,  he  likely  didn’t  expect  his  roommate  to  work  on  papers  every Saturday  night.  I  didn’t  fully  expect  that  of  me,  either.  I  was  swept  up  in excitement just like Reed promised me I would be when we took an apartment together  in  our  first  year  at  the  college  we  both  went  off  to.  But  it  was  the excitement of the mind, not the body.

It turns out, if you grew up awkward around girls and don’t do small talk well or learn to flirt any good, nothing is going to change that by itself. The truth was, I did get excited that year, only not in the way I expected, and I’m sure not in the way  Reed  expected,  either.  I  found  out  about  history,  about  history  of  science, and  about  medieval  science  in  particular.  That’s  what  got  me  excited.  But  it seems there aren’t as many wild parties for people into medieval science as there are for people into college football.

Girls at college scared me. They weren’t flowering so much as erupting. Their eyes were sexual. Their hair was sexual. The way their mouths moved when they talked, or didn’t, when they were thinking, was sexual.

“Hi!” the girl’s voice cried out. She peeped around the corner at me. She came out  in  front  of  me  and  clapped  her  hands  like  she  was  delighted  to  find  such  a pretty  puppy  cowering  in  the  kennel  cage  in  the  basement.  “You  must  be Calum!” she said.

I looked slowly up through the tops of my eyes over to Reed.

He snickered. “Say hi to Jessica,” he said, and he snorted and slipped his hand around her waist from behind and dragged her backward and away from me.

She  tilted  her  head  sideways,  pouted  with  exaggeration  across  her  full  lips, and  she  drew  tears  coming  down  her  cheeks  with  her  long  fingers  and  painted nails.  She  waved  goodbye  to  me.  Reed  pulled  her  backward  harder  and  she stumbled on her spike-heel brown boots and clamped her hands around his huge gym-pumped forearm where it wrenched around her stomach.

“Hey,  careful!”  she  cried  out  over  her  shoulder  at  him.    She  was  wearing  a long-tailed untucked white shirt, sleeves rolled up her forearms, and tight faded jeans  tucked  into  the  tops  of  her  suede  boots.  She  was  carrying  her  crop-cut black  leather  motorcycle  jacket.  Short  bob-cut  black  hair,  straight,  shiny,  and perfect.  Eyes  smokey  and  smouldering,  dark  lined  and  shadowed.  Frosted  and full crimson-shaded lips.

She dropped her chin down to her chest and pulled her eyes up through their tops  and  she  peered  at  me  under  the  swishing  hang  of  her  black  bangs.  She dropped  her  eyelids  half  down.  I  had  to  look  away.  She  looked  like  a  woman already doing it. She chuckled with a sultriness that made me swallow hard.

I  don’t  know  how  Reed  does  it.  I  know  beauty  is  subjective.  I  realize  what passes  as  “hot”  for  one  time  or  place  would  not  be  noticed  at  another.  And  I know the sample is large at a huge mid-west college.

But god almighty does he not pull down those stairs and across my visual field every  single  Saturday  night  a  virtual  parade  of  the  most  dazzling  and  exquisite visions my eyes had ever seen, stumbling, staggering, grinning and lip-biting.

And yet they were somehow all the same for all the variety of hair styles and colors  and  make-up  and  clothes  and  shoes:  squealing,  laughing,  playful  — primed  for  it.  You  could  smell  the  pheromones.  They  were  ready.  They  were urgent. Lithe bodies contorting, grasping hands snaking around limbs, their own or his, mouths dropping open, eyes glazing over.

Ready. Oozing with readiness.

I  ignored  Reed  and  Jessica  and  Reed  ignored  me.  But  Jessica  kept  glancing over  her  shoulder  at  me  where  I  hunkered  deeper  into  my  corner.  I  wasn’t glancing back at her, but I could monitor her in the corner of my vision, writhing all over the couch with Reed.

They talked in murmurs and put a show on. Reed pulled her chin away from my  direction  and  back  to  him  several  times.  She  moaned  for  him  inside  their kisses.  He  opened  her  jeans  and  she  squealed  and  chuckled.  I  pushed  my  face closer  into  my  screen.  She  got  up  and  laughed  like  a  sprite  and  made  him  pull her boots off her extended legs. And then she turned around to give him a view of her ass while she bent at her waist and knees and peeled her tight jeans down her legs. With her perfect bangs hanging over the tops of her eyes, I could see the glassiness of them glinting below — she was peeking at me the whole time.

Stripped so soon to her shirt and panties already, she knelt on the edge of the cushions  of  our  couch  outside  Reed’s  knees  on  her  own  knees.  He  slumped deeper down into the back crease of the couch and stretched his legs straight out under her. She pulled herself closer up to him on his lap and pushed her hands up  under  his  t-shirt.  She  rubbed  his  torso  with  her  flat  palms.  She  pushed  her chest into his face and she laughed. She wrapped her arms around the back of his head and hugged his face to her cleavage.

And then she looked over at me again.

Reed had opened her shirt a few buttons and had pushed her black lace full-cup bra up over her breasts to her neck. He sank his face into her bare bosom and he  sucked  her  nipples  into  his  mouth  noisily,  sloppily.  She  gasped  and  she moaned and she dropped her mouth open wide and she arched her back in deep. He went from boob to boob and back again. She looked down at the top of his head and drove her fingers through his hair and tugged on his neck.

And then she rolled her face over her shoulder and back to me again.

I cleared my throat. I readjusted my screen.  I pushed my nose right up to its glow. I started again on the same sentence for the tenth or twelfth time.

I glanced over when I heard Jessica inhale sharply through her clenched teeth. It was dark, but the screen from the show lit them up enough for me to see her panties  stretch  and  pull  between  her  thighs  spread  around  his  lap.  I  could  tell from his elbows and shoulders that Reed has plunged his hand down the front of her  panties,  that  he  was  touching  her  down  there,  rubbing  her,  probably  even entering her with his fingers. She moaned like he was.

But  still  she  glared  at  me  with  half-lidded  eyes.  She  rubbed  his  head,  she pushed  her  chest  in  his  face,  she  thrusted  her  hips  and  rotated  them  in  circles around his grasping hand, but she stared at me the whole time, pushing his face down, diverting his eyes, hiding her gaze from him.

Reed’s phone buzzed. “Foods ready,” he barked, and he rolled her off his lap and pulled his t-shirt back down over his body. We had a place only half a block up for take-out. “No fucking looking, perv,” he said to me as he jogged past the front of my table. He laughed, too. “But you can jerk off later if you want,” he said loud enough for Jessica to hear, and he laughed at his own joke. I listened to him thump up the stairs and slam the back door behind him.

I glanced through the tops of my eyes and around my screen to the couch.

Jessica  was  staring  at  me  without  hiding  it  now,  sprawled  where  Reed  had tossed her off his lap. She remained splayed on the couch, appearing as though frozen in mid-fall and mid-roll. She laughed strikingly shyly and she covered her face and turned away from me. “What!?” she said into her hand.

I looked around behind me half expecting Reed to be pulling one of his stunts and standing behind me. But he wasn’t there.

Jessica  pushed  herself  up  from  the  couch,  she  turned  around  to  pull  her  bra back down over her breasts and to adjust it, and she turned around again to face me. She tugged her mostly open shirt down over her body, stretching it to cover her belly and hips, barely.

She  padded  on  her  toes  over  the  middle  of  the  room  and  toward  my  table, tugging  her  fingers  down  together  behind  her  back,  down  the  end  of  her  arms pulled  straight,  straining  her  shoulders  back.  Her  half-exposed  chest  jutted  out toward me. She curled her bottom lip in between her teeth. She flared her eyes at me  momentarily.  She  grinned  for  a  second  —  it  was  an  apologizing,  sheepish kind of grin.

“Whatcha working on so hard?” she said.

“Just . . . “ I paused. I gestured to my screen and my books and I shrugged. “ . . . the usual,” I said. “Just stuff.”

“Let me see,” she said, and she helped herself around to the back of my table. She bent over at her waist and hung her chin so close over my shoulder, I could smell her scent. Her cheek grazed my ear. Her breast touched my back. I shut my eyes and tried to regulate my breathing and steady my heartbeat.

“14th century, huh?” she said in a low, breathy voice too close to my ear. “I’m doing a paper on Chaucer,” she said in what came into my ear as a moan over a pillow.

I twisted around in my swivel chair and frowned at her.

“I’m an English major, what are you?” she said. She stepped around me and leaned  against  the  edge  of  my  table  directly  between  me  and  my  screen.  She pushed the heels of her hands down into the edge and locked her elbows straight, pushing her round shoulders up to her ears and her chest out toward my face.

I tried not to stare. I tried to put my eyes somewhere else. But her body filled my entire field of vision. She was all white shirt, black hair, and bare legs. She lifted one foot and hung her pink-painted toes on the edge of my chair between my legs and she rotated me back and forth and snickered.

“History,”  I  said.  I  cleared  my  throat  and  tried  to  say  again  more  clearly without my voice breaking.

She  snorted  and  pulled  her  bottom  lip  out  with  her  finger  and  thumb,  still rocking me side to side. “You’re not like him, are you?” she said.

“Who Reed you mean?” I said.

“The  guy  who  brought  me  here?”  she  said.  She  looked  down  at  her  foot  as though  studying  how  it  moved,  and  she  lifted  it  slowly  and  planted  the  sole down on the top of my lap. She curled her toes in. She lifted her other knee and planted her other foot down on my other thigh the same way. She still rocked me side to side in my swivel chair, still gripping the edge of the desk, still pushing her shoulders up and her chest out with her arms locked straight down.

“We’ve been friends since whenever,” I said and I shrugged.

“I was wondering how you and him ended up in this place together,” she said, lifting  her  face  to  the  wall  behind  me  and  twisting  her  head  around  both  ways scanning the corners of our ceiling out to their extremities.

She suddenly pushed herself forward and eased her body down from the edge of my table and onto my lap. Her legs fit down my sides. She at on my knees and hung her forearms over my shoulders. Her hair brushed my forehead. Her white shirt billowed out under my chin. Her black lace bra was fully visible to me. But my  eyes  locked  instead  on  her  lips.  They  moved  and  curled  and  tightened  and formed  themselves  into  a  circle  and  then  a  grin  and  then  an  “O”  shape.  It  was like she was communicating but saying nothing.

“I’m not that kind of guy,” I said in a low quiet and private voice.

“You’re not like any kind of guy, are you,” she said.

I flinched but she only snickered lightly and hung her face closer over mine. She rocked her forehead into my forehead and moved her open mouth close to mine.  We  could  hear  Reed  come  back  in  and  clomp  down  the  stairs.  He  was already down before she snorted and grinned and pushed herself up and off my lap.

“You gonna have some?” Reed shouted as he rounded the corner.

Jessica  turned  and  pulled  away,  but  not  without  dragging  her  limp  fingers behind her down my body, over my groin, and down my thighs. “What did you get?” she said, stepping up to him and pulling open a bag he held.

“Where  you  doing  something,  you  guys?”  he  said,  and  he  snorted  and laughed. “Blow my fucking mind if you did!” he said to me and he laughed out loud. “I’m starving, get over here,” he said to Jessica, and he flopped down on the middle of the couch.

Jessica joined him there, sitting on one folded leg and sampling his food.

“Feed me,” he said.

Jessica tittered and said “No!” and she glanced over her shoulder at me.

“Get back on top of me,” he said.

“Not when we’re still eating,” she murmured back to him, and she glanced at me again.

“Don’t you want some?” she said to me.

When  I  finally  looked  up  from  my  screen  and  over  the  room  to  them,  she stared back at me with Reed behind her, not seeing her face. She made her eyes flare.  She  curled  the  corners  of  her  mouth  up.  She  dangled  her  tongue  out  her mouth and lashed and poked it at the strip of chicken she held in front of her lips. And then she closed her lips around it and glared at me as she sucked her cheeks in and made the morsel disappear inside her mouth.

“You  guys  go  ahead,”  I  said,  “I’m  heading  to  bed.”  I  turned  myself  back  to my screen, hiding my face behind it.

Jessica pushed up from the couch in a huff. “Not when we’re eating!” she said in  a  private  scold  to  Reed,  and  she  sighed  and  got  up  and  off  the  couch.  She padded past the front of my table and bumped her swinging arm against the side of my screen, rocking it on its base. She pretended not to notice. She didn’t look at me. She held her chin up and her lips pursed closed. “Bathroom?” she called out as she got to the corner.

“Can’t miss it,” Reed said, not taking his eyes from the show. “Next to Cal’s room.”

Reed shoved the food away from him and settled back into the couch, folding his hands over his stomach and making noise with his mouth, poking at his teeth with his tongue and smacking his lips.

Jessica came back and again passed too close by my table, again rocking my screen  on  it’s  base,  and  again,  not  looking,  not  apologizing,  not  seeming  to notice.  She  tittered  when  she  folded  her  legs  under  herself  pushing  up  next  to Reed on the couch.

Immediately  she  hung  her  face  around  his  head  where  he  stared  at  the  show and  she  made  out  with  him,  necking  with  him,  making  louder  lip  and  tongue sounds than even he had been making with the food. His arm stretched around her  body  and  he  pulled  on  her  waist.  She  laughed  and  made  nasally  squealing sounds  up  close  against  him.  I  could  see  her  elbow  move  out  and in. Her back was to me. She was facing Reed’s side. Her hand was up between his legs. She licked his neck and cooed in his hear and pushed her chest up against his huge shoulder.

I jutted my jaw and raised my eyes to the ceiling. I always had to be the one to leave,  when  Reed  and  his  girls  got  started  on  the  couch.  But  why,  I  said  to myself. Why should I leave? I pushed my face into my screen and furrowed my brow and focused my attention on that same paragraph I’d been struggling with the whole time.

I had to glance around the side of the screen. Jessica, still with her back to me, was bent down low over Reed’s lap. Reed’s head had fallen back over the top of the couch behind him, his mouth open, his eyes shut. His hand pushed into the back  of  Jessica’s  head.  Her  straight  black  and  perfect  hair  wavered  around  her neck like a breeze blown curtain. Her head bobbed above his groin. Wet, sloshy vacuum sounds rose from his lap under her face.

I shut my eyes and pursed my lips.

Jessica pulled up and off him and tittered and murmured and cooed to him and pulled  her  knees  under  herself  to  crouch  at  his  side.  She  glanced  around  her shoulder at me and pushed her ass up toward me. Reed dropped his arm over her back and curled his hand around her butt. She twisted her face back down into his  lap.  Her  head  bobbed  with  renewed  enthusiasm.  His  hand  slipped  down inside  the  back  of  her  black  lace  panties.  I  could  tell  from  the  undulations beneath  them  that  his  fingers  were  probing  the  cleft  of  her  pussy  lips,  perhaps entering  her.  She  groaned  in  a  muffled  way  in  his  lap  and  I  knew  he  was touching her like that.

“C’mon,”  Reed  suddenly  said,  and  he  pushed  her  head  away  from  his  groin and got up. He dragged her by the hand through the door to his bedroom.

Jessica squealed and laughed. Just before Reed shut the door behind her, she glanced  out  from  the  darkness  inside.  Her  eyes  glinted  at  me.  She  pulled  her bottom lip in her finger and thumb. Her shirt came down off her perfectly round shoulders — Reed was tugging it off her from behind. She tilted her head until the  door  shut  closed  on  her  eyes  alone,  big,  glassy  and  dilated,  and  staring  at mine.

I  packed  up  and  shut  down.  When  I  finished  in  the  bathroom  and  made  the quick  loop  around  to  my  bedroom  door,  I  heard  her  squeals  and  laughter.  I paused  and  listened.  He  was  tickling  her.  They  were  play-fighting.  She  was pretending to resist.

I  shut  my  door  and  laid  down  and  stared  at  my  ceiling.  The  squealing  and laughing subsided. I could only imagine why.

A little later, I heard his door open and I heard bare footsteps sliding over the floor of the living room. I heard the bathroom door close, the fan come on, the water  come  on  full,  and  I  heard  Jessica  spit  and  swish  water  in  her  mouth  and flush it out, and more spitting.

A  long  few  moments  later,  I  heard  the  fan  go  off,  the  door  open,  and  then nothing.  I  squinted  at  my  ceiling  in  the  pitch  black  windowless  room  straining with my ears. And then I heard the knob of my door twist.

I shivered and shut my eyes and slowed my breathing. The door swung open and shut again, just as quickly. I gave it several seconds before I creaked open one eye. I couldn’t see or hear anything. That was, until Jessica’s voice broke the silence.

“Didn’t get to say goodnight to you,” she said in a low murmur.

I  cleared  my  throat.  I  tried  to  say,  “That’s  ok,”  but  I  choked  and  only  made gurgling sounds.

She snorted. I felt the side of my bed dip down. “Did you have to hear us?” she said. Her voice was much closer than it was a moment earlier. “Did it make you jealous?” she said. I felt the bed dip down more. “Shove over,” she said.

I wriggled sideways and made room. She curled down on her back beside me, tugging the sheets from my hands and pulling them over herself. “We didn’t do it, if that’s what you’re wondering,” she said. I could feel but not see that she put her head down on half my pillow and rolled her face over toward mine. “Unless you think a little blow job is doing it,” she said.

Her hand slid over my thigh. She scrunched her fingers down and cut her nails into my skin. She scratched me. “Is it okay if I sleep in here with you?” she said. “I actually need to get some sleep tonight.”

“Is, um, Reed . . . ?” I started, not sure how or what I was asking.

“He’s already deep asleep. He sleeps deeply, I bet, doesn’t he?” she said. She slid her cupped palm over the front of my shorts.

I  swallowed  hard  and  my  breath  went  jagged.  I  dropped  my  chin  down  and clamped  my  eyes  tightly  shut.  She  could  tell  how  hard  I  was.  She  curled  her fingers around my erection through my shorts.

I didn’t  move.  I  barely  breathed.  I  curled  my  hands  into  fists  and  formed  an “O” with my mouth and raised my eyebrows.

She  rolled  onto  her  side  against  me  and  pushed  her  hand  under  the  waist  of my shorts. “Is this okay?” she half whispered and half moaned as she tugged at the  waist  of  my  shorts  and  drew  them  down  across  my  thighs.  She  groaned against my ear and breathed against my neck. Her cool hand wrapped around my fully  erect  cock.  She  pushed  her  face  into  my  neck  and  kissed  me  there.  She pulled  her  other  arm  up  under  her  and  crooked  her  finger  around  my  chin, making  me  turn  my  face  toward  her,  and  she  moaned  inside  the  kiss  she  filled my mouth with.

“You’re  so  bad,”  she  whispered.  She  shivered  and  squeezed  my  cock  and made tiny, quiet, high-pitched squeals in my ear.

I clenched my teeth shut and my body stiffened up all over.

She rolled away from me onto her back and pulled her knees up to her chest. She hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and drew them down and off her legs, stretching her feet and poking her toes to lift them away from her. She jolted  up  in  bed  and  unbuttoned  her  shirt  and  tossed  it  like  a  descending  cloud across the room. She stretched her arms behind her back and unclasped her bra and flung it, too, like her shirt and panties, across the room. She pulled my shorts the rest of the way off me, too, and she came back down on her side against me, still on my back.

“Better,  right?”  she  said,  and  she  poked  the  stiff  tip  of  her  tongue  into  and around  my  ear.  She  wrapped  her  hand  around  my  cock  and  slowly,  tightly, stroked  me  in  no  rush.  “We  probably  shouldn’t,  should  we,”  she  said.  She groaned against my ear and breathed.

I cleared my throat again and swallowed and rubbed my forehead. “Probably not,” I said.

“I wasn’t  going  to  do  it  tonight,”  she  said  in  a  low  voice.  “I  told  myself  not to.”

“Uh-huh?” I said.

“And then you’re just sitting over there, driving a girl crazy,” she moaned, and she  pushed  the  palm  of  her  hand  over  the  head  of  my  cock  and  whimpered against  my  ear.  She  squeezed  and  shook  it.  “I  might  have  to  break  my  rule tonight  all  because  of  you,”  she  said  and  she  lashed  at  my  jaw  and  cheek  with her wide, flat tongue.

“Just  gonna  check,  stay  right  here,”  she  said,  and  she  dove  out  of  my  bed, flung my door open, and raced on her toes away through our living room.

She came back a moment later. “Out like a light — I grabbed my things so he thinks  I  went  home!”  she  said,  and  she  tittered  and  shut  my  door  all  the  way behind her. “But you have to be quiet, okay?” she said. She climbed up onto my bed and nestled on her elbows and knees between my legs and pulled my cock up in front of her face. “I’m not a slut,” she said, and she closed her soft, wet lips down over the head of my cock.

My world went warm, wet, and wild. I pushed my head so deep back into my pillow,  I  was  facing  the  headboard  upside  down.  I  clenched  my  fists  into  the sheets. My thighs went hard as pipes and my chest heaved up. My bottom jaw shivered and I stopped breathing.

She pulled up and off me with a pop and everything that I was got sucked out my  cock.  My  hips  lifted  off  the  bed  following  her  mouth.  She  tittered  and blinked  her  eyes  at  me  and  wrapped  her  hand  around  my  cock  and  stroked  me lightly, gracefully, and slowly. “Nice?” she said.

I collapsed back down onto the bed and rolled my head to one side and then the other. “Jesus,” I murmured.

She bit her lip, grunted to herself, looked down to watch the head of my cock emerge through her fist, and sank her mouth down over the head again, this time pushing it so far down, her lips closed around the base of my cock and her nose pressed into my abdomen.

If I wasn’t dying, I was ready to. She pumped herself up and down on me with hand and mouth together, making high-pitched whines the whole time, muffled by my cock filling her mouth. She swirled her tongue around my cock inside her mouth like a water snake drowning and squeezing its prey. She came up and off me and huffed and puffed herself.

“Getting carried away with you,” she said, and she chuckled. “Can’t have that, can  we,”  she  said,  and  she  fell  back  down  on  me  and  moaned  louder  with  my cock even deeper in her mouth. When she came up the next time, she said, “Do you want to?” She didn’t wait for an answer before she pushed herself up over me  and  turned  around.  Her  knees  sank  down  outside  my  ears.  Her  mouth  sank down over my cock. And her pussy sank down over my mouth.

She  was  sticky  she  was  so  wet.  She  was  oozing,  she  was  oiled,  she  was covered in lubrication. I touched my tongue to her pussy lips all swollen and hot, and she moaned too loud and pumped my cock in her mouth too ferociously. I touched her pussy and sank a finger inside and she corkscrewed her body over my  body,  her  hips  vibrating  and  thrusting.  She  pulled  off  my  cock,  pressed  it against their face, and breathed like someone who had been drowning.

She went back down on me with high-pitched cries coming from deep in her throat,  and  I  spread  her  pussy  lips  and  touched  her  all  over  with  my  tongue.  I sucked her nib between my lips and she screamed, but for my cock muffling her. I wrapped my hands up and around her hips and pulled her down and steadied her, and she sucked and kissed my cock and licked it all over and shook like a leaf.

When  I  pushed  my  tongue  down  through  her  lips,  she  clenched  up  all  over. When  I  pulled  my  tongue  up  and  circled  it  around  her  nib,  she  gasped  like someone falling from a cliff, her glisten pumping out of her and spreading over my  lips  and  chin  all  warm  and  flowing.  She  gasped  like  she  didn’t  believe  it. And then she collapsed on me like a blanket thrown over a lap.

She  pulled  herself  around  and  laid  on  top  of  me,  kissing  me  wherever  she could  reach  with  her  lips.  I  rubbed  her  back  and  her  ass  and  she  pushed  her hands under my shoulders and hung on. She spread her knees outside my waist and pushed her body up to bite my ear.

“We can’t do it, okay?” she said.

I squeezed the cheeks of her butt and she arched in her back, curled her hips in,  and  pressed  her  wet,  hot  lips  down  over  my  cock  that  lay  up  against  my stomach.

“Don’t let me,” she groaned into my ear. “I don’t want to,” she said.

I  felt  the  head  of  my  cock  become  scalded  by  a  hot  and  wet  pure  sensation. “Stop me,” she groaned, and she chewed on my ear. I felt her pussy close around the head of my cock. I felt it slide down my shaft. I shivered and stretched flat out under her. She pushed her hands palm-first into the headboard over my head, and shoved her pussy down my cock until our pelvises mashed together.

She sat up on me and stuck her chest out and rolled her head back. She stared up at the ceiling and pressed her hands into my chest. She curled her spine in and out and thrusted her hips forward and back, sliding my cock in and out of her so deeply  I  could  feel  the  end  of  her  with  the  tip  of  the  head  of  my  cock.  She scrunched her hands into the skin of my chest and dropped her chin wide open.

“I told you to stop me!”she groaned at the ceiling.

I reached up and squeezed her bare breasts. She collapsed on me and covered my mouth with sloppy kisses. “I told you,” she groaned in my ear.

I rolled her over and climbed on top of her. She pulled at my cock with both hands and dug her heels into my bed to push her pelvis up. She chased my cock where  it  hung  between  my  legs,  trying  with  desperation  and  frustration  to capture  the  head  in  her  sopping  lips.  When  she  did,  I  sank  down  on  her.  She screamed into my shoulder, she bit my neck, and she locked her ankles around my back.

I  fucked  her  like  that.  She  let  go  of  me  and  spread  her  arms  far  to  her  sides and  pulled  her  knees  up  to  let  them  fall  open,  spreading  herself  wider  for  me, letting  me  pump  myself  between  them.  She  thrashed  in  body  and  head,  her mouth open, her eyes closed, a big smile over her face. Her hair shimmered as it whipped over her face. She arched high in her back. “You’re going to make me cum again!” she said like she was more surprised than me, even.

She laughed at herself and grew coy. She suddenly hopped up and pushed me down  on  my  back.  She  mounted  me  again,  but  this  time  facing  my  feet.  She arched in her back even deeper than before and plunged her pussy down over my cock and writhed in her back.

I”m going to cum!” I groaned.

She would’t let me pull out of her, though. I tapped her hips and tried pushing her ass. But she dug in and rode me deeper and faster and harder. I slapped her ass and she yelped and gasped and moaned louder. I looked down and saw my cum gushing from the sides of her pussy before I realized I was cumming. When I  did,  everything  went  black,  my  life  went  out  through  my  cock,  and  I  was instantly drained of all energy.

When I finally stopped tossing her on my hips and nailing her deeply in her pussy, she pulled off and and turned around and kissed me. “Be right back,” she whispered  and  she  skipped  off  on  her  toes.  She  came  back  from  the  bathroom with a towel wet with hot water, and she wiped me down and herself, too.

We  fell  asleep  in  each  other’s  arms.  At  some  point,  without  fully  waking,  I fucked her again from behind, lying on our sides. She reached behind herself and pulled  me  at  my  hips.  She  twisted  around  and  kissed  me  as  I  came.  She scrunched  her  eyes  and  shook  and  pushed  her  hands  and  feet  into  the  wall  in front of her — she came too, at the same time.

We came out of my room in the morning, having decided to dash off together out of there and grab breakfast in the street. Reed was in the middle of the living room making his own way out, but he stopped mid-stride. Putting it together in one second, he tilted his face, dropped his jaw open, and rolled his eyes.

“Fuck sakes, Calum,” he said, pushing on and past us and around the wall to the stairs. “Can you stop fucking all my girls?” he said, and he stomped up and out the door, slamming it behind him as he left.

“All his girls?” she said, spinning around and frowning at me. She narrowed her eyes at me and shook her head.

“It’s not like that,” I said.

“Sure,” she said, and she went up the stairs stomping more heavily than Reed did, even. She slammed the door harder than he did.

“Nah, I didn’t even care, I was just joking,” he said when Reed saw him later that  day.  “Way  to  go,  though,  buddy!”  he  said,  throwing  his  arm  around  my shoulder. We crossed campus for the coffee shop. “Big party next weekend, by the way,” he said.”Up at Joseph Lake,” he said. “You gotta come.”

“Yeah, I don’t know,” I said. “Don’t really get off on parties like that.”

“Yeah right,” he said and he laughed. “Overnight — we have to bring food,” he said. “These parties are wild, you’re going to love it!”

“Is Jessica going to be there?” I said.

“Who?” he said.

“The girl, you know?” I said, hooking my thumb over my shoulder.

He laughed. “I don’t  even  know  her!”  he  said  and  he  shrugged  and  laughed. We went into the cafe together.

“You ever find that Claire chick again?” he said.

Oh yeah, I thought. Claire. “No,” I said.

“If you do, invite her up. We can both do her!” he said. ”Chicks love that shit. Maybe she’ll fuck this time.”

People in the cafe glanced at us and I looked down at the floor and hurried to the counter. I couldn’t believe I’d forgotten all about Claire.
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